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PoGANf  C  People  w 
and  it  may  trulj  be  said  to  have  ehown  her  genius  flaring" 
up  at  the  end :  she  returned  to  early  lovea  ;  she  wrote 
with  a  glow  of  reminiscence.  In  December,  1876,  she 
wrote  from  her  Florida  home  to  her  son  Charles:  "  I  aju 
-■  aBalingtangled  in  writjflg  a  sum-ij  -  tllj^"  I  never  meant 
to  do  again;  but  the  story,  begun  for  a  mere  ChristmaB 

»_-jMeehure,  grew  so  under  my  hands  that  I  thought  I  might 
as  well  fill  it  out  and  make  a  book  of  it.     It  is  the  last 
thing  of  the  kind  I  ever  espcct  to  do.     In  it  I  condense 
^  my  recoUectioiis   of  a  bv^'iiiiM    mil,  lllllli    III  "ilillll'll  T  imn   I 

j5 . -biUU^hl  up,  the  ways  and  manners  of  which  are 

nearly  obsolete    as  tiie  Old  England  of  Dickens's 

IP     is."     And    after    the    book    was    published  she  wi 
/-■ — Bs.Jiolme3 :    "  I  sent  Foganue.  People  to  you  and  Mrs. 
I       Holmes  as  being  among  the  few  who  know  those  old  days, 
Y      It  is  an  extremely  quiet  story  for  these  sensational  days, 
^t(en  heaven  and  earth  seem  to  be  racked  for  a  thrill ;  but 
/as    I  get   old  I  do  love  to  think  of  those  quiet,  simple 
■  times,  wben_thsra_a'as-aot  «-  pooc  person  in  the  parish,  - 
and  the  chonging  glories  of  the  year  were  the  oaly  spec- 
tacle." ^ 
Readers    of    TlTi^i     flliHl|i'll    Jililj^iiil    Hiiiiiiiiiijj|Miii    ii  ill     I 
recall  the  amusing  account  she  gives  of  her  early  preference 
for   the    Church  Hatechiam  over  the    As'^rP^^^y'"    ^hQr''"'_ 
Catechism,  and  not  infrequently  in  her  stories  did  she  in-     ' 
troduce   contrasts   and    comparisons  between    the    Congre- 
gational and  the  Episcopal  order.     She  herself,  when  in 
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mature  life,  passed  over  from  the  former  to  tlie  liitter,  ;iiiJ 
i_s]tE  went  to  Florida  jitLlivfi-  she  endeavored  to  per- 
suade her  brother  Charles  to  talio  steps  to  enter  thi;  Epis-. 
I    rnitiist.^'y  l.hiit.    he  might   aid  her   iu  extemiing  the 
'  liotdera  of  that  chui'f.k  in  her  new  neighborhood.     It  is  not 
surprising,  therefore,  to  find  the  eubjcct  of  church  relations    | 
cropping  out  in  this  story,  written  when  she  was  recall- 
ing early  daya,  and  reproducing  in  characters  and  scenes 
the  movements  of  her  own  life. 

Indeed,  within  the  bounds  of  the  novelist's  art,  Poga- 
f^nuc  People  has  many  autobiographic  tiiiifTips.  Tn  her 
own  copy  of  t^e  book,  Mrs.  Stowe  pencilled  a  number  of 
marginal  notes,  pointing  out  the  basis  of  fact  upon  which  J 
1  certain  passages  rested,  and  even  the  personages  who  were  | 
disguised  in  name  only.  Thus  she  indicates  that  Colonel 
Davenport,  the  confidential  friend  of  General  Washington, 
in  chapter  vii,  was  Colonel  Taliaage ;  Israel  Dennie,  the 
distributer  of  Federal  votes  m  chapter  is,  was  Sherifi'  Lan- 
don ;  and  she  noted  against  the  conversation  hetween  Squire 
Dennie  and  Zeph  Higgins,  immediately  following  the  in- 
traduction  of  tlie  sheriff,  "  A  true  incident."  That  she  had 
in  mind  her  own  father  in  the  character  of  Dr.  Giiahing 
appears  from  her  note  at  the  last  sentence  of  this  chapter, 
"  Fatbec!ajwn  words,"  and  "  A  true  incident "  against  the 
_  pathetic  passage  after  the  defeat  of  the  Federalists  when 
I  Dr.  Gushing  gave  vent  to  his  feelings  in  hi;}  rllPirR  '^^  thp 
I  evening  psalm.  Again,  in  the  description  of  the  Poganuo 
I  parsonage,  she  wrote  opposite  the  passage  on  page  122, 
I  "  Ihwuipljuu  111  Flilinii'ii  I.ilihGiJd  study,"  and  along  the 
account  of  the  adventures  of  the  ra^'iind  the  cat  in  the 
parsonage  she  drew  an  inclusive  line  and  marked  it, 
"  Exact."  "  Exact,"  "  My  own  experience  "  and  "  Litch- 
field "  she  wrote  also  over  against  the  opening  pages  of  the 
nest  chapter,  "  Spring  and  Summer  come  at  last,"  and 
"  My  own    childish   experience "  at  the  impression  made 
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upon  Dolly  by  Colonel  Davenport's  reading  ot  the  Declare- 
f  tion  of  Independence,  in  cliapter  sviii.  "  My  experipnm 
t  i^ain  she  pencilled  against  the  pasange  in  chapter  six 
;  which  described  Dolly's  household  tasks,  and  the  descrip- 
tion of  I'ogannc  River  was  a  cloae  copy  of  her  own  mom- 
orv  of  ^B"^in"  ^■'""■'  Chapter  xx  narrates  a  chestnut- 
ting  frolicj  and  Mrs.  Stowe  niade  tbe  memorandum  on  it, 
a  whole  chapter  is  drawn  from  the  life ; "  and  once 
when  she  read  over  her  twenty-first  chapter  she 
t  wrote  :  "  All  this  story  of  tbe  party  happened  to  me ;  I 
'  never  forgot  it."  Dolly's  experience  in  going  for  wild 
'  strawberries,  at  the  beginning  of  chapter  xxvii,  is  marked, 
'From    life,"    and   "East    Hurving  firound.    |,jt"l'ti''l■^,' 
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[  written  against  the  description  ol  the  !foganuc  graveyard  in 

same  chapter.     "Word  for  word  fact"  is  her  atrong     I 
Y  comment  on  page  208,  and  Miss  Debby,  in  her  first  inter- 
ff  with  Dolly  at  the  close  of  chapter  sxxv,  is  explained 
J  to  he  "  Aunt  Harriet  Foots,  exact,"     Clearly,  those  early 
3  of  visits  to  Kut  "EISaa_canie  vividly  up  to  her  aixtj 
years  later  when  she  wrote  this  story. 


I'iiik   and    W/iite    Tyranny   vraa   written    five   years 
arlier  than  Poganuc  People,  and  her  own  attituile  tflWarJ 
shown  in  the  following  brief  addreea  to  the  reader 
I  which  introduced  the  book  when  it  first  appeared :  — 

i  the  world  understands  tbe  word  ;  and  we  tell  you  so 
I  beforehand,  lest  you  be  in  ill-humor  by  not  finding  what 
you  expected.  For  if  you  bave  been  told  that  your  dinner 
I  to  be  salmon  and  green  pease,  and  made  up  your  mind 
to  that  bill  of  fare,  and  then,  on  coming  to  the  table,  find 
that  it  is  beefsteak  and  toiuatoos.  you  may  bo  out  of  sorts ; 
not  because  beefsteak  and  tomatoes  are  not  respectable 
viands,  but  hecauae  they  are  not  what  you  have  made  up 
I  your  mind  to  enjoy. 


Ihrp^^.affiry  affair.  —  a 


t  novel,  in  out  days, 

lomplex,  multiform  composition,  requiring 
end  of  scenery,  and  dramatis  persona,  and  plot  and  pi; 
together  with  trajaimnyj  pilfillla,  WTIBlleffUl  gEMpSS,  "a 
thrilling  dangers  ;  and  the  scenes  transport  one  all 
the  earth,  —  to  England,  Italy,  Switzerland,  Japan,  and 
Kamtachatka.  But  thia  i^  n  Ijt.tle  conimnnp^^i^a  history. 
all  about  one  man  and  one  woman,  living  straight  along  in 
one  little  prosaic  town  in  New  England.  It  is,  moreover, 
a  ^ffir^  wit.h  i^  mmtil ;  anr|  for  fear  that  you  should  n't  find 
'"  ictly  what  the  moral  is,  we  shall  adopt  the  plan  of 
the  painter  who  wrote  under  his  pictures,  'This  is  a  bear,' 
and  '  This  is  a  turtle-dove.'  We  shall  tell  you  in  the 
proper  time  succinctly  just  what  the  moral  is,  and  send 
you  off  edified  as  if  you  had  been  bearing  a  sermon.  So 
please  to  call  thia  little  sketch  a  parable,  and  wait  for  the 
exposition  thereof," 


t 
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a  a  large,  roomy,  clean.  New  England  kitchen 
B  was  the  great  wide  tire- 
place,  with  ita  crane   and    array  of    pothooks;  there  was 
!  tall  black  clock  in  the  corner,  ticking  in  reaponae  to 
the   cliirp  of    the   crickets    around    the    hroad,    flat    stone 

I  hearth.  Thp  sfom^-^^  t.^jj  iiml  pmytnr  p"-*^™  dresser  caught 
flickering  gleams  of  brightness  from  the  western  sunbeams 
that  shone  through  the  network  of  elm  boughs,  rattling 
and  tapping  as  the  wind  blew  them  against  the  window. 
It  was  not  quite  half  past  four  o'clock,  yet  the  Deceniher 
a  hung  low  and  red  in  the  western  horizon,  telling  that 
the  time  of  the  ahortest  winter  days  was  come.  Every- 
thing in  the  ample  room  shone  with  whiteness  and  neat- 
neaa;  everything  was  ranged,  put  up,  and  in  order,  as  if 

I  work  were  some  past  aud  bygone  affair,  hardly  to  he  remem- 
bered. The  only  living  figure  in  this  picture  of  atill  life 
was  that  of  a  strapping,  buxom  Yankee  maiden,  with 
plump  arms  stripped  to  the  elbow  and  hands  plunged  deep 
in  the  white,  elastic  cushion  of  puffy  dough,  which  roee 
under  them  as  she  kneaded. 
Apparently  pleasant  thoughts  were  her  company  in  her 
solitude,  for  her  round  brown  eyes  twinkled  with  a 
pleased  sparkle,  and  every  now  and  then  she  broke  into 
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fragments  of  psalmody,  whicili  bIig  practiced  ovpr  and  over, 
and  then  nodded  her  liead  contentedly,  as  if  Batisfied  that 
she  had  caught  the  tune. 

Suddenly  the  outside  door  flew  open  and  little  Dolly 
Gushing  hurst  into  the  kitchen,  panting  and  breathless,  her 
cheeks  glowing  with  exercise  in  face  of  the  keen  winter 

In  she  came,  noisy  and  busy,  dropping  her  knitting- 
work  and  Bpelling-book  in  her  eagerness,  shutting  the  door 
behind  hor  with  a  cheerful  hang,  and  opening  conversation 
without  stopping  to  get  her  breath:  — 

"Ob,  Nabby,  Nabbyl  do  tell  me  what  they  are  doing 
up  at  your  church.  I  've  seen  'em  all  day  carrying  arm- 
fuls  and  armfula  —  ever  bo  much  —  spruce  and  pine  up 
that  way,  and  Jim  Brace  and  Tom  Peters  told  me  they 
were  going  to  have  a  'lumination  thexe,  and  when  I  asked 
what  a  'lujnination  was  they  only  laughed  at  me  and  called 
me  a  Presbyterian,  Don't  you  think  it 's  a  shame,  Nabhy, 
that  the  big  boys  will  laugh  at  me  so  and  call  mo  names, 
and  won't  tell  me  anything)  " 

"Oh,  land  o'  Hnglipn^  TinlW,  what  do  you  mind  them 
hoys  for  1 "  saia^aliby;  "  boys  is  mostly  hateful  when  girls 
ia  little;  hut  we  take  our  turn  by  and  by,"  she  said,  with 
a  complacent  twinkle  of  her  brown  eyes.  "I  make  them 
stand  around,  I  bet  ye,  and  you  will  when  you  get  older." 

"But,  Nabhy,  what  is  a  'lumination)" 

"Well,  now,  Dolly,  you  jest  pick  up  yonr  book,  and 
put  up  your  knittin'-work,  and  eweep  out  that  snow 
you've  tracked  in,  and  hang  up  your  bonnet  and  cloak, 
and  I  '11  tell  you  all  about  it,"  said  Nabby,  taking  up  her 
whole  cushion  of  dough  and  letting  it  down  the  other  side 
with  a  great  bound  and  beginning  kneading  again. 

The  little  maiden  speedily  complied  with  all  her  requisi- 
tions and  came  and  stood,  eager  and  breathless,  by  the 
Ixead  bowh 
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And  a  very  pretty  picture  she  made  there,  with  her  rosy 
[  mouth  just  parted  to  show  her  little  white  teeth,  and  the 
[  afternoon  Bunahme  glinting  thrnugh  the  window  brightness 
'  to  go  to  the  brown  curls  that  hung  over  her  rouiiii  white 
t  forehead,  her  dork  blue  eyes  kindling  with  eagerness  and 
I  curiosity. 

"Well,  you  see,"  said  Kabby,  "to-morrow  's  Chriatmaa; 

I  and  they've  been  dressin'   the  church  with  gromid  pine 

P  and  spruce  boughs,  and  made  it  just  as  beautiful  as  can  be, 

I  and  they  're  goin'  to  have  a  great  goM  «ta<-  "yp-  ^i--  -'>•-<•- 

General  Lewis  sent  clear  to  Boston  to  get  the  things 

to  make  it  of,  and  Miss  Ida  Lewis  she  made  it,  and  to-  , 

night  they  're  going  to  'luminate.      They  put  a  candle  in 

every  single  pane  of  glass  in  that  'ere  church,  and  it  '11  be 

all  just  aa  light  as  day.     When  they  get  'em  all  lighted  up, 

\  you  can  see  that  'ere  church  clear  down  to  North  Poganuc." 

Now  this  sentence  waa  a  perfect  labyrinth  of  Tr|Y>|t<-rv 

1  to  Dolly ;  for  ehe  did  not  know  what  Christmaa  waa,  she 

fc/i;,i   n^f  l-||in-  11-liiit  thn  ilim I   iiiiii.    .In    never  saw  any- 

I  thing  dressed  with  pine,  and  she  was  wholly  in  the  dark 
I  vhat  it  was  all  about;  and  yet  her  bosom  heaved,  her 
I  breath  grew  short,  her  color  came  and  went,  and  she  trem- 
I  bled  with  excitement.  Sometliing  bright,  beautiful,  glori- 
[  aus,  must  be  coming  into  her  life,  and  oh,  if  she  could 
only  see  itt 

"Oh,  Nabby,  are  you  going  1 "  she  said,  with  quivering 
'   eagerness. 

1  goin'   with  Jim  Sawin.     I  belong  to  the 
singers,  and  I  'm  a-goin'  early  to  practice  on  the  anthem." 
"Oh,  Nabby,  won"t  you  Tike  me  1     bo,  JSabby  1 "  said 
Dolly  piteously. 

"Oh,   land  o'  Goshen!  no,   child;    you    mustn't  think 
I  couldn't  do  that  noways.      Your  pa  never  would 
r  of  it,  nor  Mia'  Gushing  neither.      You  see,  your  pa 
a  Chriatmaa, " 


<s? 
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"What  18  Christmas,  Nabby  1 " 

"Why,  it's  the  day  Christ  was  bom  —  that's  Christ- 
mas." 

"Why,  my  papa  belieTes  Christ  waa  born,"  said  Dolly, 
■with  an  injured  air;  "yon  needn't  tell  me  that  he  don't. 
I  've  heard  him  read  all  about  it  in  the  Testament." 

"I  didn't  say  he  didn't,  did  H"  said  Nabby;  "but 
'ynpr  pgjia  niti't  f^  'PioivTpgli  and  he  don't  believe  in  keep- 
ing none  of  them  'ere  Prayer-Book  days  —  Christmgai_nci^ 
Eaater,  nor  nothin',"  said  Nabby,  with  a  generous  profu- 
sion of  negativeBr""- "  Up  to  the  'Piscopal  church  they 
keep  Chriatmaa,  and  they  don't  keep  it  down  to  your 
meetin'-house;  that  'a  the  long  and  short  on  't,"  and  Nabby 
turned  her  batch  of  dough  over  with  a  final  flounce,  as  if 
lo  emphasize  the  statement,  and  giving  one  last  poke  in 
the  middle  of  the  fair  white  cushion,  she  proceeded  to 
rub  the  paste  from  her  hands  and  to  cover  her  completed 
batch  with  a  clean  white  towel  and  then  with  a  neat  com- 
forter of  quilted  cotton.  Then,  establishing  it  in  the 
warmest  corner  of  the  fireplace,  she  proceeded  to  wash  her 
hands  and  look  at  the  clock  and  make  other  movements  to 
show  that  the  conversation  had  come  to  an  end. 

Poor  little  Dolly  stood  still,  looking  wistful  and  bewil- 
dered.  The  tangle  of  brown  and  golden  curls  on  the  out- 
side of  her  little  head  was  not  more  snarled  than  the  con- 
flicting ideas  in  the  inside.  This  great  and  wonderful  idea 
of  Ciiristmas,  and  all  this  confusion  of  images,  of  gold  stars 
and  green  wreaths  and  illuminated  windows  and  singing 
and  music  —  all  done  because  Christ  was  bom,  and  yet 
something  that  her  papa  did  not  approve  of  —  it  was  a 
hopeless  puzzle.  After  standing  thinking  for  a  minute  or 
two  she  resumed;  — 

"But,  Nabby,   vrhi/  don't  my  papa  like  it 7    and  why 
t  we  have  a  'lumination  in  our  meeting-house  1 " 
Bless  your  heart,  child,  they  never  does  them  things 
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to  Presbyterian  meetin's.      Folks'  ivaya  is  different,   and 

them  'ere  is  'piscopal  ways.     Fiir  my  pn^t.  T  'ti)  j^;1iii1  faf;hp.j 

ni^Tltrl  rifT  tn  thr  'I'iirnpnliiniii,  fnr  it 's  a  great  den!  jollier." 

"Oil,  Jear!  my  papa  won't  ever  sign  olf,"  said  Dolly 


T 


mournfully. 

"To  be  aure  be  won't.   Why,  what  nonsense  that  ia!" 

kiBaid  Nabby,  with  that  briskness  with  which  grown  people 

Pehake   off  the  griefs  of  children.      "Of  course  he  won't 

I  when  he 's  a  minister,    so  what 's  the  use  of  worryin'  T 

You  jest  ahet  up  now,  for  I  've  got  to  hurry  and  get  tea; 

luse  your  pa  and  ma  are  goin'  over  to  the  lecture  to-night 

North    Pogaiiuo    echoolhouae  and    they  '11  want   their 

Leupper  early."  /^t 

Dolly  still  hung  about  wishfully.  *-     **-«'.    ^ 

"Nabby,  if  I  should  ask  papa,   and  he  should  say  I 
1  might  go,  would  you  take  me  1 "  said  Dolly. 

Now,  Nabby  was  a  good-natured  soul  enough  and  in  , 
La  general  way  fond  of  children;  she  encouraged  Miss 
I  Dolly's  prattling  visits  to  the  kitchen,  let  her  stand  about 
I  surveying  hei  in  various  domestic  processes,  and  encouraged 
f  that  free  expression  of  opinion  in  conversation  which  in 
t  those  days  was  entirely  repressed  on  the  part  of  juveniles 
I  in  the  presence  of  their  elders.  She  was,  in  fact,  fond  of 
I  Dolly  in  a  certain  way,  but  not  fond  enough  of  her  to 
I  interfere  with  the  serious  avocations  of  life;  and  Nabby 
I  was  projecting  very  serious  and  delicate  movements  of 
I  diplomacy  that  night.  She  was  going  to  the  church  with 
I  Jim  Sawin,  who  was  on  the  very  verge  of  a  declared  admi- 
I  ration,  not  in  the  least  because  !ier  heart  inclined  toward 
I  Jim,  but  as  a  means  of  bringing  Ike  Peters  to  capitidation 
a  quarrel  of  some  weeks'  standing.  Jim  Saw  in 's 
"folks,"  as  she  would  have  phrased  it,  were  "meetin'ers," 
I  while  Ike  Peters  v 
■  choir,'  and  ic  v 


JO'c^ 


I  leading  member  of  the  Episcopal 
3  destgned-Mtpressly  to  aggravate  him  that 
B.ahe  was  to  come  in  exhibiting  her  captive  in  triumph.      To 
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have  "a  child  round  under  her  feet,"  while  engaged  in 
conducting  affairs  of  such  delicacy,  was  manifestly  iropos- 
sihle  —  so  impossible  that  she  thought  etern  repression  of 
any  such  idea  the  very  best  policy. 

"Now,  Dolly  Gushing,  you  jest  ahet  up — for  'tain't 
no  use  tallcin'.  Your  pa  nor  your  ma  wouldn't  hear  on  't; 
and  besides,  little  girls  like  you  must  go  to  bed  early. 
They  can't  be  up  '  night-hawkin','_gnd.goin'  round  in  the 
cold.  You  might  catch  cold  and  die  like  little  Julia 
Cavers.      Little  girls  must  be  in  bed  and  asleep  by  eight 

Dolly  stood  still  with  a  lowering  brow.  Just  then  the 
world  looked  very  dark.  Her  little  rose  leaf  of  an  under 
lip  rolled  out  and  quivered,  and  large  bright  drops  began 
failing  one  by  one  over  her  cheeks, 

Habby  had  a  soft  spot  in  her  heart,  and  felt  these  signs 
of  affliction ;  but  she  stood  iiim. 

"Now,  Dolly,  I'm  sorry;  but  you  ean't  go.  So  you 
jest  be  a  good  girl  and  not  say  no  more  about  it,  and  don't 
cry,  and  I  '11  tell  you  what  I  '11  do:  I  '11  buy  you  a  sugar 
dog  down  to  the  store,  and  I  '11  tell  you  all  about  it  lo- 


Dolly  had  seen  these  sugar  dogs  in  the  window  of  the 
store,  resplendent  with  their  blue  backs  and  yellow  ears 
and  pink  tails  —  designed  probably  to  represent  dogs  as 
they  exist  at  the  end  of  the  rainbow.  Her  heart  had 
burned  within  her  with  hopeless  desire  to  call  one  of  these 
beauties  her  own;  and  Nabby's  promise  brought  out  a 
gleaming  smile  through  the  showery  atmosphere  of  her 
little  face.     A  sugar  dog  might  reconcile  her  to  life. 

"Now,  you  must  promise  rae  '  certain  true  as  black  is 

blue,'"  said  Nabby,  adjuring  by  an  apparently  irrationlii- 

vogue  among  the  childl'i![riil  tliose 

"  You  must  promise  you  won't  say  a  word  about 

!  thing  to  your  pa  or  ma;  for  they  wouldn't  hear 
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I  goin',  and  if  they  would  I  aliould  n't  take  you.      I 
ally  couldn't.     It  would  be  very  inconvenient." 
Dolly  heaved  a  great  sigh,  but  thought  of  the  sugar  dog, 
Band  calmed  down  the  tempest  that  seemed  struggling  to 
I  hei  little  breast,      A  rainbow  of  hope  rose  over  the 
cloud  of  disappointment,  and  a  sugar  dog  with  yellow  ears 
and  pink  tail  gleamed  consolingly  thiongh  it. 


CHAPTEB  II 


Our  little  Dolly  was  a  late  antumn  chicken,  the  young-  I 
eat  of  ten  children,  the  nursing,  rearing,  and  caring  for  i 
whom  had  straitened  the  limited  salary  of  Parson  Cushing, 
of  Poganuc  Centre,  and  sorely  worn  on  the  nerves  and  ] 
strength  of  the  good  wife  who  plied  the  laboring  oai  in,fl 
these  performances. 

It  was  Dolly's  lot  to  enter  the  family  at  a  period  when  i 
babies  were  no  longer  a  novelty,  when  the  house  was  full 
of  the  wants  and  clamors  of  older  children,  and  the  mo- 
ther at  her  very  wits'   end  with   a  confusion   of  jackets    I 
and  trousers,  soap,  candles,  and  groceries,  and  the  endless  J 
harassments  of  making  both  ends  meet  which  pertain 
the  lot  of  a_  poor  pfiunt.ry  jpijij^tipr'a  wifa.      rnnHpqiipntly  i 
Dolly  was  disposed  of  aa  she  grew  up  in  all  those  short-  1 
hand  methods  by  which  children  were  taught  to  be   the  ■§ 
least  possible  trouble  to  their  elders.      She  was  taught  to  I 
come  when  called,  and  do  as  she  was  hid  without  a  quea-  I 
tion  or  argument,   to  be  quenched  in  bed  at  the  earliest  j 
possible  hour  at  night,  and  to  speak  only  when  spokei 
in  the  presence  of  her  elders.      All  this  was  a  dismal 
presaioQ  to  Dolly,  for  she  was  by  nature  a  lively,  excitahle 
little  thing,    bursting  with   questions  that  she  longed  to 
ask,  and  with  comments  and  remarks  that  she  burned  to 
make,    and  so  she   escaped  gladly   to  the   kitchen  where 
Nabby,    the  one  hired  girl,   who  was  much  in  the  same 
situation  of  repressed  communicativeness,  encouraged  her    i 
conversational  powers.  I 


^^^^^^  DOLLY 

^^H^  On  the  whole,  although  it  never  distinctly  occurred  to 

^^Kbolly  to  murmur  at  her  lot  in  life,  yet  at  times  she  sighed 

'         over  the  dreadful  insignitiKaiice  of  being  only  a  little  girl 

in  a  great  family  of  grown-up  people.      For  even  Dolly's 

_  brothers  nearest  her  owu  age  were  studying  in  the  Academy 

ind  spouting  scraps  of  superior  Latin  at  her  to  make  her 

)  and  wonder  at  their  learning.      They  were  tearing, 

Baoisy,  tempestuous  boys,  good  natured  enough  and  willing 

Kto  pet  her  at  intervals,  but  prompt  to  suggest  that  it  was 

^time  for  Dolly  to  go  to  bed"  when  her  questions  or  her 

f  gambols  interfered  with  their  evening  pleasures. 

Dolly  was  a  robust,  healthy  little  creature,  never  ailing 
in  any  way,  and  consequently  received  none  of  the  petting 
which  a  more  delicate  child  might  have  claimed,  and  the 
general  coiirse  of  her  experience  impressed  her  with  the 
mournful  conviction  that  she  was  always  liable  to  be  in 
the  way  —  as  she  commoidy  was,  with  her  childish  curios- 

Iil^,  her  burning  desiio  to  see  and  hear  and  know  all  tftt 
Interested  the  grown  people  above  her.  Dolly  sometimes 
ielt  her  littleness  and  insignificance  as  quite  a  burden,  and 
Jbinged  to  be  one  of  the  grown-up  people,  Thet/  got  civil 
^sweis  when  they  asked  questions,  instead  of  being  told 
tact  to  talk,  and  they  were  not  sent  to  bed  the  nunute  it 
Was  dark,  no  matter  what  pleasant  things  were  going  on 
about  them.  Once  Dolly  remombered  to  have  had  sore 
throat  with  fever.  The  doctor  was  sent  for.  Her  mother 
■,put  away  all  her  work  and  held  her  in  her  arms.  Uer 
father  came  down  out  of  his  study  and  sat  up  rocking  her 
Jarly  all  night,  and  Ler  noisy,  roistering  brothers  came 
aftly  to  her  door  and  inquired  how  she  was,  and  DoUy 
<  only  sorry  that  the  cold  passed  oil'  so  soon,  and  she 
Eound  herself  healthy  and  insignificant  as  ever.  Being 
tfted  with  an  active  fancy,  she  sometimes  imagined  a 
e  when  she  should  be  sick  and  die,  and  her  father  and 
lother  and  everybody  would  cry  over  her,  and  there  would 
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be  a,  funeral  for  her  us  there  waa  for  little  Julia  Cavers, 
one  of  her  playmates.  She  could  soe  no  drawback  to  the 
mterest  of  the  scene  except  that  she  could  not  ha  there  to 
enjoy  her  own  funeral  and  see  how  much  she  was  appre- 
ciated; BO  on  the  whole  she  turned  her  visions  in  another 
direction  and  fancied  the  time  when  she  should  be  a  grown 
woman  and  at  liberty  to  do  just  as  she  pleased. 

It  must  not  be  imagined,  however,  that  Dolly  had  an  *! 
unhappy  childhood.     Indeed,  it  may  he  questioned  whether,    I 
if  she  had  lived  in  our  day  when  the_2arEnts  often  aeem./ 
<tu  hd  ^ILLln'g  aHihajeet  of  their_i:luldjen  and  humbly  in-  / 
/quiring  after  their  sovereign  will  and  pleasure,  she  would' 
I  have  been  much  happier  than  she  was.      She  could  not 
I  have  all  she  wanted,  and  the  most  petted  child  on  earth 
J  cannot.      She  had  learned  to  do  without  what  she  could 
not  get,  and  to  bear  what  she  did  not  like;  two  sources 
lappinesa  and  peace  which  we  should  judge  to  be  un- 
known to  many  modern  darlings.     For  the  most  part  Dolly 
had  learned  to  sail  her  own  little  boat  wisely  among  the 
bigger  and  bustling  crafts  of  the  older  generation. 

There  were  no  amusements  then  specially  provided  for 
children.  There  were  no  children's  books;  there  were  no 
Sunday-schools  to  teach  bright  little  songs  and  to  give 
children  picnics  and  presents.  It  "'"n  n  g-nffn  p^^I'l'^'f 
world,  and  not  a  child's  world,  that  existed  in  those  days. 
yBVun  lihlliP'tin'H  tioya  of"thg^riod  were  so  poor  and  so  few 
that,  in  comparison  with  our  modem  profusion,  they  could 
scarcely  be  said  to  exist. 

Dolly,  however,  had  ber  playthings,  as  every  child  of 
lively  fancy  will.  Childhood  ia  poetic  and  creative,  and 
can  make  to  itself  toys  out  of  notbing,  Dolly  had  the 
range  of  the  great  woodpile  in  the  back  yard,  where,  at 
the  yearly  "  wood -spell, "  the  fanners  deposited  the  fuel 
needed  for  the  long,  terrible  winters,  and  that  woodpile 
was  a  world  of    treasure  to  her.      She  skipped  and  sung 
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^^Blud  climbed  among  its  intricacieB,  and  fousd  there  treoEureH 
^^nftf  wonder.  Green  velvet  mosses,  little  white  treea  of 
'  lichen  that  seemed  to  her  to  have  tiny  ai)ples  upon  them, 
long  gray-bearded  mosses  and  fine  scarlet  cups  and  fairy 
caps  she  collected  and  treasured.  She  arranged  land- 
,  where  green  mosses  made  the  fields,  and 
bittle  sprigs  of  spruce  and  ground  pine  the  trees,  and  bits 
fbt  htoken  glass  imitated  rivers  and  lakes,  reflecting  the 
rshiidowing  banks.  Slie  had,  too,  hoards  of  clieatnuta 
Hid  walnuts  which  a,  squirrel  might  have  envied,  picked 
I  with  her  own  hands  from  under  the  yellow  autumn 
and  she  bad  —  chief  treitsuro  of  all  —  a  wooden 
loll,  with  staring  glass  eyes,  that  had  been  sent  her  by 
r  grandmother  in  Boston,  which  doll  was  the  central 
Boint  in  all  her  arrangements.  To  ber  she  showed  the 
ihestnuts  and  walnuts;  ehe  gave  to  her  the  jay's  feathers 
ind  the  bluebird's  wing  which  the  boys  had  givea  to  ber; 
'  she  made  ber  a  bed  of  divers  colors,  and  ehe  made  ber 
i  set  of  teacups  out  of  the  backbone  of  a  codfish.  Slie 
brushed  and  curled  her  hair  till  she  took  all  the  curl  out 
■,of  it,  and  washed  all  the  paint  off  her  cheeks  in  the  zeal 
lotherly  ablutions. 
Li  fact,  nobody  suspected  that  Dolly  was  not  the  happi- 
pst  of  children,  as  she  certainly  was  one  of  the  busiest  and 
jbealthiest,  and  when  that  evening  her  two  brothers  came 
1  from  the  Academy,  noiay  and  breezy,  and  tossoil  her  up 
1  their  long  arms,  her  laugh  rung  gay  and  loud,  aa  if  there 
o  auch  thing  as  disappointment  in  the  world. 
She  pursed  her  mouth  very  tight  for  fear  that  she 
►should  let  out  something  on  the  forbidden  subject  at  the 
supper-table.  But  it  was  evident  that  nothing  could  be 
further  from  the  mind  of  her  papa,  who,  at  intervals,  was 
expounding  to  his  wife  the  -litf-rrurr  bnti-rni.'^ural  and_ 

J    an-i4.nii'Ti    niif   in    <^    pji^ppliUt     {jq   yfas     prepar- 

t  the  next  ministers'  meeting  —  remarks  some- 
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what  Interrupted  by  reproof  to  the  boys  for  giggling  at 
table  and  Burreptitiously  feeding  Spring,  the  dog,  in  contra- 
vention of  family  rules. 

It  is  not  to  be  supposed  that  Will  and  Tom  Gushing, 
though  they  were  minister's  boys,  were  not  au  courant 
in  all  that  was  going  on  noteworthy  in  the  parish.  In 
fact,  they  were  fully  versed  in  all  the  details  of  the  pro- 
emonies  at  the  chiirch  and  resolved  to  be  in  at 
the  show,  but  maintained  a  judicious  reticence  as  to  their 
intentions  lest,  haply,  they  might  be  cut  short  by  a  posi- 
tive interdict. 

The  Episcopal  church  at  Poganuc  Centre  was  of  recent 
origin.  It  was  a  small,  ineignilicaiit  building  compared 
with  the  great  square  three-decker  of  a  nieetingJiouae 
which  occupied  conspicuously  the  green  in  Poganuc  Centre. 
The  minister  was  not  a  man  particularly  gifted  in  any  of 
points  of  pulpit  excellence  which  Dr.  Gushing  would 
be  likely  to  appreciate,  and  the  doctor  Lad  considered  it 
hitherto  too  small  and  nnimporLant  Hn  filTair  to  be  worth 
a  combative  notice;  hence  his  ignorance  and  indiffer- 
to  what  was  going  on  there.  He  had  heard  inciden- 
tally that  they  were  dressing  the  church  with  pines  and 
going  to  have  a  Christmas  service,  but  he  only  murmured 
something  about  "  tolerabiles  ineptiip. "  to  the  ofticious 
dcricnn  who  had  called  liis  attention  to  the  fact.  The 
jemark,  being  in  Latin,  impressed  the  deacon  with  a  sense 
of  profound  and  hidden  wisdom.  The  people  of  Poganuc 
Centre  paid  n  man  a  salary  foMtno wing  more  than  they 
did,  and  they  TTki'd  to  have  a  swap  of  Latin  now  and  then 
to  remind  them  of  this  fact."  So  the  deacon  solemnly 
informed  all  comers  into  the  store  who  discussed  recent 
movements  that  the  doctor  had  his  eyes  open ;  ho  knew  ail 
about  these  doings  and  they  should  bear  from  him  yet; 
the  doctor  bad  expressed  bis  mind  to  him. 

The  doctor,  in  fact,  was  far  more  occupied  with  a  certain 


Dr.  I'yneheon,  whose  vibws  of  niornl  mability  ha  expected 
entirely  tu  confound  by  the  aforesaid  treatise  ivbicn  he  hud 
been  preparing. 

So  after  supper  the  boys  oSicioualy  harnessed  and 
brought  up  the  horse  and  eleigh  destined  to  tAke  their 
parents  to  North  Fogunuc  schoulhouse,  and  saw  them  set 
oli'  —  listening  to  the  lost  Jingle  of  the  aieigh-bella  with 
undisguised  satisfaction. 

"Good!  Now,  Tom,  let 's  go  up  to  the  church  and  get 
the  best  places  to  see,"  exclaimed  Bill. 

"Oh,  boys,  are  you  going  1"  cried  Dolly  in  a  piteous 
voice.  "Oh,  do  take  mel  Nabby 'a  going,  and  every- 
body, and  I  want  to  go. " 

"Oh,  you  mustn't  go;  you  're  a  little  girl  and  it  'a  your 
bedtime,"  aaid  Tom  and  Bill,  as  with  Spring  barking  at 
their  heels  they  burst  in  a  windy  swoop  of  noise  out  of  the 
house,  boys  and  dog  about  equally  intelligent  aa  to  what 
it  was  all  about. 
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'OBE  going  further  in  our  story  ' 
Jrief  answer  to  the  queries  that  have  risen  in  the  minds 

le  who  remember  the  old  times  in  New  England:  ! 
How  came  there  to  be  any  Episcopalians  or  Episcopal  i 
church  in  a  small  Puritan  town  like  PoganucJ  / 

The  Episcopal  Chuich   in  New  England  in   the   early' 
days  was  emphatically  a  root  out  of  dry  ground,  with  as 
little  foothold  in  popular  sympathy  as  one  of  those  storm- 
driven  junipers,  that  the  east  wind  blows  all  aslant,  has  in 
the  rocky  ledgea  of  Cape  Cod.      The  soil,  the  climate,  the 
atmosphere,  the  genius,  and  the  history  of  the  people  were 
all  against  it.     Ita  forms  and  ceremonies  were  all  associated 
with  the  persecution  which  drove  the  Puritans  out  of  Eng- 
land and  left  them  no  refuge  but  the  rock-bound  shores  of 
X-    America.     It  is  true  that  in  the  time  of  Governor  Win- 
I       throp  the  colony  of  Massachusetts  appealed  with  affection- 
1       ate  professions  to  their  Mother,  the  Chuich  of  England, 
I    r^nd  sought  her  sympathy  and  her  prayers;  but  it  is  also 
I  I  unfortunately  tnie  that  the  forms  of  the  Church  of  Eng- 

I  I  land  were  cultivated  and  maintained  in  New  England  by 

II  the  very  party  whose  intolerance  and  tyranny  brought  on  I 
\l    the  Eevolutionary  war, 

T        All  the  oppressive  governors  of  the  colonies  were  Episco- 

I    palians,  and  in  the  Revolutionary  struggle  the  Episcopal 

Church  was  very  generally  on  the  Tory  side;  hence,  the 

New  Englandera  came  to  have  an  aversion  to  its  graceful 

and  beautiful  ritual  and  forms  for  the  same  reason  that  the 
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feee  party  in  Spain  and  Italy  now  loathe  the  beautiee  of 
the  Romish  Church,  as  signs  and  symbola  of  tyranny  and 
oppression, 
^  Congregationalbm  — or,  aa  itwaa  then  called  t 
(^  mon  people,  FreabvtetiaiiiBm  —  waa  the  religion  eStabliBhed 
by  law  in  New  England.  It  """  tllB  °'^"*"  r>"i'^'i>  Even 
in  Boston  in  its  colonial  days,  the  King's  Chapel  and  (^ 
"fJiirt.h-were  only  dissenting  clinrcTiPs.  iinrecoi'niyp.ii  by  the 
state,  but  upheld  by  the  patronage  of  the  colonial  gover- 
nors who  were  sent  over  to  them  from  England. 
I  long  time  after  the  Revolutionary  war  the  old  regime  of  . 
the  state  church  held  undisputed  sway  in  New  England.  | 
There  was  the  one  meeting- house,  the  one  minister, 
every  village.  Every  householder  waa  taxed  for  the  an 
port  of  public  worship,  and  atrinijent  law  and  cuatoni 
demanded  of  every  one  a  personal  attendance  on  Sunday 
at  both  services.  If  any  defaulter  failed  to  put  in  an 
appearance  it  was  the  Tnitiigt.cj'a  ,|]|[:y  in  i.riii  ]nint.i[i<iif  mi  r- 

. Mr.niliiy  iind  1-nmr  tlin  ifnifTiiii  iihj — There  was  no  place 

for  diiTerences  of  religious  opinion.      All  that  individual- 
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[y  suppressed.      For  many 
be  eligible  to  public 
Sabbath-keep  uig  was  enforced  with  more  than  Mo- 
saic strictnesa,  and  New  England  justified  the  sarcasm  which 
said  that  they  had  left  the  Lords  Bishops  to  he  under  the 
Lords  Brethren.      In  those  days  if  a  sectarian  meeting  of 
^  Methqdista  or  Baptists,    or  an  luiseemly  gathering  of  any  \ 

rkind,  seemed  impending,  the  minister  had  only  to  put  on 
hia  cocked  hat,  tgWu  hia  gnlH-haflflpfl  i-fipp,  anH  march  down 
the  viliflge  street,  leaving  hia  prohibition  at  every  house, 
and  the  thing  was  go  done  even  as  he  commanded. 

In  the  very  nature  of  things  such  a  state  of  society 
could  not  endure.  The  shock  that  separated  the  nation 
from  a  king  and  monarchy,  the  sense  of  freedom  and  in- 
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dependence,  the  hardihood  of  thought  which  led  to  the 
founding  of  a  new  civil  republic,  were  fatal  to  all  religious 
constraint.  Even  before  the  Eevolutionary  war  there  were 
spirits  that  chafed  under  the  constraint  of 
clerical  auperviaion,  and  Ethan  Alien  advertised  his  farm 


and  stock  for  si 


jlalem^iation  nt  a 


any  coat 


I    to  get  out  of  "this  old  holy  Btatl 

^^  It  was  hut  a  little  while  after  the  close  of  the  war  that 
American  independence  that  the  revolution 
.e  which  broke  up  the  state  church  and  gave  to  every 
1  the_liherty  of  "signing  off,"  as  it  was  called,  to  any 
denomination  that  pleased  him.  Hence  arose  through  New 
England  churches  of  all  names.  The  nucleus  of  the  Epis- 
I  copal  Church  in  any  place  was  generally  some  two  or  three 
I  old  families  of^  ancestral  traditions  in  its  favor,  who  gladly  i 
welcomed  to  their  fold  any  who,  for  various  causes,  were  ' 
discontented  with  the  standing  order  of  things.  Then, 
too,  there  came  to  them  gentle  spirits,  cut  and  bleeding  by 
the  sharp  crystals  of  doctrinal  statement,  and  courting  the 
_balm  of  lieyni.innftl  ^iijH-mr  and  the  cool  sh.ir^mry  indgHtiitp- 

pacc,    Jif     mnrc     trplthFltil^     fnl-TllH     Ijf    ^ynraliip  AlsO,     any     OUO 

that  for  any  cause  liad  a  controversy  with  the  dominant 

I    church  took  comfort  in  the   power  of  "signing  off"  to 

\  another.      In  those  days,  to  belong  to  no  church  was  not 

respectable,  but  to  sign  olf  to  the  Episcopal  Church  jBas_ 

1  a  compromise  that  both  gratified  self-will  and  saved 

fl  dignity ;  and  having  signed  off,  the  new  convert  was 

f  obliged,  for  consistency's  sake,  to  justify  the  step  he  bod 

taken  by  doing  his  best  to  uphold  the  doctrine  and  worship 

of  his  chosen  church. 

T%,n  jjtfin   n.iiR.^.j  ^^  ^pi^jiiiii,.   j^ad   been  trimmed   and 

airranged  with  taste  and  skill.      For  that  matter,  it  would 

B  if  the  wild  woods  of  New  England  were  filled  with 

garlands  and  decorations  already  made  and  only  waiting  to 

he  used  in  this  graceful  Ecrvice.      Under  the  tall  spruces 
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the  ground  was  all  ruffled  with  the  pretty  wreaths  of 
ground  pine;  the  arbor  vita,  the  spruce,  tho  cedar,  and 
juniper,  with  their  balaamic  breath,  lilled  the  aisles  with 
a  spicy  fragrance.  It  -y-"  -  "^"fiply  t"''lt  little  church,  Jii 
Ji0tiMtr4miltiSi  with  pnint.it]]  w^y^l^n^yj;j  j^nd  an  arch  over  the 
chj^ueii  and  every  arch  was  wreathed  with  green,  and 
above  the  chancel  glittered  a  great  gold  star,  manufactured 
Jjy  Miss  Ida  Lewis  out  of  pasteboard  and  gilt  paper  ordered 
in  Uoston.  It  was  not  gold,  but  it  glittered,  and  the 
people  that  looked  on  it  were  not  blase,  aa  everybody  in 

_  ^ith  sight-aeeing.      The  innocent  rustic  life 

of  Pogannc  had  no  pageants,  no  sights,  no  shows,  except 
the  eternal  blazonry  of  nature;  and  therefore  the  people 
were  prepared  to  be  dazzled  and  delighted  with  a  star  cut 
out  of  gilt  paper.  There  was  hustling  activity  of  boys  and 
men  in  lighting  the  windows,  and  a  general  rush  of  the 
populace  to  get  the  best  seats, 

"Wal,  now,  this  beats  all!"  said  Hie!  Jones  the  stage- 
driver,  who  had  aecured  one  of  the  beat  perches  in  the 
little  gallery. 

Hiel  Jones,  in  virtue  of  his  place  on  the  high  seat  of  the 
daily  stage  that  drove  through  Poganuc  Centre  on  the  Boston 
turnpike,  felt  himself  invested  with  a  sort  of  grandeur  aa 
oucupying  a  predominant  position  in  society  from  whence 
he  could  look  down  on  all  its  movements  and  interests. 

I  Everybody  bowed  to  Hiel.  Every  housekeeper  charged 
him  with  her  bundle  or  commissioned  him  with  her 
errand.  Bright-eyed  damsels  smiled  at  him  from  windows 
as  he  drove  up  to  house  doors,  and  of  all  that  was  going 
on  in  Poganuo  Centre,  or  any  of  the  villages  for  twenty 
miles  around,  Hiel  considered  himself  as  a  competent  judge 
and  critic.  Therefore  he  came  at  an  early  hour  and  assumed 
a  seat  where  he  could  not  only  survey  the  gathering  congre- 
gation, but  throw  out  from  time  to  time  a  few  suggestions 
on  the  lighting  up  and  arrangements. 
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"Putty  wal  got  up,  tliia  'ere,  for  Pogam  c  Centre,"  he 
Baid  to  Job  Peters,  a  rather  heavy  lad  wh  >  had  secured 
the  place  beside  him.  \ 

"Filthy""',  riin[;'''""i"'l  Take  care  there,  Siah  Beers, 
ye  '11  set  them  'ere  spruce  boughs  afire  ef  you  aiin  BJliLlwi  - 
lightin'  your  candlea;  spruce  boughs  go  like  aU  natur'  ef 
ye  once  start  'eui.  These  'ere  things  takes  jedgment, 
Siah.  Tell  Ike  BisseLJihafa-to  h'ist  his  pole  a  leetle 
higher;  ha  don't  reach  them  'ere  top  candles;  what 's  the 
feller  thinkin'  ofl  Look  out,  Jimmy  I  Ef  ye  let  down 
that  top  winder  it  flares  the  candles,  and  they  '11  gutter 
like  thunder;  better  put  it  up," 

When  the  church  was  satisfactorily  lighted  Hiel  began 
his  comments  on  the  assembling  audience ;  — 

"There  goes  Squire  Lewis  and  Mia'  Lewis  and  old  lady 
Lewis  and  Idy  Lewis  and  the  Lewis  hoya.  On  time,  they 
be.  Heads  down  — sayin'  prayers,  I  s'pose!  Folks  don't 
do  ao  t*our  meetih"';~l)ut"f(5l1ffi*'WayBT8different.  Bless 
my  soul,  ef  there  ain't  old  Zeph  Higgins,  lookin'  like  a 
last  year's  mullein  stalk!  I  swow,  ef  the  old  critter  hain't 
act'ally  hitched  up  and  come  down  with  his  hull  team  — 
wife  and  boys  and  yaUer  dog  and  aU." 

"Why,  Zeph  Higgins  ain't  'Piscopal,  ia  he!  "  said  Job, 
I    who  waa  less  versed  than  Hiel  in  the  gossip  of  the  day. 

"Lordy  massy,  yis!  Hain't  ye  heard  that  Zeph 'a 
signed  off  two  months  ago,  and  goin'  in  strong  for  the 
'Piacopalsl " 

"Wal,  that  'ere  heats  all,"  said  his  auditor,  "Zeph  is 
about  the  last  timber  I  'd  expect  to  make  a  'Piscopal  of." 

"Oh,  lands!  he  ain't  no  more  'Piscopal  than  I  he,  Zeph 
Higgins  ain't;  he's  nothin'  hut  a  mad  Presbyterian,  like 
good  many  o'  the  rest  on  'em,"  said  HieT 
fBoutr' 

"Laws,  it 's  nothin'  but  that  'ere  old  business  about  them 
I  potatoes  that  Zeph  traded  to  Deacon  Dickenson  a  year  ago. 
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Come  to  settle  up,  there  was  about  five  and  sixpence  that 
they  could  n't  'gree  'bout,  Zepb,  he  said  the  deacon 
cheated  him,  and  the  deacon  stood  to  it  he  was  right;  and 
they  had  it  back  and  forth,  and  the  deacon  would  n't  give 
in,  and  Zeph  wouldn't.  And  there  they  stood  with  their 
horns  locked  like  two  bulls  in  a  paatur'  lot  "Wal,  they 
had  'em  up  'fore  the  church,  and  they  was  labored  with  — 
both  sides.  The  deacon  said,  finally,  he  'd  pay  the  money 
for  peace'  sake,  if  Zeph  would  take  back  what  he  said 
'bout  hia  beia'  a  cheat  and  a  liar;  and  Zeph  he  aaid  he 
wouldn't  take  nothin"  back;  and  then  the  chuich  they 
suspended  Zeph;  and  Zeph  be  signed  off  to  the  'Fiaco- 
pala," 

"  I  want  to  1^ HP"' I  nnw."  said  Job,  with  a  satiaflod  air 
of  dawning  comprehension. 

"Yis,  sir,  that  'ere 'b  the  hnll  on 't.  But  I  tell  you, 
Zeph  'b  led  the  old  deacon  a  dance.  Zeph,  ye  see,  is  one 
o'  them  Topy,  stringy  fellers,  jeat  like  touchwood  —  onca 
get  'em  a-burnin'  and  they  keep  on  a-burnin'  night  and 
day.  Zeph  really  aot  up  nighta  a-ba.tiu'  the  deacon,  and 
contrivin'  what  he  could  do  agin  him.  Finally,  it  come 
into  hia  head  that  the  deacon  got  his  water  from  a  spring 
on  one  of  Zeph's  high  pastui'  lots.  The  deacon  had  laid 
pipes  himself  and  brought  it  'cross  lots  down  to  his  house. 
Wal,  w'at  does  Zeph  do,  without  sayin'  a  word  to  the 
deacon,  but  he  takes  up  all  the  deacon's  logs  that  carried 
the  water  'cross  his  lot,  and  throwed  'em  over  the  fence; 
and  fust  the  deacon's  wife  knowed,  she  hadn't  a  drop  o' 
water  to  wash  or  cook  with,  or  drink,  nor  nothin'.  Deacon 
had  to  get  all  bis  water  carted  in  barrels.  Wal,  they  went 
to  law  'bout  it,  and  'tain't  settled  jit;  but  Zeph  he  took 
Squire  Lewis  for  hia  lawyer.      Squire  Lewis,  ye  see,  he ' 

■  "inn  tf)  tihft  'T'i^''"ji"i 
putty  much  built  this  'ere  church." 

aid  Job,  after  an  interval  of  meditation. 
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"I  shouldn't  think  the  'Piscopals  wouldn't  got 
—advantage  from  them  sort  o'  fellera." 

"That  'ere  'a  jest  what  I  was  a-tellin'  on  'em 
the  store,"  said  Hiel  briskly.      "Deacon  Peaaley,  be 
a-mournin'   about  it.      Lordj  massy,  deacon,  soys  I,  ■ 
yovi  worry.     If  tbem  'Piscopftlians  has  got  Zeph  HigginB 
in  their  camp  —  why,   they  've  bit  off  more  'n  they  can 
ehnw,  that  'a  all.      They  '11  find  it  out  one  o'  these  days  — 
see  if  they  don't." 

"Wal,  but  Zeph's  folks  is  putty  nice  folks. 
Job. 

"Oh  —  wal,  yis  —  they  be;  don't  say  nothin'  agin  his 
folks.  Mis'  Higgins  is  a  meek,  marciful  old  body,  kind 
o'  heartbroken  aLJegvin'  Parson  nu.shinjj  and  her  nipptin'. 
Then  there  's  Nabby,  and  the  boys.  Wal,  they  sort  o'  like 
it  —  young  folks  goes  in  for  now  things.  There  's  Kabby 
over  there  now,  come  in  with  Jim  Sawin.  I  believe  she  'b 
makin'  a  fool  o'  that  'ere  fellow.  Hamsom  gal,  Nabby  is  — 
knowa  it  too  —  and  sarves  out  the  f  elleiB.  Maybe  she '11  go 
through  the  wood  and  pick  up  a  crooked  stick  'fore  she  knows 
it.  I  'vo  sot  up  with  Nabby  myself;  but  laws,  she  ain't  the 
only  gal  in  the  world  —  plenty  on'em  all  'round  the  lot." 

"AVhy,"  exclaimed  hia  neighbor,  "if  there  ain't  the 
minister's  boys  down  there  in  that  front  slip !  " 

"Sartin;  you  may  bet  on  Bill  and  Tom  for  bein'  into 
the  best  seat  whatever 'a  goin'  on.  Likely  hoys;  wide 
awake  they  he !  Bill  there  could  drive  stage  as  well  as  I 
can,  only  if  I  didn't  hold  on  to  him  he  'd  have  us  all  to 
the  darnation  in  five  minutes.  There's  the  makin'  of 
snthin'  in  that  Bill.  He  '11  go  Btrong  to  the  Lord  or  to 
the  devil  one  o'  these  days." 

"Wal,  what 's  his  father  think  of  hia  hein'  here)  " 

"Parson  Gushing!  Lordy  massy,  he  don't  know  nothin' 
where  they  be.  Mot  him  and  Mis'  Gushing  j  in glin'  over 
to  the  Friday  evenin'  prayer-meetin'  to  North  Poganuc." 
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I        "Wal,  now, '' eaid  his  Deighbor,  "ef  there  ain't  Lucius 
Jenka  down  there  and  Mis'  Jenks,  and  all  his  folks." 

"Yia  —  yis,  jes'  so.  They  say  Lucius  is  thinkin'  of 
signin'  off  to  the  'Piscopala  to  get  the  trade.  He 's  jest 
sot  up  store,  and  Deacon  IJickenaon  's  got  all  the  p'Hund : 


I 


but  there  'a  the  Lewises  and  the  CopJejE  and  the  Daniortha 
goes  to  the  'Piacopals,  and  they  'b  folks  that  lives  well  and 


I 


uses  lots  ot  groceries.  I  shouldn't  wonder  ef  Lucius 
ehould  make  a  good  thing  on  't.  Jenka  ain't  one  that 
cares  much  which  church  he  goes  to,  and,  like  enough,  it 
don't  make  much  difference  to  some  folks," 

"You  know  this  'ere  minister  they've  got  here?"  asked 
Job. 

"Know  him!  Guess  eo!"  said  Iliel,  with  a  superior 
smile,  "I've  known  Sim  Coan  ever  since  he  wore  short 
jackets,  Sim  comes  from  over  by  East  Poganuc.  His 
grand'ther  was  old  Gineral  Coaa.  a  gret  Tory  he  was,  in 
tlie  war  times,  Sim  's  hen  to  college, TBd  Ce^s  puRy 
smart  and  chipper.      Come  to  heft  bim,  though,  he  don't 

wpir.h     p|^|<-h     'lnlYa;i^p    q-     P|irflnll    nuflhilll'.        Hc  'b    got    a      I 

good  voice,  and  reads  wpII  :  liijl^  fmpip  Jji'f^  jjgj-m.nK  —  wal. 
ain'My^aS^iai*  iu  ' L, " 

"  Want  tn  Vniiw."  said  his  auditor. 

aid  Hie],  "but  Sim  's  almighty  plucky.  You  'd 
(think  now,  comin'  into  this  'ere  little  hit  of  a.  church, 
htigbt  opposite  Parson  Cushing's  exeBt  mectin'- house,  and 
■"irith  the  biggest  part  of  folks  goin'  to  meetin',  that  he  'd 
■fling  small  at  fust;  hut  he  don't,  Lordy  massy,  no!  He  J 
;  right  out  with    it   that   Parson  Gushing  ain't    no  [ 


nacraments.    nor   nothin'  —  nor   nobody   else   but   htm   and  \ 
s  'Piscopal  folka,  tliat  's  been  ordained  by  biahopa.      Kt    I    — 
ves  it  to  'em,  liip  and  thigh,  1  tell  you." 
"That  'ere  don't  look  reasonable,"  said  Job,  after  a  few 

tfcinutes  of  profound  reflection. 
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"Wal,   Sim  Bays  this  'ere  thing  has  come   right  stiet 

lUjwh   tium    the    'I'ustlea  —  one    ordainin'    ariiiherSn    a. 

"steady  string  all  the  way  down  till  it  come  to  him.     And 

'  Parson  Gushing,  he  's  out  in  the  cold,  'cause  there  hain't 

3  bishop  ordained  him." 

"  Wal,  I  declare  I  "  said  the  other.  "  I  think  that  'ere  's 
chetk. " 

"  Ain't  it,  now!  "  said  Hiel.  "Now,  for  my  part,  I  go 
for  the  man  that  does  his  work  best.  Here  'e  all  our  min- 
isters round  a-savin'  sinners  and  convartin'  souls,  whether 
the  'Foatles  ordained  'em  or  not  —  that 's  what  ministers 
iefur.  I'll  set  Parson  Gushing  'longside  any  minister — 
preachin'  and  teachin'  and  holdin'  meetin's  in  Poganuc 
Gentre,  and  North  and  South  Poganuc,  and  gatherin' 
church  members,  and  scgui^^tp  the  schools,  and  keepin' 
everything  a-goin'.  That  'ere  kind  o'  minister's  good 
enough  for  me." 

"Then  you  've  no  thoughts  of  signing  off!" 

"Not  a  bit  on 't.  My  old  mother,  she  thinks  every- 
thing o'  Parson  Gushing.  She's  a  grct  deal  better  Jedge 
than  I  be  o'  this  'ere  sort  o'  thing.  I  shall  go  to  meetin' 
with  mother." 

"It 's  sort  o'  takia'  and  pretty,  though,  this  'ere  dress- 
ing up  the  church  and  all,"  said  his  neighbor. 

"Wal,  yis,  'tis  putty,"  said  Hiel,  looking  around  with 
an  air  of  candid  allowance,  "  but  who  's  going  to  pay  for  it 
all)  These  'ere  sort  of  things  chalk  up,  ye  know.  All 
these  'ere  taller  candles  ain't  burnt  out  for  nothing  — 
somebody  's  got  to  foot  the  bills." 

Wal,  IJike  the  orRJn,"  said  Job.  "I  wish  we  had  an 
irgin  to  our  meetin'." 

Dunno,"  said  Hiel,  loath  to  admit  any  superiority. 
"Wal,  they  wouldn't  'a'  hed  none  ef  it  hadn't  been  for 
Uncle  Sol  Peters.  You  know  he  'a  kind  o'  crazy  to  sing, 
and  he  hain't  got  no  ear,  and  no  more  voice  'a  a  sawmill, 


THE   ILLUMINATION 


I  and  they  would  n't  hev  ' 
I- Went  off  to  the  'Piacopais. 


mis 


Q  in  our  amgei  seats,  a 
And  he  Tumglit-mi   yrp^i'i   ri|/ht 


lout  and  out,  and  paid  for  it,  and  put  it  in  tlus  church  so 
■  that  thoy  'd  let  him  be  in  the  aingiu'.      You  know  they 

a  make  noise  enough  with  an  ot^in  to  drown  his  voice," 

"Wal,  it  was  conaiderahle  for  Uncle  Sol  to  do  —  wa'n't 

I "  Boid  Job. 

"Laws,  he's  an  old'hachelm-,  hnin'*.  p^t  -nr.  ^yifp  nnH 
I  children  to  support,  so  I  s'pose  he  may  as  well  spend  his 


I  money  that  way 

I  gal  to  hev  htm. 

'  Nahby  Higgir 

I  knows  what  she  ■ 
L  singin'  up  to  thi 

II  lil 


Uncle  Sol  never  could  get  any 
There  he  is  now,  tryin'  to  get  'longaido 


a't  do  it.      She 

my  part,  I  like  our 

as  wal  as  this  'ere. 

«ith  Ben  Davis  to 


;  hut  you  '11 
,  about.     Now,  for 
meetin'- house  full 

■A 

that 's  the  sort  /  like." 

It  will  have  been  remarked  that  Hiel  was  one  of  that 

class  of  Yankees  who  felt  provided  with  a  ready- 

iBde'''opinion  of  everything  and  every  subject  that  could 

possibly  be  started,  from  stage-driving  to  apostolic  sueces- 

with  a  moat  comfortable  opinion  of  the  importance  of 

his  approbation  and  patronage. 

When  the   house  was    filled   and    the    evening    service 

begun,  Hiel  looked  down  critically  as  the  audience  rose  or 

sat  down  or  howed  in  the  Creed.      The  tones  of  the  small 

leading  the  choral  chant  and  somewhat  covering  the 

Jtured  rongtinesa  ot'the  voices  in  the  choir,  rose  and 

filled  the  green  arches  with  a  solemn  and  plaintive  sound, 

ecting  many  a  heart  that  scarce  could  give  a  reason  why. 

sweet  and  beaatjf"!  gprYJ^jp^  unH 

ilcnlated   to  make   a  thoughtful  person  regret  that    the 

Ihurch  of  England  >iiH  t^ym-  oj[-jni[iiif|  |,)|]>  f  nrjinji  1om^ol■l 

inheritance   of  such  lovely  possibilities.      When 

the  minister's  sermon  appeared,  however,  it  proved  to  he 

a  spirited  discourse  on  the  obligation  of  keeping  Christmas,! 
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to  which.  Hiel  listfltied.  with   prickod-up    ears,    evidently 
bristling  with  coiuhativeneas. 

"Parson  Gushing  could  knock  that  'ere  all  to  flinders; 
yoAi  see  if  he  can't,"  said  Hiel,  the  moment  the  concluding 
servicea  allowed  him  space  to  apeak  his  mind.  "Wal,  did 
yo  see  old  Zeph  a-gettin'  up  and  a-settin'  down  in  the 
wrong  place,  and  tryin'  to  manage  his  Prayer- Book !  "  he 
said.  "It's  worse  than  the  militia  drill  —  he  never  hits 
right.  I  hed  to  laugh  to  see  him.  Hulloa!  if  there  ain't 
little  Dolly  down  there  in  the  corner,  under  them  cedars. 
How  come  she  out  this  time  o'  night!  Guess  Parson 
Gushing  '11  hev  to  look  out  for  this  'era!" 


CHAPTER   IV 


And,  after  all,  Dolly  waa  there  1      Yea,  she  was. 
I  man  nature,   wlifch  riina  wild  with  the  oldest  of 


Hn- 


1  times,  was  too  strong  for  poor  little  Dolly. 

Cnn  any  of  ua  look  Lack  to   the   earlier  daya  of  our 
mortal  pilgrimage  and  remember  the  helpleas  aenae  of  deso- 
lation and  loneliness  caused  by  being  forced  to  go  off  to 
the  atillneaa  and  darkness  of  a  solitary  bed  far  from  all  the 
beloved  voices  and  employmenta  and  sights  of  life  1     Can 
we  remember  lying,  hearing  distant  voicee,  and  laughs  of 
^^   more  fortunate,  older  people,  am'  the  opening  and  shutting 
^^H  of  distant  doors,  that  told  of  sceaea  of  animation  and  inter- 
^^B  eat  from  which  we  were  excluded  1     How  doleful  sounded 
^^1    the  tick  of  the  clock,  and  how  dismal  was  the  darkness  as 
"  sunshine  failed  from  the  window,  leuving  only  a  square  of 

dusky  dimness  in  place  of  daylight! 
j^^        All  who  remember  these  will  sympathiKe  with  Dolly, 
^^L  who  waa  hustled  off  to  bed  by  Nabby  the  minute  supi>er 
^^B  tvaa  over,  that  she  might  have  the  decks  clear  for  action, 
^^f       "Now  bo  a  good  girl;  shut  your  eyes,   and  say  your 
I  prayers,  and  go  right  to  sleep,"  had  been  Naliby's  parting 

injunction  as  she  went  out,  closing  the  door  after  her. 

I  The  little  head  sunk  into  the  pillow  and  Dolly  recited 
bill  uJillll  Tint  I^y-jjJ"  Our  T'ather  who  art  in  Heaven,"  and 
"I  pray  God  to  blesa  my  dear  father  and  mother  and  all 
my  dear  friende  and  relations,  and  make  me  a  good  girl;  " 
and  ending  with  "Now  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep." 
But  sleep  she  could  not.      The   wide,    bright,    wistful 


"^V^    <^S^    Jfc-V*^^ 


26 


POGASirC    PEOPLE 


liIuB  eyes  lay  shining  like  two  stars  towards  the  fading 
light  in  the  window,  and  the  little  ears  were  strained  to 
catch  every  sound.  She  heard  the  shouts  of  Tom  and  Bill 
and  the  loud  barking  of  Spring  aa  they  swept  out  of  the 
door;  and  the  aoimd  went  to  her  heart.  Spring  —  her 
faithful  attendant,  the  most  loving  and  sympathetic  of 
doga,  her  friend  and  confidential  counselor  in  many  a  soli- 
tary ramble  —  Spring  had  gone  with  the  boys  to  see  the 
sight,  and  left  her  alone.  She  began  to  pity  herself  and 
cry  softly  on  her  pillow.  For  a  while  she  could  hear 
Nabby'a  energetic  movements  below,  wasliing  up  dishes, 
setting  back  chairs,  and  giving  energetic  thumps  and  bangs 
here  and  there,  as  her  way  was  of  producing  order.  But 
by  and  by  that  was  all  over,  and  she  heard  the  loud  shut- 
ting of  the  kitchen  door  and  Nabby's  voice  chatting  with 
her  attendant  as  she  went  off  to  the  scene  of  gayety. 

In  those  simple,  innocent  days  ia  New  England  villages 
-  JHiIinih  ■thiiii[iiitf-Qf  IfipTting  Jtanse^pQia  a^..jTlght,  There 
was  in  those  times  no  idea  either  of  tramps  or  burglars, 
and  many  a  night  in  sununer  had  Dolly  lain  awake  and 
heard  the  voices  of  tree-toade  and  whippoorwills  mingling 
with  the  whisper  of  leaves  and  the  swaying  of  elm  boughs, 
while  the  great  outside  door  of  the  house  lay  broad  open 
in  the  moonlight.  But  then  this  was  when  everybody  was 
in  the  house  and  asleep,  when  the  door  of  her  parents' 
room  stood  open  on  the  front  hall,  and  she  knew  she  could 
run  to  the  paternal  bed  in  a  minute  for  protection.  Now, 
however,  she  knew  the  house  was  empty.  Everybody  had 
gone  out  of  it;  and  there  is  something  fearful  to  a  littlo 
lonely  body  in  the  possibilities  of  a  great,  empty  house. 
She  got  up  and  opened  her  door,  and  the  "  tick-tock "  ol 
the  old  kitchen  clock  for  a  moment  seemed  like  company; 
but  pretty  soon  its  ticking  began  to  strike  louder  and 
louder  with  a  nervous  insistency  on  her  ear,  till  the  nervea 
quivered  and  vibrated,  and  she  couldn't  go  to  sleep.      She 


I 
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[ay  and  lietened  to  all  the 
clear,  freezing  night,  when 
a  metallic  regoaance.  She 
Bqueaking  and   crunching 


ises  outside.  It  was  a  still, 
.e  least  sound  clinked  with 
utd  the  runners  of  sleighs 
:   the  frozen  road,   and  the 


lively  jingle  of  bells.  They  would  come  neai 
pass  hy  the  house,  and  go  off  in  the  diatunce.  Those  v 
the  happy  folks  going  to  see  the  gold  star  and  the  Christ- 
mas greens  in  the  church.  The  gold  star,  the  Christmas 
greens,  had  all  the  more  attraction  from  their  vagueness. 
Dolly  was  a  fanciful  little  creature,  and  the  clear  air  and 
romantic  scenery  of  a  mountain  town  had  fed  her  imagina- 
tion, '^tfiri^i  nha  htirl  naiiwi  iiiiirt,  niTfTiT" f hnnn  in  the 
Bible  and  the  "Pilgrim's  Progress,"  but  her  very  soul  had 
vibrated  With  theiTescriptions  of  the  celestial  city  —  aome- 
thing  vague,  bright,  glorious,  lying  beyond  some  dark 
river;  and  Nabhy's  rude  account  of  what  waa  going  on  in 
the  church  suggested  those  images. 

Finally  a  bright  thought  popped  into  her  little  head. 
She  could  see  the  church  from  the  front  windows  of  the 
house;  she  would  go  there  and  look.  In  haste  she  sprang 
out  of  bed  and  dressed  herself.  It  was  sharp  and  freezing 
in  the  flreless  chamber,  but  Dolly's  blood  had  a  racing, 
healthy  tingle  to  it ;  she  did  n't  mind  cold.  She  wrapped 
her  cloak  around  her  and  tied  on  her  hood  and  ran  to  the 


front  windows.     The 
church    with    its    ehju 

I  which  waa  sending  st 
snow.  There  was  a  ■ 
boys  looking  in  at  thi 
But  the  elm  bought 
tht 
BW' 
Wi] 


!    it    was,    to    be    sure  —  the    little 

tajjoiated^windows,    every  pane  of 

sams  of  light  across  the  glittering 

■owd  around  the  door,  and  men  and 

windows.      Dolly's  soul  was  fired. 

little  obstructed  her  vision ;    she 

thought  she  would  go  down  and  look  at  it  from  the  yard. 

So  downstairs  she  ran,   but    as  she  ojiened    the  door  the 

id  of  the  chant  rolled  out  into  the  darkness  with  a 

Bweet  and  solemn  sound:  — 

Glory  he  to  God  on  high;  and  on  earth  peace,  good 
will  towards  men." 
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Dolly's  soul  was  all  aglow  —  her  nerves  tingled  and 
vibrated;  aho  tliougbt  of  the  hells  ringing  in  the  celeetial 
city ;  she  could  no  longer  contain  herself,  but  faster  and 
faster  the  little  hooded  form  scudded  across  the  snowy 
plain  and  pushed  in  among  the  dark  cluster  of  spectators 
at  the  door.  All  made  way  for  the  child;  and  in  a 
moment,  whether  in  the  body  or  out  she  could  not  tell, 
Dolly  was  sitting  in  a  little  nook  under  a  bower  of  spruce, 
gazing  at  the  star  and  listening  to  the  voices:  — 

"Wb  praise  Thee,  we  bless  Thee,  we  worship  Thee,  we 
glorify  Thee,  we  give  thanks  to  Theo  for  Thy  great  glory, 
O  Lord  God,  Heavenly  King,  God,  the  Father  Almighty." 

Her  heart  throbbed  and  beat;  she  trembled  with  a 
strange  happiness  and  sat  as  one  entranced  till  the  music 
was  over.  Then  came  reading,  the  rustle  and  murmur  of 
people  kneeling,  and  then  they  all  rose  and  there  was  the 
solemn  buzz  of  voices  repeating  the  Creed  with  a  curious 
lulling  sound  to  her  ear.  There  was  oi>]  Mr,  Uauforth 
with  his  spectacles  on,  reading  with  a  pompous  tone, 
as  if  to  witness  a  good  confession  for  the  Church;  and 
there  was  Squire  Lewis  and  old  Ma'am  Lewis;  and  there 
was  one  place  where  they  all  bowed'^'eifSieads  and  all 
the  ladies  made    curtsies  —  all    of  which   entertamBd:  her 


When  the  sermon  began  Dolly  got  fast  asleep,  and  slept 
as  quietly  as  a  pet  larab  in  a  meadow,  lying  in  a  little  we 
roll  back  under  the  shadows  of  the  spruces.  She  wat 
tired  and  so  sound  asleep  that  she  did  not  wake  when  tlie 
service  ended,  lying  serenely  curled  up,  and  having,  per- 
haps, pleasant  dreams.  She  might  have  had  the  fortunes 
of  little  Goody  Two-Shoes,  whose  history  was  detailed  in  i 
one  of  the  few  children's  hooka  then  printed,  had  not  two  ] 
friends  united  to  find  her  out. 

Tg,  who  had  got  into  the  slip  with  the  hoys,  and 
1  equally  attentive  and  edified  listener,  after  service 
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'  began  a  tour  of  iuvestigation,  ilnrt-fngjijnii,  wifli  \yn  nnea-^ 
■  could  a  niinifiter'B  dog  ftirni  a  suitable  judgment 
of  any  new  procedure  if  he  was  rcjiressed  from  tlio  use 
of  his  own  leading  faculty  T  So  Sitriiig  went  round  the 
church  eonscientiouBly,  enielling  at  pow  doors,  smcUing 
□f  the  greens,  enielling  at  the  heels  of  gentlemen  and 
ladies,  till  he  came  near  the  door  of  the  church,  when  he 
suddenly  smelt  aomething  which  called  for  immediute 
attention,  and  he  made  a  side  dart  into  the  thicket  where 
Dolly  was  sleeping,  and  began  licking  her  face  and  hands 
and  pulling  her  dress,  giving  short  barks  occasionally,  as 
i  to  say,  "Come,  Dolly,  wate  wp! "  At  the  same  instant 
Hiel,  who  had  aeen  her  from  the  gallery,  came  down  juflt 
!  the  little  one  was  sittiug  up  with  a  dazed,  bewildered 

K 

"Why,  Dolly,   how  came  you  out  o'  bed  this  time  o'  , 

bight!    Don't^-(  Jmnw  tho  wim  u'lJoLk.  Iwll-'g  jptljungW-  qjJ^^ 
Dolly  knew  Hiel  well  enough  —  wliat  child  in  the  vil-  ^^ 

e  did  not !     She  reached  up  her  little  hands,  saying  in 
Bftn  apologetic  fashion:  — 

"TIjey  were  all  gone  away,  and  I  was  so  lonesome  1 " 
Hiol  took  her  up  in  hia  long  arms  and  carried  her  home, 

I  and  wua  just  entering  the  house  door  with  her  as  the  sleigh 
idrove  up  with  Parson  Cuabing  and  his  wife. 
I  "  Wal,  parson,  your  folks  has  all  ben  to  the  'lamination 
t— Nabby  and  Bill  and  Tom  and  Dolly  here;  found  her 
hll  rolled  up  in  a  heap  like  a  rabbit  under  the  cedars." 
I  "Why,  Dolly  Gushing!  "  exclaimed  her  mother.  "What 
Bpon  earth  got  you  out  of  bed  this  time  of  night  1  You  'II 
satch  youi  death  o'  cold." 

"I  was  all  alone,"  said  Dolly,  with  a  piteous  bleat. 
"Oh,  there,  there,  wife;  don't  say  a  word,"  put  in  the 

E"Get  her  off  to  bed,  !Never  mind,  Dolly,  don't 
;"  for  Parson  Cnsldng  was  a  soft-hearted  gentle- 
id  couldn't  bear  the  sight  of  Dolly's  quivering 
: 
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under  lip.      So  Dolly  told  her  little  story,    how  she  had    i 
been  promised  a  sugar  dog  by  Nabby  if  she  'd  be  a  g 
girl  and  go  to  sleep,  and  how  she  couldn't  go  to  sleep,  and 
how  she  just  went  down  to  look  from  the  yard,  and  how 
the  music  drew  her  right  over. 

"There,  there,"  said  Parson  Gushing,  "go  to  bed, 
Dolly;  and  if  Nabby  don't  give  you  a  sugar  dog,  I  will. 
This  Christmas  dressing  is  all  nonsense,"  he  addad,  "but 
the  child  's  not  to  blame —  it  was  natural." 


CHAPTER   V 


DOLLY  B    FIRST    CHRISTMAS    DAY 

The  next  morning  found  little  Dolly's  blue  eyes  wide 
open  with  all  the  wondering  eagemesa  of  a  new  idea.  In 
those  early  timea  the  life  of  childhood  was  much  more  in 
the  imagination  than  now.  '^hiljrrrii  irnrr  |r;t  llnny  to 
think  their  own  thoughts.  There  were  no  kindergartena 
to  train  the  baby  to  play  philosophically,  and  infuse  a 
stealthy  aroma  of  geometry  and  conic  aections  into  the  very 

I  toys  of  the  nursery.      Parenta  were  not  anxiously  watch- 

I  ing  every  dawning  idea  of  the  little  mind  to  set  it  straight 
even  before  it  was  uttered;  and  there  were  then  no  news- 
papers or  magazines  with  a  special  comer  for  the  bright 
sayings  of  children. 

Not  that  chUdten  were  any  less  beloved,  or  motherhood 
I  less  holy  thing.  There  were  many  women  of  deep 
hearts,  who,  like  the  "moat  blessed  among  women,"  kept 

L  all  the  sayings  of  their  darlings  and  pondered  them  in  their 
hearts;  but  it  was  not  deemed  edifying  or  useful  to  pay 

\  much  apparent  attention  to  these  utterances  and  actions  of 

^he  youthful  pUgj 

Children  e  inquiries  were  freely  put  off  with  the  general   ' 
answer  that  mamma  was  busy  and  thoy  must  not  talk  — 
that  when  they  were  grown  up  they  would  know  all  about 

I  those  things,  etc. ;  and  so  they  lived  apart  from  older  peo- 
ple in  their  own  liMg^hild-world-ef-JiniBVftded  ideSs. 
Dolly,  therefore,  had  her  wise  thoughts  about  Christ- 
mas.     She  had  been  terribly  frightened  at  first,  when  she 
was  brought  home  from  the  church;  but  when  her  papa 
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kissed  her  and  promised  her  a  sugar  dog  bIib  was  quite  Biin 
that,  whatever  the  unexplained  mystery  might  be,  he  didv 
not  think  the  lovely  scene  of  the  night  before  a  wickedB 
one.      And   when    Mrs.    Gushing    came    and    covered    the! 
little  girl  up  warmly  in  bed,  she  only  said  to  her,  "Dolly, 
you  must  never  get  out  of  bed  again  at  night  after  you  are 
put  there;  you  might  have  caught  a  dreadful  cold  and  been 
sick  and  died,    and  then  'we  eliould  have  lost   our  little 
Dolly."     So  Dolly  promised  quite  readily  to  be  good  and  J 
lie  still  ever  after,  no  matter  what  attractione  might  be  oqB 
foot  in  the  community. 

Much  was  gained,  however,  and  it  was  all  clear  gain;' 
and  forthwith  the  little  fanciful  head  proceeded  to  make  J 
the  moat  of  it,  thinking  over  every  feature  of  the  wonder. 
The  child  had  a  vibrating,   musical  orgauization,  and  the  | 
away  and  rush  of  the  chanting  still  sounded  i 
and  reminded  her  of  that  wonderful  story  in 
grim's  Progress,"  where  the  gate  of  the  celestial  city  siTTing 
open,    and  there  -were   voices    that    sung,    "Blessing    and 
honor  and  glory  and  power  be  unto  Him  who  eitteth  c 
tiie  throne."     And  then  that  wonderful  star,  that  shoi 
just  as  if  it  were  a  real  Star  —  how  could  it  be !     For  MisB  I 
Ida  Lewis,  being  a  young  lady  of  native  artistic  geniu%  '1 
had  cut  a  little  hole  in  the  centre  of  her  gilt  paper  star,,  f 
behind  which  was  placed  a  candle,   so  that  it  gave  real  J 
light,    in  a  way  most  astonishing  to  untaught  eyes. 
Dolly's  simple  view  it  verged  on  the  supernatural  — 
haps  it  was  the  very  real  star  read  about  in  the  % 
story.      Why  not?     Dolly   was    at    the  happy  age  when  I 
anything  bright  and  heavenly  seemed  credible,  and  had  the    ' 
child-faith   to  which  all   things  were  possible, 
even  seriously  pondered  at  times  the  feasibility  of  walking 
some  day  to  the  end  of  the  rainbow  to  look  for  the  pot  of 
gold  which  Tfabby  had  credibly  assured  her  was  to  be  i 
found  there;  and  if  at  any  time  in  her  ramblings  through  I 
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le  wood  a  wolf  had  met  her  and  opened  a  conversation, 
case  of  Littlo  Red  Ridiiig-Hood,  she  would  have 
len  noway  surprised,  hut  kept  up  her  part  of  the  inter- 
iew  with  becoming  spirit. 

"I  wish,  my  dear,"  said  Mrs,    Cuahing,  after  they  were 

itired  to  their  room  for  the  night,  "that  to-morrow  morn- 

>g  70U  would  read  the  account  of  the  birth  of  Christ  in 

GiSt.  Matthew,  and  give  the  children  some  good  advice  upon 

the  proper  way  of  keeping  Christmas." 

Weil,  Imt  v»ii  km. IV  w|-  ■^''■j'li  Ifpjip  I  111  ill  I  III  II  i|.   iiiiliiiilji 
knows  anything  about  Christmas,"  said  the  doctor. 

"  l!uu  liUUlV  ivliai  1  mean,  my  dear,"  replied  his  wife, 
"  You  know  that  my  mother  and  her  family  do  keep  Christ- 

,   though  I  have  been  out  of  the  way  of  it  so  long, 

[  cannot  help  a  sort  of  kindly  feeling  towards  these  ways. 

1  not  surprised  at  all  that  the  children  got  drawn  over 

I  the  eervice  to-night.     I  think   it 's  the   moat  natural 

the  world,  and  I  know  by  experience  just  bow 

Attractive   such   things  are.      I  shouldn't  wonder  if  tbta 

ESlpiscopal  church  should  draw  very  seriously  ou  your  con- 

I  gregation;  but  I  don't  want  it  to  begin  by  taking  away 

r  own  children.      Dolly  is  an  inquisitive  child;  a  child 

b that  thinks  a  good  deal,  and  she'll  be  asking  all  aorta  of 

Li^uestiorts  about  the  why  and  wherefore  of  what  she  has 

i«een  this  evening." 

"Oh  yes,  Dolly  is  a  bright  one.      Dolly  's  an  uncommon 

Bichild,"  said  the  doctor,  who  had  a  pardonable  pride  in  his 

■  children  —  they  being,  in  fact,  the  only  worldly  treasure 

that  he  was  at  all  rich  in.      "And  aa  to  tha.^  littln  drpsH-iip 

aiTair  over  Jhcre,"  he  continued,  "I  don't  think  any  real 

'    harm  has  been  done  as    jet.      I  liave  my  eyes  open.      I 

I  know  all  about  it,  and  I  shall  straighten  out  this  whole 
matter  next  Sunday,"  ho  said,  with  the  comfortable  cer- 
tainty of  a  man  in  tlie  habit  of  carrying  his  points. 
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't  feel  HO  very  sure  of  that,"  said  his  wife; 
the  eame  time  I  shouldn't  want  anything  like  an  open 
attack  on  the  Episcopalians.  There  are  sin 
of  that  way  of  thinking  —  my  ^mother,  for  instance,  is  a 
saint  on  earth,  and  so  is  good  old  Mftila.iii  ^ywia.  _So  pray 
be  careful  what  you  say."  ^ 

"My  dear,  I  haven't  the  least  objection  to  their  dres»-S 
ing  their  church  and  having  a  good  Christian  service  any 
day  in  the  year  if  they  want  to,  but  our  people  may  just 
aa  well  understand  our  own  ground.  I  ^gfl^that  the 
Democrat^  flf"  V^^'llj  '^llii  nrri'  mnvfij  and  they  are  just 
using  this  church  to  carry  their  own  party  purposes — -to 
break  up  the  standing  order  and  put  down  all  the  laws 
that  are  left  to  protect  religion  and  morals.  They  want  to 
upset  everything  that  our  fathers  came  to  Kew  England  ^ 
to  establish.  But  I  'm  going  to  head  this  thing  off  in 
Foganuc.  I  shall  write  a  sermon  to-moirow,  and  Eettle 
matters. " 

If  ow,  there  ia  no  religious  organization  in  the  world  in 
ita  genius  and  history  less  likely  to  assimilate  with  a 
democratic  movement  than  the  Episcopal  Church.  It  ia 
essentially  aristocratic  in  form,  and,  in  New  England,  as 
we  have  already  noticed,  had  always  been  on  the  side  of 
monarchical  institutions. 

But  just  at  this  point  in  the  history  of  New  England 
affairs  all  the  minor  denominations  were  ready  to  join  any 

,rty  that  promised  to  break  the  supremacy  of  the  state 
church  and  give  them  a  foothold. 

I  the  "Democratic  party"  of  that  day  that  broke 
exclusive  laws  in  favor  of  the  Congregational 
.Church  and  consequently  gained  large  accessions  to  their 
To  use  a  brief  phrase,  all  the  outs  were 
■Jemocrats,  and  all  the  ins  Federalists.  But  the  Demo- 
iratic  party  had,  as  always,  its  radical  train.      Not  satisfied  _ 

;th  wresting  the  sceptre  from  the  hands  of  the  Congrega-  I 
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tional  clergyman,  and  giving  equal  rights  and  a  fair  field 

I   to  other  denominations,   the   cry  was   now  to  abolish  all 

I  IftVfs  in  any   way  protective  of  religious   institutions,    ot 

I  lestriotive  of  the  fullest  personal  individual  ism ;  in  short, 

I  the  cry  was  for  the  liberty  of  every  man  to  go  to  church 

'MI  not,  to  keep  the  Sabbath  or  not,  to  support  a  mmister 

r  not,  as  seemed  good  and  proper  h 

This  was,  in  fact,  the  final  outcome  of  things  in  Kew 

•England,  and  expetience  baa  demonstrated  that  this  wide 

1  and  perfect  freedom  is  the  tes^wa^ol  preserving  religion 

land  morals.      But  it  was  not  given  to  a  clergyman  in  the 

I<<oTr  n|  j^    ni.ahiti^^    who  had  hitherto  felt  that  a  state 

ought  to  he  like  a  well-governed  school,  under  the  minister 

for  schoolmaster,  to  look  on  the  movements  of  the  Demo- 

Matic  party  otherwise  than  as  tending  to  destruction  and 

dinarchy.      This  new  movement  in  the  Episcopal  Church 

/he  regarded  as  hut  a  device  by  appeals  to  the  senses  —  by 

Bfpnir-^  nffopfi   i  1.1  iinTJ nations,  and  music  —  to  draw  peopiy 

off  to  an  unapiritual  and  superficial  form  of  religion,  which, 

having  once  been  the  tool  of  monarchy  and  aristocracy, 

,ow  fallen  into  the  hands  of  the  far  more  dangerous 

democracy;  and  he  determined  to  set  the  trumpet  to  his 

mouth  on  the  following  Sabbath,  and  warn  the  watchn 

on  the  walla  of  Zion. 

e  rose  up  early,  however,  and  proceeded  to  buy  a  sugar 
at  the  store  of  Lucius  Jenks;  and  when  Dolly  came 
down  to  breakfast  he  called  her  to  him  and  presented  it, 
saying  as  he  kissed  her:  — 

"Papa  gives  you  this,  not  because  it  is  Christmas,  but 

cause  he  loves  his  little  Dolly." 

"But  isn't  it  Christmas  1"  asked  Dolly,  with  a  puzzled 

"No,  child;  nobody  knows  when  Christ  was  horn,  and 
I  there  is  nothing  in  the  Bible  to  tell  us  when  to  keep 
f  Christmas."  ^  .    ^ 


36 


POGANUC   PEOl'LE 


And  then  in  family  worship  the  doctor  read  the  accouot 
of  the  birth  of  Chriat  and  of  the  shepherds  abiding  in  the 
fields  who  came  at  the  call  of  the  angels;  and  they  aui^ 
the  old  hymn;  — 

"Wliile  ahepherda  watched  their  Rocks  by  night." 

"Now,  children,"  he  said  when  all  was  over,  "you  miiat 
be  good  children  and  go  to  school.  If  we  are  going  to 
keep  any  day  on  account  of  the  birth  of  Christ,  the  beat 
way  to  keep  it  is  by  doing  all  our  duties  on  that  day  better 
than  any  other.  Your  duty  is  to  be  good  children,  go  to 
school,  and  mind  your  lessons." 

Tom  and  Bill,  who  had  been  at  the  show  the  evening 
before  and  exhausted  the  capabilities  of  the  scenic  effects, 
were  quite  ready  to  fall  in  with  their  father's  view  of  the 
matter.  The  candles  were  burnt  out,  the  play  over,  for 
them,  and  forthwith  they  assumed  to  look  down  on  the 
whole  with  the  contempt  of  superior  intelligence.  As  for 
Dolly,  she  put  her  little  tongue  advisedly  to  the  back  of 
her  sugar  dog  and  found  that  be  was  very  sweet  indeed  — 
a  most  tempting  little  animal.  She  even  went  so  far  aa 
to  nibble  off  a  bit  of  the  green  ground  he  stood  on- — yet 
resolved  heroically  not  to  eat  him  at  once,  bnt  to  make 
him  last  as  long  as  possible.  She  wrapped  him  tenderly 
in  cotton  and  took  him  to  the  school  with  her;  and  when 
her  confidential  friend,  Bessie  Lewis,  displayed  her  Christ- 
mas gifts,  Dolly  had  something  on  her  aide  to  show,  though 
she  shook  her  curly  head  wisely  and  informed  Bessie  in 
strict  confidence  that  there  was  n't  any  such  thing  as  Christ- 
mas, her  papa  had  told  her  so  —  a  heresy  which  Bessie 
forthwith  reported  when  she  went  home  at  noon. 

"Poor  little  Presbyterian  —  and  did  she  Bay  sol"  asked 
gentle  old  Grandmamma  Lewis.  "Well,  dear,  you  mustn't 
blame  her  —  she  don't  know  any  better,  You  bring  the 
little  thing  in  here  to-night  and  I  '11  give  her  a  Christmas 
cooky.      I  'm  sorry  for  such  children." 
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nSter  Bchool,    Dolly  went   in   to  eee  dear  old 

,.  fIio  eat  in  her  roc  king- chair  in  the  front 

arlor,  where  the  fire  was  snapping  behind  great  tall  brass 

Bimdirons   and    all    ilia    pictures    were    overshadowed   with 

■■boiighB  of  spnica  and  pijie.      Dolly  gazed  aliout  her  with 

c  and  wonder.      Over  one  of  the  pictures  was  suspended 

i  [^oon  TCJt.li  fl.iar^ra  nf  white  everlasting. 
"Wliat  is  that  for?"    asked   Dolly,   poiiitiiijj  flolemnly 

■  with  her  little  foretiugcr,  and  speaking  under  her  breath. 
"Dear  child,   that  ia  the  picture  of  my  poor  boy  who 

K.died  —  ever  so  many  years  ago.      That  is  my  cross  —  we 
I  have  ail  one  —  to  carry. " 

Dolly  did  not  half  understand  these  words,  but  she  saw 

■  tears  in  the  gentle  old  lady's  eyes  and  was  afraid  to  ask 
I  more.  She  accepted  thankfully  and  with  her  nicest  and 
I  best  executed  curtsy  a  Chriatmaa  cooky  re  presently 
g»;»n,i  Koh^  ^yj[ii  ^^^a  ^11  Spread  aod  pink  sugar-plums  for  eyes 
I'an3~went  home  marveling  yet  more  about  this  mystery  of 
(•Cbristmae. 

e  she  was  crossing  the  green  to  go  home  the  Poganuc 
^  Btage  drove  in,  with  Kiel  seated  on  high,  whipping  up  his 
horses  to  make  them  execute  that  grand  entree  which  was 
the  glory  of  his  daily  existence.  Now  that  the  stage  was 
on  runners,  and  slipped  noiselessly  over  the  smooth  frozen 
plain,  Hiel  cracked  hia  whip  more  energetically  and  shouted 
louder,  first  to  one  horse  and  then  to  another,  to  make  up 
for  the  loss  of  the  rattling  wheels ;  and  he  generally  had 
the  satisfaction  of  sooing  all  the  women  rushing  distractedly 
to  doors  and  windows,  and  imagined  them  saying,  "There  's 
Hiel ;  tho  stage  is  in  I  " 

"Hulloa,  Dolly!"  he  called  out,  drawii^  up  with  a 
suddenness  which  threw  the  fore  horses  back  upon  their 
hannehea.  "I  've  got  a  bundle  for  your  folks.  Want  to 
ridel  You  may  jest  jump  up  here  by  me  and  I  '11  take 
you  round  to  your  father's  door;"  and  so  Dolly  reached 
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Irew  her  up.^^^^l 
got  a  bundle  I 


up  her  little  red-mittened  hand,   and   Hiel  drew  ] 
beside  him. 

"  'Xpect  ye  want  a  bit  of  a  ride,  and  I  've  got  a 
for  Widder  Badger,  down  on  South  Street,  so  I  guesB  I  '11 
go  round  that  way  to  make  it  loDger.  I  'xpect  this  'ere 
bundle  is  from  some  of  your  ma'a  folks  in  Boston —  'Pia- 
copala  they  be,  and  keeps  Chriatmas.  Good-sized  bundle 
'tis;  reckon  it  '11  come  handy  in  a  good  many  ways." 

So  after  finiehing  his  detour,  Hiel  landed  his  little 
charge  at  the  parsonage  door. 

"Keckon  I  '11  be  over  when  I  've  put  np  my  hosaeB,"  he 
said  to  Nahhy  when  he  handed  down  the  bundle  to  her.  J 
"I  hain't  been  to  see  ye  much  lately,  Nabby,  and  I  knoiM 
you  'vo  been  a-pinin'  after  me,  but  fact  ii 

"Well,  now,  Hiel  Jones,  you  jest  shet  up  with  your 
imperence,"  said  Kabby,  with  flashing  eyes;  "you  jest 
look  out  or  you  '11  get  euthin'." 

"I  'xpect  to  get  a  kisa  when  I  come  round  to-night,"  ■ 
said  Hiel  composedly,      "Take  care   o'  that  ' 
now;  mebbe  there  's  glass  or  crockery  in  't." 

"Hiel  Jones,"  said  Nabby,  "don't  give  me  none  o'  youf" 
saace,  for  1  won't  take  it.      Jim  Sawin  said  last  night  you 
was  the   brassiest  man  be  ever  see.      He  said  there  was 
brass  enough  in  your  face  to  make  a  kettle  of." 

"You  tell  him  there  's  sap  enough  in  his  head  to  fill  it, 
anyway,"  said  Hiel.  "Good- by,  Nabby,  I'll  come  round 
tbia  evenin',"  and  he  drove  away  at  a  rattling  pace,  while 
Nabby,  with  flushed  cheeks  and  snapping  eyes,  eolilo- 
quized :  — 

"  Well,  I  hope  he  will  cornel  I  'd  jest  like  a  chance  to 
show  him  how  little  I  care  for  him." 

Meanwhile  the  bundle  was  eoon  opened,  and  contained 
a  store  of  treasures:  a  smart  little  red  dress  and  a  pair  of 
red  shoes  for  Dolly,  a  haK  dozen  pocket-handkerchiefs  for 
Dr.  Gushing,  and  "Robinson  Crusoe"  and  "Sandford  and 
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Merton,"  handsomely  bound,  for  the  boys,  and  a  bonnet- 
trimming  for  Mrs,  Cuahing.  These  were  accompanied  by 
a  characteristic  letter  from  Aunt  Dehby  Kittery,  opening 
as  follows ;  —  ' 

Dear  Sister,  —  Mother  worries  because  she  thinks  yoii 
Presbyterians  won't  get  any  Christmas  presents.  I  teli 
her  it  serves  you  right  for  beinp  out  "f  th"  *"'"  '^^'l""-rh 
However,  this  comes  to  give  every  one  of  you  some  of  the 
^fr|jTiil.a  «iti.Vh  full  frnm  t||i.  ni.n«i.'.  table,  and  mother 
says  she  wishes  you  all  a  pious  Christmas,  which  she  thinks 
is  better  than  a  merry  one.  it  j.  aid  n't  Jay  violent  hands 
on  her  she  would  use  all  our  substance  in  riotous  giving 
of  Christmas  presents  to  all  the  beggars  and  chimney- 
sweeps in  Boston.  She  is  in  good  health  and  talks  daily 
of  wanting  to  see  you  and  the  children ;  and  I  liope  before 
long  you  will  bring  some  of  them,  and  come  and  make  us 
a  visit. 

Your  affectionate  sister, 

Debby  Kittery. 


There  was  a  scene  of  exultation  and  clamor  in  the  par- 
sonage as  these  presents  were  pulled  out  and  discussed; 
and  when  all  possible  joy  was  procured  from  them  in  the 
sitting-room,  the  children  rushed  in  a  body  into  the  kitchen 
and  showed  them  to  Nabby,  calling  on  her  to  join  their 
^^^      acclamations, 

^^^L  And  then  in  the  evening  Hiel  came  in,  and  Kabby  pro- 

^^^1  secuted  her  attacks  upon  him  with  great  vigor  and  severity, 
^^H^  actually  carrying  matters  to  such  a  length  that  she  was 
^^B  obliged,  as  a  matter  of  pure  Christian  charity,  to  "kiss 
^^M  and  make  up  "  with  him  at  the  end  of  the  evening.  Of 
^^■^  course  Hiel  took  away  an  accurate  inventory  of  every  arti- 
^^^H  cle  in  the  bundle,  for  the  enlightenment  of  any  of  his 
^^H     particular  female  friends  who  had  a    curiosity  to    know 
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"what  Mis'   Cushin's  folks  sent  her  in  that   'ere  bundle 
from  Boston." 

On  th3  whole,  when  Dolly  had  said  her  prayers  that 
night  and  thought  the  matter  over,  she  concluded  that  her 
Christmas  Day  had  been  quite  a  succeaa. 


CHAPTEB   VI 
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''E  have  traced  our  little  Dolly's  fortunes,  hnpa,  and  hav- 
througt  Cliristmas  Day,  but  we  should  not  do  justice 
the  situation  did  we  not  throw  some  light  o 
and  opinions  of  the  I'oganuc  people  upon  this  o 

The  Episcopal  cliurch  had  been  newly  finished.  There 
was  held  on  this  day,  for  tho  lirst  time  in  open  daylight, 
Jhp.  full  nhriHtmiiH  aervicB.      'I'hc  ilinmination  aniJ  services 


of  the  evening  before  had  been  skillfully  designed  to  make 
an  impression  on  the  popular  mind,  and  to  draw  in  children 
and  young  people  with  all  that  floating  populace  who 
might  be  desirous  of  seeing  or  hearing  some  new  things. 

It  had  been  a  success.  Such  an  audience  had  been 
drawn  and  such  a  sensation  produced  that  on  Christmas 
Day  everybody  in  the  vill^e  was  tulkin(|  of  the  church ; 
and  those  who  did  not  gJ  ^^  *"  *'^"'  «--iinlnws  to  sea  who 


A  week-dav  church  service  other  than  a  fast  and 
thanksgiving  and  ^'preparatory  lecture "  was  a  striking 
novelty;  and  when  the  little  bell  rang  out  its  Deal  and  tho 
•x  began  to  assemble,  it  ivaa  watched  with  curious 
I  eyes  from  many  a  house. 

The  day  was  a  glorious  one.     The  bright,  cold  sun  made 

the  icicles  that  adorned  the  fronta'of  all  the  houses  glitter 

I  like  the  gems  of  Aladdin's  palace,  and  a  well-dressed  com- 

I  pany  were  seen  coming  up  from  various  points  of  the  vil- 

!   lage  and  thronging  the  portals  of  the  church. 

The  little  choir  and  their  new  organ  rang  out  the  Te 
Deum  with  hearty  good  will,  and  many  ears  for  the  first 


POGANDC    PEOPLE 

time  heard  that  glorious  old  heroic  poem  of  the  early 
Church.  The  waves  of  souud  rolled  across  Ihe  gteeii  and 
amote  on  the  unresponsive  double  row  of  windows  of  the 
n]([  mpet.ing-lioiisoj  which  seemed  to  stare  back  with  a  gaze 
of  blank  astonishment.  The  sound  even  floated  into  the 
store  of  Deacon  Dickenson,  and  caused  some  of  the  hard- 
handed  old  farmers  who  were  doing  their  trading  there, 
with  their  sleda  and  loads  of  wood,  to  stop  their  diBcourse 
on  turnips,  eggs,  and  apple  sauce,  and  listen.  To  them  it 
bore  the  soimd  as  of  a  challenge,  the  battle-cry  of  an  oppos- 
ing host  that  was  rising  up  to  dispute  the  ground  with 
/  them;  and  so  they  listened  with  combative  ears. 

"  Seem  to  be  a-hevin'  it  all  their  own  way  over  there, 
them  'Piscopals.      Carryin'  all  before  'em,"  said  one, 

"  How  they  are  a-gettin'  on !  "  said  another. 

"Yi-'s,"  said  Deacon  Dickenso 

md  goin'  to  make  a  gen'l  push  nest  'lecKon. 
^oin'  dean  agin  everything  —  Sunday  laws  and 

"Wal,"  said  Deacon  Peasley,  a  meek,  mournful  little 
,  with  a  bald  top  to  his  head,  "the  Democrats  are  goin' 
feel  sure  on  't,"  """^ 
"Good  reason,"  said  Tim  Hawkins,  a  stout  two-fisted 
farmer  from  one  of  the  outlying  farms.  "The  Democrats 
beat  'cause  they  're  allera  up  and  dressed,  and  we  Fed'lists 
ain't.  Why,  look  at  'em  to  town  meetin' !  Democrats 
allers  on  time,  every  soul  on  'em  —  rag,  tag,  and  bobtail  — 
rain  or  shine  don't  make  no  diiference  with  them;  but  it 
takes  a  yoke  of  oxen  to  get  a  Fed'Iist  out,  and  when 
you  've  got  him  you  've  got  to  set  down  on  him  to  keep 
him.     That 's  just  the  diif' rente." 

"Wal,"  said  Deacon  Peasley  in  a  thin,  querulous  voice, 

-wt^x tending    the  .siiiJJ.aKe- Why, 

^father  says  that  when  he  was^ft^oung  man  there  could  n't 
I  nobody  vote  hut  good  church  members  in  regular  staudiii', 
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">and  couldn't  aobody  but  them  be  elcrted  to  office.  Now 
it  'a  juHt  aa  you  aay,  '^ar^  t^|f  ^nr]  h.il,f.^i|'  ^^^  y"*^°i  ""''' 
you  'U  see  they  'U  break  up  all  our  institutions.      They  've 

^  |inwl»^^ — that's  what '11  come    next,      'i'here  'aa  lot  of     j 
r  Y"11"R  fnlL-HhpTi  a-goin'  t^thii  'me  'liiininntirn  "  / 

"  WaJ,  I  told  Farsori  CuBniug  about  that  'ere  'lumination 
last  night,"  eaid  Deacon  Dickenson,  "  and  he  did  u't  seem 
to  mind  it.  But  I  tell  you  he  '11  hev  to  mind.  Both  his 
hoys  there,  and  little  Dolly,  too,  runiiin'  over  there  after 
ehe  was  put  to  bed;  he'U  hev  to  do  Momethiu'  to  bead 
this  'ere  off." 

"He  '11  do  it,  too,"  aaid  Tim  Hawkins.  "Paraou  Cuah- 
ing  knows  what  he's  about,  and  he'll  come  out  with  a 
Barmon  next  Sunday,  you  see  if  he  don't.  There  's  more 
in  Farsoa  Cushing's  little  finger  than  there  is  in  that  Sim 
Coan'a  hull  body,  if  he  did  come  righfi  iit''"'f]'''^  ''iwn  f''"'" 
thBj£ai*»eBr'^' 

1  heard,"  said  Deacon  Peasley,  "that  Mis'  Cush- 


inp's  folks  j 


'Piacopal,    and  i 


.  thoi 


^B   day, 
^^^^  won 


e  she  influenced  tlie  children. 
"Oh,  wal.  Mis'  Gushing,  ahe  did  come  from  a  'Piacopal 
family,"  said  Deacon  Dickenson.  "Sbewas  a  Kittery, 
and  her  gran'ther,  Israel  Kittery,  irna  n  'j'orv  in  thf  '-"'' 
Her  folks  used  to  [-o  ^  *>io  riiij  'rj"ilili  'w  PrriTim,  and  they 
didn't  like  her  marryin'  Parson  Cushing  a  grain;  but 
'  when  she  married  him,  why,  she  did  marry  him.  She 
married  hia  work,  and  married  all  bia  'pinions.  And 
nobody  can  aay  she  hain't  been  &  good  yokefellow ;  sbe  's 
kept  up  her  end,  Mia'  Cuahing  has.  No,  there  'e  nobody 
ought  to  say  nothin'  agin  Mis'  Cushiug." 

Wal,  I  s'poae  we  shall  hear  from  the  doctor  next  Sun- 
day," said  Hawkins.  "He  '11  speak  out;  bis  trumpet 
won't  give  an  unaartin  sound." 
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"I  reely  want  ter  know,"  said  Deacon  Peasley,  "ef 
Zepli  Higgins  has  reolj  coma  clown  with  his  folks  to-duy, 
givin'  up  a  hull  day's  workl  I  ehouldu't  'a'  thought 
Zeph  'd  'u'  done  that  ior  any  nieetiu'." 

"Oh  laws,  yis;  Zeph '11  do  anything  ho  sets  his  will 
on,  particular  if  it  'b  suthin'  Mis'  Iliggius  don't  want  to 
do  —  then  Zeph  '11  do  it,  sartin.  I  kind  o'  pity  that  'ere 
woman,"  said  Hawkins. 

"Oh  yis,"  said  the  deacon;  "poor  Mis'  Higgins,  she 
come  to  my  wife  reely  mournin'  when  Zeph  cut  up  80 
ahout  them  water-pipes,  and  says  she,  '  Mia'  Dickenson, 
I  'd  ratjier  'a'  worked  my  fingers  to  the  bone  than  this  'ere 
should  'a'  happened;  but  I  can't  do  nothin','  says  she; 
'he's  that  sort  that  the  more  you  say  the  more  sot  he 
gets,'  says  she.  Wal,  I  don't  wish  the  'Piscopals  no 
worse  luck  than  to  get  Zeph  Higgins,  that's  all  I've  got 
to  say." 

"Wal,"  Baid  Tim  Hawkins,  "let  'em  olone.  Gueaa 
they  '11  find  out  what  he  is  when  they  come  to  pass  the  hat 
round.  I  expect  kecpin'  up  that  'ere  uieetin'  '11  be  drefi'ul 
hard  sleddin'  yit  —  and  they  won't  get  nothin'  out  o' 
Zeph.      Zeph  's  as  tight  as  the  bark  of  a  tree." 

"Wonder  if  that  'ere  buildin'  's  paid  fori  Hiel  Jones 
says  there's  a  consid'able  debt  on't  yit,"  said  Deacon 
Peasley,  "and  Hiel  gen'ally  knows." 

"Don't  doubt  on  't,"  said  Deacon  Dickenson.  "Squire 
Lewis  he's  in  for  the  biggest  part  on't,  and  he's  got 
money  through  hia  wife.  She  was  one  of  them  rich  Win-^ 
throps  up  to  Boston.  The  squire  has  gone  off  now  to 
Lucius  Jenka's  store,  and  so  has  Colonel  Danforth  and  a 
lot  more  of  the  biggest  on  'em.  I  told  Hiel  I  didn't 
mind  bo  long  aa  I  kep'  Colonel  Davenport  and  Judge 
Belcher  and  Judge  Peters  and  Sheriff'  Dennie.  I  have  a 
good  many  more  aristocracy  than  he  hez." 

"For  my  part~r~don't  care  so  very  much  for  these  'ere 
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Town  Hill  aristocracy," 


"said  Tim  Hawkins.     "They 

■e  so  proud  they  think  it 
a  favor  to  speak  to  a  farmer  in  hia  blue  liusey  shirt 
a-dnTin'  his  team.  I  don't  want  none  on  'em  lookin' 
down  on  me.  I  am  as  good  as  they  be ;  and  I  guess  you 
make  as  much  in  your  trade  by  the  farmers  out  on  the  hills 
a  you  ilo  by  the  rich  folks  here  in  town." 

"Oh  yis,  sartin,"  said  Deacon  Dickenson,  making  haste 
to  propitiate.  "  I  don't  want  no  better  trade  than  I  get 
out  your  way,  Mr.  Hawkins.  I  'd  rather  see  your  sled 
a-standin'  front  o'  my  door  than  the  finest  carriage  any  of 
'em  drives.  I  hain't  forgot  Parson  Cuahing's  sarmon  to 
the  farmers,  '  The  king  himself  is  sarved  by  the  held. '  " 

"I  tell  you  that  was  a  sarmon! "  said  Hawkins.  "We 
folks  in  our  neighborhood  ilJ  jinliorji'jl.f.ii  tr,  (7Pt  ii-printjil^ 
and  I  read  it  over  once  a  month,  Suiidjiys.  Parson  (Jusb- 
ing  'a  ll^gf>nl^  Farin|>|-  hiii|^plf  _Kp_r.iiii  t.iini  jji  aiid  plough 
or  hoe  or  mow,  aod  do  as  good  a  day's  work  aa  I  can,  if 
be  dflwi  baow-jiatin-aiid  Greek;  and  he  and  iiis'  Gushing 
they  come  over  and  visit  round  'inong  us  quite  as  sociable 
as  with  them  Town  Hill  folks.  I  'm  jest  a-waitin'  to  hear 
him  givo  it  to  them  'ere  'Piscopals  next  Sunday.  He  'II 
Kjirpp  <ii]t  ti^a  Democrats^ — the  doctor  will." 

"Wal,"  saioBeacon  Dickenson,  "I  don't  think  the 
doctor  bed  reely  got  waked  up  when  I  spoke  to  bim  'bout 
that  'lumination,  but  I  guess  bis  eyes  are  open  now,  and 
the  doctor  'a  one  o'  that  sort  that 's  wide  awake  when  he  ia 
awake.      He'll  do  suthiii'  o'  Sunday.'' 


ay  live      \ 

ok  it  'b        V I 


CHAPTER  Vn 


1  ConnectieBti  ■ 

e  considerable 


PoGAJJTic  was  a  pretty  moujitaip  town 
t  waa  a  roiiiitv  ssat.  and  tlierefore  of  sc 
importance  in  the  vicinity.      It  boasted  its  share  of  public 
buildings  —  the  great  meeting-hoiiae  that  occupied  the  cen- 

'  tral  position  of  the  village  gi'ean,  the  ta¥em  'where  the 
weekly  stage  put  up,  a  court  house,  a  jail,  and  other 
defenses  of  public  morals,  brfjidm  t]|n  rrftmtlr  n<lAii(\  Fpii 

__copal  church. 

It  was  also  the  residence  of  eome  stately  and  dignilied 
families  of  comfortable  means  and  traditions  of  ancestral 
importance.  Of  these,  as  before  stated,  a  few  had  avail 
themeelves  of  the  loosening  of  old  bonds  and  founded 
Episcopal  church;  but  it  must  not  be  supposed  that  there' 
waa  any  lack  of  diiniiCed  and  w^flltby  nlj  f^i 
nrjufttiivfl  liiKtntic  church  of  Poganuc,  which  had  so  long 
borne  undisputed  away  in  the  vicinity.  Thei 
fine  old  residences  of  Judge  Gridley  and  Judge  BelchB»] 
adorning  the  principal  streets.  Conspicuous  in  one  of  th( 
front  pewB  of  the  meeting-house  might  be  seen  every  Sun- 
day the  atnfply  form  of  Colonel  Davenport,  who  had  been  a 
confidential  friend  of  Genemn¥8Hhington  and  an  active 
commander  during  the  Eevolutionary  war,  and  who  inspired 
awe  among  the  townspeople  by  his  military  antecedents. 
There  might  be  seen,  too,  '^^'"  C^T"rHl"r  ilf  f^"  ''^**°  and 
the  high  sheriff  of  Poganuc  County,  with  one  Mr.  Israel 
Deyter,  a  retired  New  York  merchant,  gifted,  in  popular 
belief,   with  great  riches.      In   short,    the   meeting-house,    I 
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for  a  country  town,  had  no  amull  amount  of  wealth,  impor- 
tBDCB,  and  gentility.  Beaidea  these  residents,  who  encamped 
about  the  green  and  ou  the  main  street,  wae  an  outlying 
farming  population  estendiug  for  miles  around,  whose 
■wagons  conveying  their  well-dressed  wives,  stalwart  aona, 
and  blooming  daughters  poured  in  from  all  quarters,  punc- 
tual as  a  clock  to  the  ringing  of  the  eecond  hell  every 
Sunday  morning. 

Not  the  ieast  attentive  listeners  or  shrewil  critics  were 
to  be  found  in  these  lianlv  ypfilllnlirjir  '"'"  fl 

^^botttei'  tempoial  ox  -epirituaL 
may  have  been  noticed  from  the  conversation  at  Deacon 
Dickenson's  store.  Dr.  Cuahing  liad  rather  a  delicate  role 
'  to  maintain  in  hnldiny  in  iiiAJiy  ).)|n  [^i^t^-n^^.  n,..!  f,])^ 
democracy  of  his  parish ;  fnr  it*  't"""  days  people  of  well- 
born, well-bred  families  had  a  certain  traditional  Btateline* 
and  punctiiiousneEs  which  were  apt  to  he  considered  f 
pride  by  the  laboring  democracy,  and  the  doctor,  aa  might 
_  be  expected,  fminij  it:  f[f[,nn  ninri  djffiaulti  t'i  "ombat  pride 
/   Iff   hompsnnn   fi'— j_  p'-'ifsi    in    yply^-*  —  perhaps   having   no   . 


The  next  Sunday  was  one  of  high  expectation.  Every- 
body was  on  tiptoe  to  hear  what  "our  minister"  would 
have  to  say. 

The  meeting-house  of  Pt^anuc  was  one  of  those  square, 
bald,  unsentimental  structures  of  which  hut  few  specimens 
\  have  come  down  to  us  from  old  times.  The  pattern  of 
,  those  ancient  edifices  w^  said  to  be  '^•"■'•^^  jm^]  y\f^Unnr\^ 
he  Purjlana  were  shelterea  Del  ore  tliey  came  to 
tnesB  ahorea.  At  all  events,  they  were  a  marked  departure 
in  every  reapectj  from  all  particulars  which  might  remind 
one  of  the  graceful  ecclesiastical  architecture  and  cuatoma 
of  the  Church  if  England.  Tbey  were  wide,  roomy,  and 
1  desolate  plwnness ;  hot  and  simny  in  summer,  with 
their  staring  rows  of  windows,  and  in  winter  cold  enough 
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in  some  eases  even  to  freeze  the  eucharistic  wine  at  the 

It  was  with  great  conflict  of  opinion  and  much  difficulty 

that  the  people  of  Poganuc  liud  advanced  so  far  in  the 

/ways  of  modern  improvement  as  to  be  willing  to  have  a 

/   infj-"  ^riT  stavfl  gpt  up  in  the  middle  of  the  broad  aiele,  • 

/     with  a  length  of  black  pipe  extending  through  the  house,  i 

whereby    the    severity   of   winter    sanctuary   performancea 

should  be  somewhat  abated.     It  is  on  record  that,  when 

the  proposal  was  made  in  town  meeting  to  introduce  this 

luxurious  indulgence,   the  zeal  of  old  Zeph  Higgins  was 

aroused,   and  he  rose  and  gave  vent  to  hia  feelings  in  a 

\      protest: — 

^  "Firel  Fire  J  A  Are  in  the  honse  o'  God!  I  never 
1  /  beard  on  't.  I  never  heard  o'  hevin'  fire  in  a  meetin'- 
/  house," 

Sheriff  Dennie  here  rose,  and  inquired  whether  Mrs. 
Higgins  did  not  bring  a  foot-atove  with  fire  in  it  into  the 
house  of  God  every  Sunday. 

It  was  an  undeniable  fact  that  not  onlyMre.  Higgins  but  1 
every  respectable  matron  and  mother  of  a  family  brought^ 
her  foot-stove  to  church  well  filled  with  good,  solid,  hick-f 
ory  coals,  and  that  the  passing  of  this  little  ark  of  mercy  ■ 
from  one  frozen  pair  of  feet  to  another  was  among  the  silen^ 
motherly  ministrieH  which  varied  the  hours  of  service. 

So  the  precedent  of  the  foot-stove  carried  the  box-etov»B 
into  the  broad  aisle  of  the  meeting-house,  wberehy  the  aitfl 
was  so  moderated  that  the  minister's  breath  did  not  freezsfl 
into  visible  clouds  of  vapor  while  speaking,  and  the  bearda.B 
and  whiskers  of  the  brethren  were  no  longer  coated  with  J 
frost  during  service  time. 

Yet  Poganuc  was  a  place  where  winter  stood  for  some-  \ 
thing.     The  hill,  like  all  hills  in  our  dear  New  England, 
though  beautiful  for  situation  in  summer,  was  a  howling 
ion  for  about  six  months  of  the  year,  sealed  down 
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I   uodet  snow  and  drifted  over  by  winds  that  pierced  like 

knives  and  seemed  to  search  every  fibre  of  one's  garments, 

o  that  the  thickest  clothing  was  no  protection. 

The  Sunday  in  question  was  one  of  those  many  when 

t  the  thermometer  stood  any  number  of  degrees  below  zero; 

r  clear,  keen,  and  cutting;  and  the  bright,  blooming 

faces  of  the  girls  in  the  singers'  seat  bore  tuken  of  the 

frosty   wind    they  had    encountered.      All  was  animation 

through  the  church;  and  Mr.  Benjamin  Davis,  the  leader 

of  the  singing,  >iHfi  ';6lB'^6li.''L'*  ",*^1IBflr*' "  ""  "  proper 

tune  for  opening  the  parallels  between  them  and  the  oppos- 

[  ing  forces  of  ■jji'""'"'       Een  had  a  high  conceit  of   his 

I    own  vocal  powers',   and  had  l>een    beard  to  express    him- 

■  Ifflif  """''"Tir^lHflliilV  "f  ^'''^  in;W-EjiiHpnpiil_nrf;n,ii.      He  had 

I  been  to  Dr.  Cushing  with  suggestions  as  to  the  tunes  that 

I  the  singers  wanted,    to  keep  up  the  reputation  of  their 

"meetin'-houae,"     So  after  "Denmark" 

Efity, "  and  Ben  so  bestirred  himself  beating   time   and 

ing,   first  to  treble  anil  then  to  counter  and  then  to 

I  buss,   and  all  the  singers  poured  forth  their  voices  with 

I  such  ringing  good  wili,  that  everybody  felt  sure  they  were 

better  than  any  Episcopal  oi^an  in  the  worUl. 

And  as  there  is  a  place  for  all  things  in  this  great  world 
1  its  tiji 

If  there  were  pathos  and  power 

,  the  rhythmic   movement  of  the 

as  a  grand  wild  freedom,  an  energy 

'  tunga^of  that  day  that 

f  a  people  courageous  in  combat 


:  Puritan  i 
and  solemn  splendor  i 
L  ohurchly  chants,  there  v 
I  of  motion,  : 
\  'Well  expressed  the  heart  o 


[■and  unshaken  in  endurance.  The  Church  chant  is  like  the 
I  measured  motion  of  the  mighty  sea  in  calm  weather,  but 
1  those  old  fuguing  tunes  were  like  that  same  ocean  aroused 
)  by  stormy  winds,  when  deep  calleth  unto  deep  in  tempest- 
f  uous  confusion,  out  of  which  at  last  is  evolved  union  and 
harmony.      It  was  a  music  suggestive   of  the  strife,    the 


POQASUO   PEOPLE 

commotion,  the  battle-cries  of  a  transition  period  of  eociety, 
Btiuggling  onward  toward  dimly  Been  ideals  of  peace  and 
order.  Whateyer  the  trained  musician  might  eay  of  such 
I  tune  aa  nV'  "^"j'^tiyi"  ""  jif^"  of  imagination  and 
lenaibility  could  ever  hear  it  well  rendered  by  a  large  choir 
without  deep  emotion.  And  when  hack  and  forth  froia^ 
every  aide  of  the  church  came  the  different  parts  ahout-  J 
ing:—  /^ 

/  "  On  cherubim  and  seraphiin 

,                   I  FuU  royally  h«  rode, 

I  And  on  the  wings  of  mighty  winda 

I  Cnine  flying  all  abrond  "  — 

I  stir  and  a  thrill  throu 
until  the  tempest  cleared 

p'  He  BBt  serene  upon  the 
I  Their  f  Dry  ta  reatraii 

I       And  he,  ta  Bovereign  Li 
I  For  evermore  sliall  n 


there  went  a  stir  and  a  thrill  through  many  a  stem  and 
hard  nature,  until  the  tempest  cleared  otf  in  the  words;  — 


rcBtrain, 

Lord  anil  King, 
reign." 

And  when  the  doctor  rose  to  his  sermon  the  music  1 
done  its  work  on  his  audience,  in  exalting  their  mood  tofl 
listen  with  sympathetic  ears  to  whatever  he  might  have  to! 

When  he  spread  out  his  sermon  before  him  there  was  J 

a  rustle  all  over  the  house,  as  of  people  composing  them-  < 

^^^  y^selvea  to  give  the  strictest  attention. 

/        He  announced  hia  text  from  Galatians  i' 
/  "But  now,  after  that  ye  have  known  Ood,  or  rather  a 

^^_  /        known  of  God,  how  turn  ye  again  to  the  weak  and  heg-1 
^^ft/  garly  elements,  whereuuto  ye  desire  again  to  be  in  bond-  * 

^^H[  age  1     "'^'' nhl"iryfl  ''°]"'i  Ti"d  mintbni  nnil  timri   and  years. 

^^V  I  am  affaid  of  you,  lest  I  have  bestowed  upon  you  labor  j 

ll-i 

^m       wi 


The  very  announcement  of  the  text  seemed  to  bring  out 
upon  the  listening  faces  of    the   audience   a  sympathetic  I 
gleam.     Hard,  weather-beaten  countenances  showed  it,  aa  1 
when  a  sunbeam  passes  over  points  of  rocks. 
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What  was  to  come  of  auch  a  text  was  plain  to  he 
The  yoke  of  bondage  from  which  Puritan  New  England 
had  escaped  acioas  the  waters  of  a  storm;  sea,  the  liberty 
in  Christ  which  they  had  won  in  this  new  untrodden  land, 
L  made  theirs  by  prayera  and  toils  and  tears  and  eacrifice, 
foe  which  they  had  just  fought  through  a  tedious  and 
bloody  war — ^  there  was  enough  in  all  these  remembraneea 
to  evoke  a  strain  of  heartfelt  eloquence  which  would 
awaken  a  response  in  every  heart. 

Then  the  doctor  hegan  his  investigations  of  Christnias ; 
and  here  his  sermon  bristled  with  quotations  in  good  Greek 
and  Latin,  which  he  could  not  deny  himself  the  pleasure 
of  quoting  jn  the  orieinid  as  well  as  iii  the  Irinifklaitinn^^ 
Bit  the  triumphant  point  in  mOi^iifiient  was  founded  on 
a  passage  in  Clemens  Alexandrinus,  who,  writing  at  the 
close  of  the  second  century,  speaks^'  the  date  of  Christ's 
birth  as  an  unimportant  and  unsettled  point.  "  There  are 
some,"  saya  tbe  Father,   "who  over- curiously  asHign  not 

I  only  the  year  hut  the  day  of  our  Saviour's  birth,  which 
they  say  was  the  25th  of  Pachon,  or  the  20th  of  May." 

I  The  doctor  had  exulted  in  the  finding  of  this  passage  as 
one  that  findeth  much  spoil,  and  he  proceeded  to  make  the 
most  of  it  in  showing  that  the  modem  keeping  of  Christ- 
mas was  so  far  unknown  in  the  earliest  ages  of  the  Church 
that  even  the  day  was  a  matter  of  uncertainty, 
Now  it  is  tmo  that  his  audience,  more  than  half  of 
them,  did  not  know  who  Clement  was.  Even  the  judges, 
men  of  culture  and  learning,  and  the  teacher  at  the  Acad- 
emy, professionally  familiar  with  Greek,  had  only  the 
vaguest  raooUection  of  a  Christian  Father  who  had  lived 
Bome  time  in  the  primitive  ages ;  the  rest  of  the  congrega- 
tion, men  and  women,  only  knew  that  tlioir  minister  was 
a  learned  man  and  were  triumphant  at  this  new  proof  of  it. 
The  doctor  used  his  point  so  as  to  make  it  skillfully 
exciting   to    the   strong,    practical,    matter-of-fact    element 
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which  underlies  New  England  life,      "  If  it  had  been  im- 
portant for  ua  to  keep  Christmas, "  he  said,  "certainly  the 
date  would  not  have  been  left  in  uncertainty.      We  find 
no  traces  in  the  New  Testament  of  any  Buch  obseiTance ; 
r  read  of  Christmas  as  kept  by  the  Apostles  and 
tbeir  followers;  and  it  appears  that  it  was  some  centviriea 
after  Christ  before  such  an  observance  was  heard  of  at  all." 
In  fact,  tlie  doctor  said  that  the  keeping  of  the  25th  of 
December  as  Christmas  did  not  obtain  till  after  the  fourth 
y.i.t.ii.y_   nn.T  tlien  it  was  appoTnlBTffo  take  the  place  of    . 
an  old  heathen  festival,  the  vataJ'is  soils  invicti;  and  here 
the  doctor  rained  down  names  and  authorities  and  quota-  J 
tions  establishing  conflicting  supiwsitiona  till  the  wilderness.  I 
of  learning  grew  so  wild  that  only  the  Academy  teacher  J 
seemed  able  to  follow  it  through.      He  indeed  sat  up  and  J 
nodded  intelligently^  from  point  to  point,  feeliug  that  the  j 
eyes  of  scholars  might  be  upon  Iiim,  and  that  it  * 
never  to  be  caught  nnpping  in  matters  like  these. 

The  last  point  of  the  doctor's  sermon  consisted  in  his-  | 
torical  statements   and   quotations  i 
^^■^bwfloc  to  ivhich  the  celebration  of  the  Christmas  festival  | 
^^     had  given  rise,  from  the  days  of  Augnstiue  and  Chrjsostou 
dow'n  to  those  of  the  ^'Ij^nlnm.gnd  Jameses  of  England,    I 

!in  all  of  which  he  had  free  course  and  was  glorified;  since  ] 
under  that  head  there  are  many  things  more  true  than  | 
edifying  that  might  be  recounted. 
He  alluded  to  the  persecutions  which  had  forced  upon  \ 
our  fathers   the  alternative  of   conforming  to  burdensome 
and  unspiritual  rites  and  ceremonies  or  of  flying  from  their 
native  land  and  all  they  held  dear;  he  quoted  from  St. 
Paul  the  passage  about  false  brethren  who  came  in  privily 
to  spy  out  our  liberty  that  wc  have  in  Christ  Jesus,  that 
they  might  hrjng  us  again  into  bondage  —  "  to  whom  "  (and 
I     here  the  doctor   grew    emphatic  and  thumped  the  pulpit 
I     oiishion)  "we  gave  place  by  subjection  not  for  un  hour." 


THE   DCtCTOH  a  SEHMON 

The  sermon  ended  with  a  stirring  appeal  to  walk  in  the 
good  old  wnjB,  to  resist  all  those,  Sjowever  fair  their  pre- 
tensea,  who  °"''K)ltiteiH'JilOVfi  tJ'"  1*'*  l**^"<nTW  find  re]>eal 
the  just  Inw^^iid  rules   that   had   come  down  from  the 
Fathers.     It  was  evident  from  the  enkindled  faces  in  every 
jiew  tbat  the  doctor  eari'ied  his  audience  fully  with  him ; 
and  when  in  the  dosing  petition  he  prayed  to  tlic  Lord  1 
that  "our  judges  might  be  aa  at  the  first,  and  our  counsel-  I 
ors  aa  at  the  beginning,"  eTerybody  fult  sure  that  he  was  I 
thinking  of  the  next  election,  and  Tim  Hawkins  with  diffi-l 
eiilty  restrained  himself  from  giving  a  poke  of  the  elbow  I 
to  a  neighbor  in  the  next  pew  Guspected  of  Democratic 
proclivities. 

Aa  to  Dolly,  who  its  a  hahe  of  grace  was  duly  brought 
to  church  every  Sunday,  her  meditations  were  of  a  very 
confused  order.      Since  the  gift  of  her  red  dress  and  red 
shoes    and    the  we  11- remembered    delightful    scene  at  the 
P:dmich  on  Christmas  Eve,  Christnias  had  been  an  intereet- 
g  and  beautiful  mystery  to  her  mind;  a  sort  of  illumi- 
lated  mist,  now  appearing  and  now  disappearing. 
Sometimes  when  her  father  in  his  sennon  pronounced 
!  word  "Christmas"  in  emphatic  tones,   she  lised  her 
eat  blue  eyes  seriously  upon  him  and  wondered  what  he 
uld  be  saying;    but  when  Greek  and  Latin  quotations 
began  to  rain  thick  and  fast  she  turned  to  Spring,  "^'Hi  ilfi     1 
tJtoodj  well-trained^iuntiiter's^dog.  was_  allowed  to  go  to      | 
jneetina  with  his  betters,  and  whose  serious  and  edified  air 
a  to  Dolly  and  the  boys. 

—  a   very   common    experience    in 

—  she  nestled  close  to  Spring  and  put 

3  dropped  asleep 


raa  a  pattern 
When  she 
I  windy  pews- 

uiuB  around  Lis  neck,  and  sometin 
his   back.      Those    eanctuarv 


ID    fiis    back.      Tiiose    sanotua^__uaps    were    a    generally 
BScorded  privilege  to  the   bates  of  the  church,  who  could 
Kit  be  expected  to  digest  the  strong  meat  of  the  elders. 
f  Dolly  had  one  comfort  of  which  nothing  could  deprive 
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her;  she  had  been  allowed  to  wear  her  new  red  dresB  and 
red  shoes.  It  is  true  the  dress  was  coveted  up  under  a 
dark,  etout  little  woolen  coat,  and  the  red  shoes  quenciied 
in  the  shade  of  a  pair  of  socks  designed  to  protect  her  feet 
from  freezing;  but  at  intervals  Dolly  pulled  open  her  little 
coat  and  looked  at  the  red  dress,  and  felt  warmer  for  it, 
and  thought  whether  there  was  any  such  day  as  Christmas 
or  not  it  was  a  nice  thing  for  little  girls  to  have  aunties 
and  graudniaa  who  believed  in  it,  and  sent  thom  pretty 
things  in  consequence. 

\  When  the  audience  broke  up  and  the  doctor  came  down 
from  the  pulpit,  be  was  congratulated  on  his  sermon  as  & 
masterpiece.  Indeed,  he  had  the  success  that  a  man  has 
always  when  he  proves  to  an  audience  that  they  are  in  thd 
)iight  in  their  previous  opinions. 
I  The  general  opinion,  from  Colonel  Davenport  and  Sheritf 
\  Dennie  down  to  Tim  Hawkins  and  the  farmers  of  the 
I  vicinity,  was  that  the  doctor's  sermon  ought  to  be  printed 
I  by  subscription,  and  the  suggestion  was  left  to  be  talked 
lover  in  various  circles  for  the  ensuing  week. 


CHAPTER  vrn 


MR,   CO  AN    . 


The  doctor's  sermon  had  tlio  usual  effect  ot  controver- 
L  Bial  eermons  —  it  convinced  everybody  that  was  convinced 
before  and  strengthened  those  who  before  were  Btrong. 
i  Everybody  was  talking  of  it.  Tlie  farmers  as  they  drove 
their  oxen  stepped  with  a.  vigorous  air,  like  men  that  were 
not  going  to  be  brought  under  any  yoke  of  bondnge.  Old 
ladies  in  their  tea-driiikinga  tjdked  about  the  danger  of 
making  a  righteousness  of  forms  and  rites  and  ceremonies, 
and  seemed  of  opinion  that  the  proceedings  at  the  Episco- 
pal church,  however  attractive,  were  only  an  iusidious  put- 
that  if  not  vigorously  opposed  the  whole  quadruped,  tooth 
and  claw,  would  yet  bo  upon  their  backs. 

But  it  must  rtot  be  supposed  that  this  side  of  the  ques- 
tion had  all  the  talk  to  itself,      'fip  p— ■  tiiir,n,i[|  n^n^  w^ 
usnik  at  htigltt  parts,  vigorous  combat iveness,  and  consid- 
erable fluency  of  speech,   and  he  immediately  prepared  a 

in  on  his  aide  of  the  qnestion,  by  which,  in  the  opinion   ' 
\)f  the  LewisaSj  the  Danforths.  the  noplaySi  and  "^^  the  rest 
of  bis  audience,  he  proved  beyond  a  doubt  that  Chriatmaa 
ought  to  be  kept,  and  that  the  25th  of  December  was  the 

proper  time   for   keeping   it.       He    lirmigTit.   nlan   nimfaiHnnH 

from  Greek  and  Latin  thick  as  f|j"-'  i'*^'*'  ain'^.;  and  a 
to  the  qilUtJltlUil^  ol  Ihe  doctor  he  ignored  them  altogether 
and  talked  ubout  something  else. 

The  doctor  had  been  heard  to  observe  with  a  suhiuod 
^  triumph  that  he  really  wonJd  like  to  see  how  "Conn  " 
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would  "get  round"  that  passage  in  Clement,  but  he  could 


not  have  that  plea 


,  because  "Coa 


'  did  not  get  a 


pleasure, 
1  neat  it,  but  struck  off  aa  far  as  possible  from  it  into 
a  region  of  quotations  on  his  own  aide;  and  aa  bis  audience    ' 
f  were  not  particularly  fitted  to  adjudicate  nice   points  in 

chronology,   and  <\H  i^itmlinin  fn'mt-JJip  OJiiimh  Fflt,]|PT^nn      J 

jflU^i^nf  "i|nof'^  "".y  siiiii''^ti  iii"i"'-  't"*  "'n  ofr  plfl'-JjlliLl 
I  m  hlir];hnrn(iii  in  l^ln^llll^|,  TMr  rnnn  succeeded  in  making  f 
I  his  side  to  the  full  as  irrefragable  in  the  eyes  of  hia  hearers  \ 

as  the  doctor's  in  those  of  his, 
s  But  besides  this  he  reinforced  himself  by  proclaiming 
with  vigor  the  authority  of  the  Church.  "The  Church 
has  ordained,"  "The  Church  in  her  wisdom  has  directed," 
"  The  Church  commands, "  and  "  The  Church  bath  ap- 
i  pointed,"  were  phrases  often  on  his  tongue,  and  the  sound 
)otbly  above  the  heads  of  good  old  families  who 
«ad  long  felt  the  want  of  some  definite  form  of  authority 
to  support  their  religious  preferences  in  face  of  the  general 
Congregationalism  of  the  land. 

The  l^hniT.h.  thi^t  myatfiriniia  and  awful  power  that  had 
come  down  from  distant  ages,  had  survived  the  dissolution 
of  monarchies  and  was  to-day  the  same  as  of  old!  The 
thought  was  poetical  and  exciting,  and  gave  impulse  to  the 
fervor  inspired  by  a  liturgy  and  forma  of  worship  allowed 
even  by  adversaries  to  be  noble  and  beautiful;  and  their 
minister's  confident  assertion  that  the  Church  commanded, 
ip.proved,  and  backed  up  all  that  they  were  doing  was 
/Iramensoly  supporting  to  the  little  "Hnid  Tim  newly 
acquired  members,  bom  and  brought  up  in  Congregational 
discipline,  felt  all  the  delight  of  a  new  sense  of  liberty. 
It  had  not  always  been  possible  to  go  to  any  other  than 
the  dominant  church,  and  there  was  a  fresh  emotion  of 
pleasure  in  being  able  to  do  as  they  pleased  in  the  matter; 
1  they  readily  accepted  Mr.  Coan's  Higb  Ci"^riill  r'"'"*" 
\_  doctrines.      Instead  of  standing  on  the  defensive  and 
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zing  for  their  existence  he  boldly  stnick  out  for  the 
■xk  of  apoatolic  succession,  dcclareil  their  church  thi-  true 


although  ho  attmitteil  with  an  nttable  charity  that  ih 

Christian  people  among  the  various  sccta  who  di.'|iurted 
from  this  true  foundation  niiglit  at  last  be  siLved  through 
the  uncovenimted  mercies  of  God, 

Imagine  the  scorn  which  this  doctrine  inspired  in  Puri- 
tan people,  who  had  been  torn  in  the  faith  that  New 
England  was  the  vine  which  God's  right  hand  had  planted 
—  who  had  looked  on  her  church  as  the  Church  of  God, 
cast  out,  indeed,  into  the  wilderness,  hut  bearing  with  liet 
"the  adoption,  and  the  glory,  and  the  covenants,  the  giving 
of  the  law,  and  the  sen'ice  of  God,  and  the  promises." 
That  faith  was  woven  into  the  very  existence  of  the  New 
England  race.  They  cast  great  roots  about  it  as  the  oaks 
of  the  forest  grasped  and  grew  out  of  the  eternal  rocks  of 
their  liard  and  barren  shorys.     So  when  Mr.  Simeon  Coan, 

and  genuflectiona^  anaounced  a  doctrine  which  diafranchised 
them  of  tliB  heavenly  Jenisalem,  and  made  them  aliens 
from  the  commonwealth  of  Israel  and  strangers  to  the 
covenant  of  promise,  there  was  a  grim  sense  of  humor 
mingled  with  the  indignation  which  swelled  their  boeoma. 

*' lTncov°"""W1  niiiri^if°' "  °"'''  stout  Tim  Hawkins. 
"Thet'e  what  they  call  'em,  do  they?  Wal,  ef  tUet'a 
what  Parson  Gushing  and  all  the  ministers  of  our  associa- 
tion has  got  to  live  and  die  by  —  why,  it's  good  enough 
for  roe.  I  don't  want  no  better:  I  don't  care  which  kind 
they  be.      I  scorn  to  at^e  with  such  folks." 

In  fact,  they  felt  as  if  they  had  seen  a  chip  sparrow 
flying  in  the  face  of  an  eagle  in  his  rock-bound  eyrie. 

But  the  doctor's  sermon  had  the  effect  to  draw  the  lines 
as  to  keeping  Christmas  up  to  the  tightest  brace.  The 
Academy  teacher  took  occasion  on  Monday  to  remark  to  his 
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scholars  how  he  had  never  thought  of  auch  a.  thing  i 
auspending  school  for  Christmas  holidays,  and  those  of  the 
pupils  who,  belonging  to  Episcopal  families,  had  gone  on  J 
Christmas  Day  to  church  were  informed  that  marks  forB 
absence  aud  non-performance  of  lessons  would  stand  againrtlJ 
them,    no   matter  what    excuses    they  might    bring   from  ' 
parents.      As    to  Christmas    holidays  —  the  giving  up  to 
amusement  a  week,  from  Christmas  to  New  Year's  — 
spoke  of  it  as  a  popish  enormity  not  to  he  mentioned  or 
even    thought    of    in    God-fearing   New    England,    which 
abhorred  a  holiday  as  much  as  nature  abhors  a  vacuum, 
'i'hoae  parents  whpse  children  had  been  drawn  in  to  attend 
these  seductive  festivities  were  anxiously  admonished   by 
their  elders  in  homilies  from  the  text,   "Surely,   in  vain 
the  net  is  spread  in  the  sight  of  any  bird." 

Eor  example,  witness  one  scene.  It  is  Sunday  evening, 
and  the  bright  snapping  fire  lights  up  the  great  kitchen 
diinmey  where  the  Widow  Jooes  is  sitting  by  the  stand 
with  her  great  Bible  before  her.  A  thin,  weary,  kindly 
old  face  is  hers,  with  as  many  lines  iii  it  as  Denner's  cele- 
brated picture  of  the  old  woman.  Everything  about  her, 
to  her  angular  figure  and  het  thin,  bony  hands,  bore  witnesa 
to  the  unsparing  work  that  had  been  laid  upon  every  hour 
and  moment  of  her  life.  Even  now  the  thin  hands  that 
rested  on  the  Bible  twitched  at  times  mechanically  as  if 
even  in  the  blessed  rest  of  Sunday  evening  she  felt  the 
touch  of  the  omnipresent  knitting-needles. 

On  the  settle  beside  the  lire,  half  stretched  out,  lounges 
Hiei,  her  youngest-bom  son  and  the  prop  of  her  old  age ; 
for  all  others  have  gone  hither  and  thither  seeking  their 
future  in  the  world.  Hiel  has  been  comforting  her  heart 
by  the  heartiest  praises  of  the  minister's  sermon  that  day, 

"I  tell  you  what,  mother,  them  'Piscopala  got  pitched 
into  lively,  now;  the  doctor  pursued  'em  '  even  unto  Shur,' 
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"  Yia;  and,  Hiel,  I  hope  you  won't  be  Hcen  goin'  to  the 
'Piaoopal  meetings  no  more.  I  felt  reely  consarned,  after 
I  heard  the  eaimoD,  to  think  of  your  boin'  in  to  that  'ere 
'lumination." 

"Oh  laws,  mother,  I  jest  lied  to  go  to  see  to  things. 

[  ThingB  hez  to  be  seen  to ;  there  was  the  doctor's  bovs  right 

1  up  in  the  front  slips,  and  little  Dolly  there  rolled  np  like 

a  rahbit  down  there  under  tlieiii  spruceB.      I  bed  to  take 

her  home.      I  expect  it  'b  what  waked  up  the  doctor  bo, 

what  I  said  to  him." 

"Wal,  Hiel,  mebbe  it  waa  all  fer  the  best:  but  I  hope 
you  '11  let  it  alone  now.  And  I  heard  you  wus  a-settin' 
up  with  Nabhy  HJggina  the  other  eveniii ' ;  was  you  ?  " 

A  curious  expression  passed  over  Uiol's  droll  handsome 
face,  and  he  drew  hia  knife  from  his  pocket  and  began 
reflectively  to  ehave  a  bit  of  shingle. 

"Wal,  yis,  mother;  the  fact  is,  I  did  stay  with  Nabby 
}  Christmas  evening,  as  they  call  it.    !\abby  and  me  's  alters 

1  good  friends,  you  know.  You  know,  mother,  you 
think  lots  of  Nabby's  mother,  Mis'  lliggins,  and  it  ain't 
her  fault  nor  Nabby'a  ef  she  hez  to  leave  our  meetin'. 
It  'a  old  Zeph  that  makes  'em." 

"Oh  yis.  I  ha'n't  nothin'  agin  Mis'  Higgins,  Polly 
Higgins  ia  a  good  woman  as  is  goin'.  I  don't  want  no 
better;  but  as  to  Nahby,  why,  she  's  light  and  triilin',  and 
she  '"  [fnin'  right  int1^-^tH--thf^^lL'!'^^  vanities;  and  I  don't 
want  uo  son  of  mine  to  get  drawn  away  nrter  her.  You 
know  how  't  was  in  old  times,  it  ^-.la  tl.f.  j^^i.ni.itigli  v 
■  niiindlWs  iiiado  misuhitsf,-' ' 

"Ob,  Intirl  n^^p^^allpn.  tiint.lipr^  jes'  as  ef  it  would  do  Any 
harm  fer  meTo  set  up  with  Nabby  in  the  minister's  own 
kitchen.  Ef  she  don't  pisen  the  minister's  boys  and  Dolly 
she  won't  pisen  me;  besides,  I  wanted  to  see  what  was  iu 
that  'ere  bundle  Mis'  Cushing's  folks  sent  to  her  from 
Boston.      Of  course  I  knew  you  'd  be  a-wantin'  to  know." 
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"  Wol,  did  you  see  1 "  aaid  the  widow,  snapping  at  a 
at  the  bait  ao  artfully  thrown. 

"I  rather  reckon  I  did.  Dolly  she  got  a  red  frock  and  I 
red  shoes,  and  she  was  so  tickled  nothing  would  do  hut  I 
she  must  bring  her  red  frock  and  red  shoes  right  out  to  I 
show  to  Nabby.  They  think  all  the  world  o£  each  other,  J 
Nabby  and  Dolly  do." 

"  Was  the  dress  made  up  ?  "  said  tlie  wiJon 

"  Oh  yis ;  all  made  up,  ready  to  put  right  o 

"Red,  did  you  say?" 

"  Yes,  red  as  a  robin,  with  little  black  sprigs  in  't,  and  I 
her  shoes  red  morocco,  I  tell  you  she  put  'em  on  and  i 
squeaked  round  in  'em  lively!  Then  there  was  sis  silk  1 
pocket- handkerchers  for  the  doctor,  all  hemmed,  and  hia  1 
name  marked  in  the  coiTiei;  and  there  was  a  nice  hook  for  | 
each  o'  them  boys,  and  a  bunnet-ribhin  for  Mia'  Gushing.'' 

"  Wliat  color  was  it?  "  said  the  widow. 

"\Vfll|  I  don't  know  —  sort  o'  aky-blu6  scarlet,"  eaida 
Hie!,  tired  of  particulars.  "I  never  know  what  womea  | 
call  their  ribbins," 

"  Wal,  reely  now,  it 's  a  good  thing  for  folks  to  have  rich  1 
relations,"  soliloqnized  the  widow.  "I  don't  grudge  Mis'  J 
Gushing  her  prosperity  —  not  a  grain." 

ind  the  doctor's  folks  was  glad  enough  to  get  I 
them  things,  if  they  was  Christmas  presents.  The  Christ-  J 
mas  didn't  pisen  'em,  anyway;  Mia'  Cushing's  folks  up  I 
to  Boston  's  'Piscopflls,  but  she  thinks  they  're  pretty  nice  J 
folks,  if  they  be  'Piscopals." 

"Now,    Hiel,"  said  the  widow,    "N^sbby  Higgins  is  aJ 
nice  girl  —  a  girl  that 's  got  faculty,  and  got  ambition,  and  .1 
she's  handsome.      I  expect  she's    prudent  and   laid   by 
something  out  of  her  wages  "  —  and  here  the  widow  paused 
and  gazed  reflectively  at  the  sparks  on  the  chimney-back. 

"Wal,  mother,  the  upshot  on  't  is  that  if  I  and  Nabby  : 
shoiiM  wntit  to  make  a  team  together  there  wouldn't  lie  no  I 
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call  for  wailin'  and  gnaahiu'  of  teeth.  There  might  wuas 
thjnga  happen;  but  jes'  now  Nabby  and  I 's  gowl  friBiids 
—  that's  aU." 

And  with  this  eettlement  the  Widow  Jones,  like  many 
another  mother,  was  forced  to  rest  contented,  sure  that  her 
son,  in  his  own  good  time,  would  —  do  just  as  he  pleased. 


CHAPTER  IX 


The  month  of  March  liail  dawned  over  the   slippery,  I 
Bnow-clad  hills  of  Poganuc.      The  uustom  that  enumeratea 
this  as  among  the  spring  months  was  in  that  region  the 
most    hitter    irony.      Other    winter    mouths    were    simple 
winter  —  cold,   sharp,  and  hard  enough  —  but  March  ' 
winter  with  a  practical  application,  driven  in  by  winds  that 
pierced  through  joints  and  marrow.      Not  an  icicle  of  all 
the  stalactites  which  adorned  the  fronts  of  houses  had  s 
much  as  thought  of  thawing;  the  Bnowbanks  still  lay  i 
■white  billows  above  the   tops   of  the  fences;    the  roadi 
through  which  the  os-aleds  of  the  farlners  crunched  alld4 
squeaked  their  way,   were  cut  deep  down  through  heavy. I 
drifts,  and  there  was  still  the  best  prospect  in  the  worlct^ 
for  future  euowstorma;   but    yet  it  was    called  "spring." 
And  the  voting  day  had  come;  and  Zeph  Higgins,  full  oE^I 
the  energy  of  a  sovereign  and  voter,  was  up  at  four  o'clock^ 
in  the   morning,    bestirring    himself  with    a   tempestuous 
clatter  to  rouse  his  household  and  be  by  daylight  on  the 
way  to  town  to  exercise  his  rights. 

The  feeble  light  of  a  tallow  dip  seemed  to  cut  but  a 
small  circle  into  the  darkness  of  the  great  kitchen.  The 
frost  sparkled  white  on  the  back  of  the  big  fireplace, 
where  the  last  night's  coals  lay  raked  up  under  banks  of 
ashes.  An  earthquake  of  tramping  cowhide  boots  shook 
the  rafters  and  stairs,  and  the  four  boys  appeared  on  the 
scene  of  action.  Backlog  and  forcstick  were  soon  piled 
and  kindlings  laid,   and  the  fire  roorcd  and  snapped  nnd 
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crackled  up  the  ainjile  chimney.  Meek,  ehatlowy  Mrs. 
Higgins,  with  a  step  like  a  snowflake,  and  rL-Bignation  and 
I  Bubmission  in  every  line  of  her  face,  was  proceeding  to  cut 
off  frozen  sausages  from  the  strings  of  the  same  that  gar- 
nished the  kitchen  walls.  The  teakettle  was  hung  over 
the  blaze,  and  Zeph  and  the  boys,  with  bats  crowded  down 
to  their  eyes,  and  tippeta  tied  over  their  ears,  ploughed 
tbair  way  to  the  bain  to  milk  and  feed  tbe  atock. 

When  they  returned,  while  the  teakettle  was  pufling 
and  tlie  ftiiusages  frying  and  sizzling,  there  waa  an  interval 
in  which  Zeph  called  to  family  prayers,  and  began  reading 
the  Bible  with  a  voice  as  loud  and  harsh  as  the  winda  that 
^ere  blowing  out  of  doors. 

without  a  momeut'B  thought  or  inquiry  as  to  the  sense  of 

■what  he  was  reading,  which  this  morning  was  from  Zecba- 

riah  xi.,  as  follows;  "Open  thy  doors,    0  Lebanon,   that 

the  fire  may  devour  thy  codara.     Howl,  lir  tree ;  for  the 

cedar  is  fallen  ;  because  all  the  mighty  are  spoiled :  howl,  0 

ye  oaks  of  Bashan ;  for  the  forest  of  the  vintage  is  come 

I  down.      There  is  a  voice  of  the  howling  of  the  shepherds; 

I  ior  their  glory  is  spoiled :  a  voice  of  the  roaring  of  young 

T  liona;  for  the  pride  of  Jordan  is  spoiled."     Zeph  rendered 

I  the  whole  chapter  with  his  harshest  tones,  and  then,  all 

[  standing,   he  enunciated  in  stentorian  voice  the  morning 

I  prayer,  whose  phrases  were  a"  hpff^nnm  t.hat  had  descended 

[  from  father  to  son  for  generations. 

The  custom  of  family  worship  was  one  of  the  most  rigid 
inculcations  ot  tKe  i'uritan  order  ol  society,  and  came  down 
I  from  parent  to  child  with  tlie  big  family  Bible,  where  the 
births,  deaths,  and  marriages  of  the  household  stood  re- 
corded. In  Zeph's  case  the  custom  seemed  to  be  merely 
an  inherited  tradition,  which  had  dwindled  into  a  habit 

purely  mechanical.      TiJ,  iiliiii  iiliFill  "iiji  T 

Of  a  rugged  race,   educated   in  hardness,   wringing  his 
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substance  out  of  the  very  teeth  and  claws  of  reluctant 
nature,  on  a  rocky  and  barren  soil,  and  under  a  Larsb, 
forbidding  sky,  who  hut  the  All-Seeiug  could  judge  him? 
In  that  hard  soul  there  may  have  been  thus  uncouthly 
Bxpreaaed  a  loyalty  for  Soraething  Higher,  however  dimly 
perceived.  It  was  acknowledging  that  even  he  had  hia 
master.  One  thing  is  certain,  the  custom  of  family 
prayers,  such  as  it  was,  was  a  great  comfort  to  the  meek, 
saint  hy  his  side,  to  whom  any  form  of  prayer,  any  pauao, 
from  earthly  care  and  looking  up  to  a  heavenly  Power, , 
was  a  hleflsed  rest.  In  thnt  daily  toil,  often  beyond  her 
strength,  when  she  never  received  a  word  of  sympnthy  or 

f      praise,  it  was  a  comfort  all  day  to  her  to  ^javp  hnd  » 
f  tnr    JTi    thp   "Rihlp   and    a    prqyer    in    tbp    rflfirnin..       Fvpn 

I  I  though  the  chapter  were  one  that  she  could  not  by  possi- 
I  bility  understand  a  word  of,  yet  it  put  her  in  mind  of' 
\  things  in  that  same  dear  book  that  she  did  understand] 
things  that  gave  her  strejigth  to  Jive  and  hope  to  die  by, 
and  it  was  enough!  Her  faith  in  the  Invisible  Piiend  was 
so  strong  that  she  needed  but  to  touch.ihe_Jieai_ji£_lji»— 
garment.  Even  n  tjjl'l'  "^  f;nnrn1ngiEfi  nut  nf  -frfi  hnnir 
Was  a  Hnrrpr^  ^Tinrm^   pn   iimnli  t  nf  priinr 

Four  sons  —  tall,  stout,  and  luddy,  in  different  stages  of 
progresBion  —  surrounded   the   table  and  caused  sausages, 

■       rye  and  Indian  bi-pml,  mid  p"^'-'  ""'^  hi^-in  ^npiriiy-ij^  h..-. 

'  appear.  Of  these  sons  two  oidy  were  of  the  age  to  vote. 
Zeph  rigorously  exacted  of  his  boys  the  full  amount  of 
labor  which  the  law  allowed  till  their  majority;  but  at 
twenty-one  he  recognized  their  legal  status,  and  began 
giving  them  the  wages  of  hired  men.  On  this  morning  he 
longed  to  have  his  way  as  to  their  vote ;  but  the  boys  had 
enough  of  his  own  nature  in  them  to  have 
will  of  their  own,  and  how  they  were  to  vote 
impenetrable  secret  locked  up  in  the  rocky 
their  own  bosoms. 
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As  soon  us  there  were  faint  red  streaks  in  the  wintry 

'  tkj,   Zeph's  filed  was  an  the  road,    well  loaded  up  with 

eord-wood  to   be  delirered  at  Colonel  Davenport's  door; 

[   for  Zeph   never  forgot  business    nor   the    opportunity   of 

eaming  an  holiest  penny.      The  oxen  that  drew  Mb  aled 

ere  sleek,  well-fed  beosts,  the  pride  of  Zeph's  heart;  aiid 

I  the  red  sunlight  darted  across  the  snowy  hills  their 

'l)reath  steamed  up,  a  very  luminous  cloud  of  vapor,  which 

in  a  few  momenta  congealed  in  sparkling  frost  lines  on 

their  patient  eye-winkers  and  every  little  projecting  hair 

around  their  great  noBea.     The  sled-runners  creaked  and 

grated  as  Zeph,  with  loud  "Whoa,"  "Haw,"  or  "Geo," 

ilirected  the  plodding  course  of  his  beasts.     The  cutting 

1  rJAeieh  wind  was  blowing  right  into  his  face;  his  shaggy. 

It  grizzled  eyebrows  and  buefay  beard  were  whitening  apace; 

ft^t  he  was  in  good  spirits  —  he  was  going  to  vote  against 

e  Federalists;  and  as  the  largest  part  of  the  aristocracy  of 

■Towii  Hill  were  Feileraliata,   be  rejokeJ   all   the   more. 

I'Zeph  was  a  ereature  bom  to  oppose,   as  much  ns  wbit« 

bears  are  made  to  walk  on.  ioe.      And  how,  we  ask,  would 

|M'ew  England's  rocky  soU  and  icy  hilla  have  been  made 

I  mines  of  weoith  unless  there  hail  been  human  beiiigs  bora 

I  to  oppose,  delighting  to  combat  and  wrestle,  and  with  an 

ionquerable  power  of  will  1 

Zeph  had  taken  a  thirteen-acre  lot  so  rocky  that  a  sheep 

[i.eould  scarce  find  a  nibble  there,  had  dug  out  and  blasted 


tnd  carted  the  rocks,  wrought  them  into  a  circumambient 
]  fence,  ploughed  and  planted,  and  raised  crop  after 
rop  of  good  rye  thereon.  He  did  it  with  heat,  with  zeal, 
irith  dogged  determination;  he  did  it  all  the  more  because 
■8  said  he  was  a  fool  for  trying,  and  that  he  could 
lever  raise  anything  on  that  lot.  There  was  a  stern  joy 
1  this  hand-to-hand  fight  with  nature.  He  got  liis  bread 
□n  did  his  honeycomb,  out  of  the  carcass  of  the 
n.      "  Out  of  the  cater  carae  forth  meat,  and  out 
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of  the  Btrong  came  forth  sweetnesH."  Even  the  sharp 
March  wind  did  not  annoy  him.  It  was  a  controveraial 
wind,  and  that  enited  him ;  it  was  fighting  him  all  the 
way,  and  he  enjoyed  heating  it.  Such  a  human  being  has 
his  place  in  the  Creator's  scheme. 

Poganuc  was,  for  a  etiU  town,  pretty  well  alive  on  that 
day.  Farmers  in  their  ^'1||P  ''""apy  ^TTipkai^'ith  their  long 
cart-whips,  anil  their  sleds  hitched  here  and  thcJe  at  differ- 
ent doors,  formed  frequent  objects  in  the  picture.  It  was 
the  day  when  they  felt  Ibemselves  as  good  as  anybody. 
The  court  house  was  surrounded  by  groups  earnestly  dis- 
cussing the  political  qncstions;  many  of  them  loafers  who 
made  a  sort  of  holiday,  and  interspersed  their  observationa 
and  remarka  with  visits  to  the  bar-room  of  Glazier's  Tav- 
ern, which  was  doing  a  thriving  business  that  morning. 

Standing  by  the  side  of  the  distributer  of  the  Federal 
votes  might  be  seen  a  tall,  tjiin  man,  with  a  white  head 
and  an  air  of  great  activity  and  keenness.  In  his  twin- 
kling eye  and  in  every  line  and  wrinkle  of  his  face  might 
he  read  the  observer  and  the  humorist ;  the  man  who  finds 
something  to  nmitse  him  in  all  the  quips  and  turns  and 
oddities  of  human  nature.  This  was  Israel  Dennie,  high 
sheriff  of  the  countY,_one  of  the  liveliest  and  ahre\?8*B*-- 
^~cS~T!TeTe3eral  leaders,  who  was,  so  to  speak,  crackling 
with  activity,  and  entering  into  the  full  spirit  of  the  day 
in  all  its  phases. 

"Here  comes  one  of  your  party,  Adams,"  he  said,  with 
a  malicious  side  twinkle,  to  the  distributer  of  the  Demo- 
cratic votes,  as  ATw  "Rnwlgp^  a  noted  mau-nnis  stijpt  qf  thn 
village,  appeared  out  of  Glazier's  bar-room,  coming  forward 
with  a  ratlier  uncertain  step  and  flushed  face. 

"Walk  up,  friend;  here  you  are." 

"I  'm  a-goin'  for  toleration,"  said  Abe,  with  thick  ut- 
terance. "We've  ben  tied  up  too  tight  by  these  'ere 
ministers,  we  have.     I  don't  \\ui\V  uu-ptieutui'uft,  I  don't 
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I  believe 
do." 


(  got  to   do  as  he  darn  plea 


I 


"And  go  straight  to  the  devil  if  he  wants  to,"  said 
Squire  Dennie  smoothly.  "Go  ahead,  my  boy,  and  put 
in  your  vote." 

"There  comes  old  Zeph  Higgins,"  he  added,  with  alert- 
ness; "let  us  have  a  bit  of  fun  with  him." 

"HuUoa,  Higgina;  step  this  way;  here  'e  Mr.  Atlaius  to 
give  you  your  vote.  You  're  going  to  vote  the  Democratic 
ticket,  you  know." 

"No,  I  ain't,  nuther,"  said  Zeph,  from  the  sheer  me- 
chanical instinct  of  contradiction. 

"Not  going  to  vote  with  the  Democrats,  HigginsJ  All 
right,  then  you 're  going  to  vote  the  Federal  ticket;  here 
■tia." 

"No,  I  Hin't,  nuther.  You  let  me  alone.  I  ain't 
o-goin'  to  he  dictated  to.  I  'm  a-goin'  to  vote  jest  as  I  'm 
a  mind  tet.  I  won't  vote  for  nuther,  ef  I  ain't  a  mind 
ter,  and  I  '11  vote  for  jest  which  one  I  want  ter,  and  no 


other 


De 


'So   you  shall,   Higgins, — so  you  shall,"  said  Squire 
sympathetically,  laying  his  hand  on  Zeph's  shoul- 


"I  sha'n't,  nuther;  you  let  me  alone,"  said  Zeph,  shak- 
ing olJF  the  sherifTs  hand;  and  clutching  at  the  Democratic   ■ 
ticket,  he  pushed  up  towards  the  polls. 

"There's  a  fellow,  now,"  said  Sheriff  Dennie,  looking 
after  him  with  a  laugh.  "That  fellow  'a  so  contrary  that 
be  hates  to  do  the  very  thing  he  wants  to,  if  anybody  else 
wants  him  to  do  it.  If  there  was  any  way  of  voting  that 
would  spite  both  parties  and  please  nohody,  he'd  take 
that  The  only  way  to  get  that  fellow  to  heaven  would 
be  to  set  out  to  drive  him  to  hell ;  then  he  'd  turn  and  run 
I   up  the  narrow  way,  full  chisel.'' 

It  was  some  comfort  to  Zeph,  however,  to  work  hia  way 
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up  to  the  polls  with  Judge  Belcher  right  in  front  and  with 
Colonol  Davenport's  aristocratic,  powdered  head  and  stately 
form  pushing  him  along  behind,  their  broadcloth  crowded 
againat  his  homespun  carter's  frock,   and  he,    Zephaniah, 
that  day  just  as  good  as  either.      He  would  not  have  been 
BO  well  pleased  if  he  knew  that  his  second  son,  Abner,  — 
following  not  long  after  him,  —  dropped  in  the  box  the 
Federalist  ticket.      It  was  hia  right  as  a  freeman ;  but  he 
had  no  better  reason  for  his  preference  than  the  wish  to 
please  his   mother.      He  knew  that   Dr.    Gushing  was  a 
Federalist,    and  that  his  mother  was  heart  and   soul  for 
everything    that    Dr.   Gushing    was  for,    and  therefore  he 
led  this  vote  for  his  mother;  and  thus,  as  many  times 
fbefore  and  since,  a  woman  voted  through  her  son.      In 
Ifact,  the  political  canvas  juat  at  this  epoch  had  many  fea- 
F  tures  that  might  shock  the  pious  sensibilities  of  a  good 
mother.      The  union  of    all  the  minor  religious  de- 
iiominatioas  to  upaet  the  dominant  rulo  of  the  Congrega- 
tional istsTiad  been  reinforced  and  supplemented  by  all  tliat 
Jacohi."  nnrl  irrpii^'nna  pjnrnc^if  which  the  Freuch  lievolu- 
^^H  tion  had  introduced  into  America. 

^^H  2Tie  Poganuc  "Banner,"  a  little  weekly  paper  ] 

^^H         \    ul  the  village,  expended  its  energies  in  coarse  an 
^^^H         l^ous  attacks  upon  ministers  in  general,  and  Dr.  Gushing  ii 
^^^1        /  particular.      It  ridiculed  church  members,  churches,    Sun-  < 
^^H       /    day-keeping,   preaching,  and  prayers;  in  short,  every  cub-  I 
^^H      /      torn,  preference,  and  prejudice  which  it  had  been  the  work 
^^H     /       of  years  to  establish  in  Now  England  'was  assailed  with 
^^H    1^  ,     vulgar  wit  and  ribaldry, 

^^H        I  Of  course,  the  respectable  part  of  the  Democratic  party 

^^H        !     did  not  exactly  patronize   these  views;  yet  they  felt  foi  ■ 
^^H  them  that  tolerance  which  even  respectable  people  often  J 

^^H  feel  in  a  rude  push  of  society  in  a  direction  where  they^ 

^^H  wish  to  go.      They  wanted  the  control  of  the  etate ;  and  i^^ 

^^H  rabid,    drinking,   irreligious  men  would  give^itto  thenfi'i 
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why  not  use  them  after  their  kind!  When  the  bnites  had 
won  the  battle  for  thoni,  they  would  take  care  of  the 
brutes,  and  get  thetii  back  Into  their  stalls. 

The  bar-room  of  Glazier's  Tavem  was  the  scene  of  the 
feats  and  boaats  of  this  class  of  voters.  Long  before  this 
time  the  clergy  of  Connecticut,  alarmed  at  the  ]irogrnsa  of 
intemperance,  had  begun  to  use  influence  in  getting  strin- 
gent^  laws  and  reatrMnts  upon  drinking,  aud  the  cry,  of  I 
course,  was,  " DownwInrtiiinQWsr''  I 

"Tell  ye  what,"  said  Mark  Merrill,  "we've  ben  tied 
up  BO  tight  we  could  n't  wink  mor'  'n  six  times  a  week,  and 
the  paismia  wmib-ta-gitot^aowe  MnHjEuJc^Lall;  and  we 
won't  have  it  so  no  louger; '  we'^regoin'  to  have  liberty." 

"Down  with  the  tithing-nian,  say  I,"  said  Tim  Sykee. 
"Whose  business  is  it  what  I  do  SiindaysJ  I  ain't  goin' 
to  have  no  tithing-raan  spying  on  my  liberty.  I  '11  do  jest 
what  I  'm  ft  mind  ter,  Sundays.  Ef  I  wan'  ter  go  a-tishin' 
Smidaya,  I  '11  go  a-fisbin'." 

"Tell  ye  what,"  said  Liph  Kingsley,  as  he  stirred  his 
third  glass  of  grog,  "this  'ere  priestcraft 's  got  to  go  down^ 
Reason  's  got  on  her  throne,  and  challW  i*  fUllin"^      T'm^ 
a  freeman  —  rbe." 

"You  look  like  it,"  said  Hiel,  who  stood  with  hia  hands 
in  his  pockets  contemptuously  surveying  Liph,  while  with 
leering  eye  and  unsteady  hand  be  stirred  his  drink. 

"That  'ere  's  what  you  call  Reason,  is't?  "  added  Hiel. 

"  Wal,  she  's  got  on  a  pretty  topplish  throne,  seems  to  me. 

I  bet  you  lieason  can't  walk  a  crack  now,"  he  said,   as 

Liph,  having  taken  off  hia  glass,  fell  with  a  helpless  dump 

I   upon  the  settle. 

"Sot  down  like  a  spoonful  of  apple  saas,"  said  Hiel, 

I  lookiEg    him    over  sarcastically.      The  laugh  now   turned 

I  against   the  poor    hnite,    and    Hiel    added,    "Wal,    boys, 

a'pose  you  like  this  'ere  sort  of  thing.      Folks  is  different^ 

for  my  part,  X  like  to  kinder  keep  up  a  sort  o 
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'f.wppn  mp  nni)  -i  hrifr,  That  'ere  'b  mj  taste :  but  you  'ri 
weleomo  to  yourn,"  and  Hiel  went  out  to  carry  hia  obaer 
vutiona  elsewhere, 

Hiel  felt  liia  own  importance  to  the  commimity  of  Poga-  ] 
nuc  Centre  too  much  to  have  been  out  of  town  on  tliia  I 
day,  wbeu  its  aiFaira  needed  ho  much  seeing  to;  therefore    I 
he  had  deputed  Ned  Bisael,  a  youth  yet  wanting 
years  of  the  votiitg  age,  to"Tlw«e  his  team  for  him  wLile    | 
be  gave  his  undivided  attention  to  public  interests;    and  1 
indeed,  as  iiearlj  Eua  mortal  man  can  be  omnipresent,  Hiel  I 
had  been  everywhere  and  heard  everything,  and,    as   the 
French  say,  "assisted"  generally  at  the  political  struggle. 
Hiei  considered  himself  as  the  provisional  oivner  and  care- 
taker of  the  town  of  Poganuc.      It  was  our  town,  and  Dr. 
ag  was  our  minister,    and  the  great  meeting-houee 
i  green  was  our  meeting-house,  and  the  singers'  seat 
n  was  our  singers'  seat,  nnd  lie  was  ready  to  het  c 
'  any  senaon,  or  action,  or  opinion  of  0111'  minister,      Hiel  ^ 
had  not  yet,   as  he  phrased  it,   experienced  religio 
joinedthe  church;  but  be  "calculated  he  should  some  of  J 
e  days."     It  was  n't  Dr.  Cusbing's  tault  if  ho  wasn't 
/converted,   be  was  free   to  affirm.      Hiel  had  been  excea- 
'  sively  scandalized  with  the  scurrilous  attacks  of  the  Po- 
ganuc  "Banner,"    and   felt  specially   called    to    show   liis 
colors  on  that  day.      He  had  assured  his  mother  on  going 
out  that  morning  tliat  she  needn't  be  a  mite  afeard,  for 
ho  was  a-goin'  to  stand  up  for  the  minister  tlirough  thick 
and  thin,  and  if  any  of  them  Democrats  "saassed"  him 
he  'd  give  'om  as  good  as  they  sent. 

In  virtue  of  his  ardent  political  zeal,  he  felt  himself 
to-day  on  equal  and  speaking  terms  with  all  the  Federal 
magnates;  he  clapped  Colonel  Davenport  on  the  shoulder 
aasuringly,  and  talked  about  "our  side,"  and  was  familiar 
with  Judge  Belcher  and  Shctiff  Dennie  —  darting  hither 
and  thither,  observiiig  and  reporting  with  untiring  zeol. 
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But,  after  all,  that  day  the  Democrats  heat,  and  got  the 
State  of  Connecticut.  Sheriff  Dennie  was  tha  first  to  carry 
the  news  of  defeat  into  the  parsonage  at  eventide. 

"Well,  doctor,  we  're  smashed.  Democrata  heat  us  all 
to  flinders." 

A  general  groan  arose. 

"Yea,  yes,"  said  the  sheriff.  "  Every  thinghasvoted 
that  pniili^  -I-""'  ""  jtg  bind  legs,  and  the  bogs  are  too 
many  for  us.      It 's  a  bad  beat  — bad  heat." 

That  night  when  little  Dolly  came  in  to  family  prayerB, 
Bhe  looked  around  wondering.  Her  father  and  mother 
looked  etricken  and  overcome.  There  was  the  sort  of 
heavineas  in  the  air  that  even  a  child  can  feel  when  deep 
emotions  are  aroused.  The  boys,  who  knew  only  in  a 
general  way  that  their  father's  side  had  been  beaten, 
looked  a  little  scared  at  his  dejected  face. 

"Father,  what  makes  you  feel  so  badi  "  said  Will,  with 
that  surprised  wonder  with  which  children  approach  emo- 
tions they  cannot  understand. 

"I  foal  fr-T  tiio  <;!inirni.  lll^r^m•^^  Tiij_"hili^, "  he  said,  and 
then  be  sung  for  the  evening  psalm :  — 

"  I  lore  thy  kingdom,  Lord, 
The  house  ottiimeaTiode; 
Tbe  Charch  our  6cai  Kedeeoier  WTed 
With  hi»  (iwu  precious  blood- 


In  the  prayer  that  followed  he  pleaded  for  New  England 
with  all  the  tf-*^'"*'"  •■^'•■^'■y  by  rhi"h  she  was  identi- 
fied with  God's  ancient  people  r  — 

"Give  ear,  O  Shepherd  of  Israel;  thou  that  leadest 
Joaepb  like  a  flock;  thou  that  dwellest  between  the  cheru- 
■  bims,  shine  forth.  .  .  .  Thou  hast  brought  a  vine  out  of 
Egypt;  thou  didst  cast  forth" the  "hdrtfien, "aHfl  planT^J""- 
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thou  preparedat  room  for  it  and  didst  cause  it  to  take  derp 
root,  and  it  filled  the  land.  The  hills  were  covered  with 
the  shadow  of  it,  and  the  boughs  thereof  were  like  the 
goodly  cedars.  Why  hast  thou  then  broken  down  her 
I  that  all  that  pass  by  the  way  do  pluck  her! 
The  boar  out  of  the  wood  doth  waste  it;  the  wild  beast  of 
the  field  doth  devour  it,  Eeturn,  we  beseech  thee,  0 
Lord,  and  visit  this  vine  and  vineyard  fhai-Uwn  hast 
planted  and  the  branch  that  T^hou  madeat  strong  for  thy- 

a  with  a  voice  tremulous  and  choking  with  emotion 
«hat  Dr.  Gushing  thus  poured  forth  the  fears  and  the  sor- 
i  of  his  heart  for  the  New  England  of  the  Puritans ; 
,- the    ideal    church    and   state  vtHue^t    Ihij'    i n   liKlii  i    tji 


Little  Dolly  cried  from  a  strange  childish  fear,  because 
of  the  trouble  in  her  father's  voice.  The  pleading  tones 
affected  her,  she  knew  not  why.  The  boys  felt  a  martial 
determination  to  stand  by  their  father  and  a  longing  to 
fight  for  him.  All  felt  as  if  something  deep  and  dreadful 
must  have  happened,  and  after  prayers  Dolly  climbed  into 
her  father's  lap,  and  put  botli  arms  around  his  neck,  and 
said,  "Papa,  there  sha'n't  anything  hurt  you.  I  '11  defend 
you."  She  was  somewhat  abashed  by  the  cheerful  laugh 
which  followed,  but  the  doctor  kissed  her  and  said,  "  So 
you  shall,  dear;  bo  sure  and  not  let  anything  catch  me," 
and  then  he  tossed  her  up  in  his  arms  gleefidly,  and  she 
felt  as  if  the  trouble,  whatever  it  was,  could  not  be  quite 

But  Dolly  marveled  in  her  own  soul  as  she  went  to  bed. 
She  heard  the  boys  without  stint  reviling  the  Democrats  as 
the  authors  of  all  mischief;  and  yet  Bessie  Lewis's  father 
Democrat,    and  he  seemed  a  nice,    cheery,    good- 


^L^      natured  mai 
^H         and  there  \ 


who: 


low  and  then  g 

mother,   dear  old  Madam  Lewis, 


vho 
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gave  her  the  Christmas  oooky.  How  could  it  hi?  tlint 
siiph  good  people  were  Democrats)  Poor  Dolly  liopclyssiy 
sighed  over  the  mystery,  but  dared  not  ask  questions. 

But  the  Rev.  Mr,  Coan  reiijiced  in  the  tpbiiH  nf  the 
election.  Kot  that  he  was  hy  any  means  friendly ~l 
•^eaa  of  the  Jacobinical  party  by  whose  help  it  had  been 
carried ;  but  because,  as  ho  said,  it  opened  a  future  fur  the 
church  —  for  he,  too.  I'fiij  hia-^i^M.  r.f  "'[''■fi  ''lnn-.-li  " 
Meanwhile  the  tnie  church,  invisible  to  human  eyes,  — 
one  in  spirit,  though  separated  by  creeds,  — -  was  praying 
and  looking  upward,  in  tlm  tj^^rt  "f  P|i|T|nn  and  Ritualist, 
in  the  heart  of  old  Madam  Lewis,  of  tlie  new  church, 
and  of  old  Mrs.  Higgins,  whose  soul  was  with  the  old 
meeting-house;  of  all  everywhere  who  with  humble  pur- 
pose and  divine  aspiration  were  praying,  "Thy  kingdom 
come;  Thy  will  bo  done." 

That  kingdom  waa  coming  even  then,  — for  its  coming  is 
in  safer  hands  than  those  on  either  side,  —  and  there  came 
a  time,  years  after,  whea..-ParBon  Gushing,  looking  back 
on  that  election  and  it«  consequences,  could  say  with 
•"tirr  '1if'in[;iiipli'"i  ("'nnnpptij'iit.  dergyimuit 

"I  suffered  more  than  tongueDaTTTellfor  the  best  thing  1 
fthat  ever  happened  to  old  Connecticut," 
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Dolly  went  to  bed  that  night,  her  little  soul  surging 
and  boiling  with  conjecture.  All  day  scraps  of  talk  about 
the  election  had  reached  her  ears;  her  nerves  had  been  set 
vibrating  by  the  tones  of  her  father's  prayer,  some  words 
of  which  yet  rung  in  her  ear  —  tones  of  passionate  pleading 
whose  purport  she  could  scarcely  comprehend.  What  was 
this  dreadful  thing  that  had  happened  or  was  going  to 
happen  ?  She  heard  her  brother  Will  emphatically  laying 
off  the  state  of  the  case  to  Nabby  in  the  kitchen,  and 
declaring  that  "the  Democrats  were  going  to  upset  the 
whole  state,  for  father  said  so." 

Exactly  what  this  meant  Dolly  could  not  conceive ;  but 
coupled  with  her  mother's  sorrowful  face  and  her  father's 
prayer,  it  must  mean  something  dreadful.  Something  of 
danger  to  them  all  might  be  ut  hand,  and  she  said  her 
"pray  God  to  bless  my  dear  father  and  motlier"  with 
unusual  fervor. 

Revolving  the  matter  on  her  pillow,  she  had  a  great 
mind,  the  nest  time  she  met  General  LamJa-^ith  his  smil- 
ing face,  to  walk  boldly  up  to  him  and  remonstrate,  and 
tell  him  to  let  her  papa  alone  and  not  upset  the  state ! 
Dolly  had  a  great  store  of  latent  heroism  and  felt  herself 
quite  capable  of  making  a  courageous  defense  of  her  father 
—  and  her  heart  swelled  with  a  purpose  to  stand  by  him 
to  the  last  gasp,  no  matter  what  came.  But  Sleep  soon 
came  down  with  her  downy  wings,  and  the  great  blue  eyes 
were  closed,  and  Dolly  knew  not  a  word  more  till  wakeil 
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by  the  jingling  of  sleigh-bella  and  the  creaking  of  sleds  at 
early  Bunrise. 

She  sprang  up,  dressed  quickly,  and  ran  to  the  window. 
ETidently  the  state  bad  not  been  upset  during  the  night, 
for  the  morning  wns  clear,  bright,  and  glorious  as  heart 
could  desire.  The  rosy  light  of  morning  tilled  the  air,  the 
dreary  anow-wreatha  lay  sparkling  in  graceful  lines  with 
tender  hues  of  blue  and  lilac  and  pink  in  their  shadows, 
and  merry  sleigh-bella  were  ringing,  and  the  boye  were  out 
snowballing  each  other  in  mere  wantonneaa  of  boy  life, 
while  Spring  was  barking  frantically,  evidently  resolved  to 
be  as  frisky  a  boy  as  auy  of  them.  The  fears  and  appre- 
hensions of  last  night  were  all  gone  like  a  cloud,  and  she 
Lurried  down  into  the  kitchen  to  find  Kabby  atirring  up 
her  buckwheat  batter,  and  running  to  the  window  to  see 
Hiel  go  by  on  the  stage,   kissing  his  hand  to  her  as  he 


"I  declare!  the  imperence  of  that  cretur,"  said  Nabby. 

"What,  HieU"  asked  Dolly. 

"  Yes.      Hiel  Jones!   hf  >  ti>o  ,■r.n,^,.i^^p^\^y^\^  fdlow  that 

er  I  did  see.  Yon  can't  look  out  of  a  window  but  he 
I  thinks  you  're  running  to  look  at  him." 

"And  wasn't  you  running  to  look  at  him!"  asked 
Dolly. 

"Tiim'^  "'  '~\--}—-  no!     What  should  I  want  to  look  at 

71  for!  I  jest  wanted  to  see  —  well,  them  horses  he  'a 
got." 

"Oh,"  said  Dolly. 

Upon  reflection  she  added:  — 

"I  thought  you  liked  Iliel,  Jfabby." 

"You  thought  I  liked  Hiel!"  said  Nabby,  laughing. 

"What  a    young  un!     Why,    I  can't    bear  the  sight  of 

1  him,"    and    Nabby    greased    her   griddle    with    combative 

^ energy.      "He  's  the  f 
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Dolly  reflected  on.  this  statement  gravely,  while  Uabby 
dropped  on  tlie  first  griddlef\il  of  cnkea;  finally  ahe  aaid:  — 

"If  you  don't  like  Hiel,  Nabby,  -what  made  you  sit  up 
so  late  with  him  Christmas  night )  " 

"Who  said  I  did  I"  said  Nahby,  beginning  to  turn 
griddie-cak«s  with  velocity. 

"Why,  Will  and  Tom;  they  both  aay  so.  They  heard 
when  Hiel  went  out  the  kitchen  door,  and  they  counted 
.ti^"  '''n''^  ati-iiri-.,^.  f.i.oiyp  jijjjt  p-  ),o  went.  WiU-oayo-Jie 
r^tissed  you,  too,  Nahby.      Did  heJ  " 

f       "Well,    if  ever  I  see  such    young   une!"  said  Kabby, 
flaming  carnation  color  over  the  fire  as  she  took  off  the    ^ 
cakes.      "That  Bill  is  saaesy  enough  to  physic  a  horn  bug. 
never  see  the  beat  of  him!  "  ' 

"  But  did  Hie!  stay  so  late,  Nnbby  1 " 

"Well,  yea,  to  be  sure  ho  did.  I  thought  I  never  should 
have  got  him  out  ot  the  bouse.  If  I  hadn't  let  him  kiaa 
me  I  believe  in  ray  soul  I'd  'a'  had  to  set  up  with  him 
till  morning ;  be  said  be  would  n't  go  without.  I  've  been 
mad  at  him  ever  since,  I  told  him.  never  to  show  Ma  face 
here  agaiD;  hut  I  know  he  '11  come.  He  does  it  on  pur- 
pose to  plague  me." 

"Tliat    is    dreadful!"    said    Dolly    meditatively.      "I 
wouldn't  let  him.      I'll  tell  you  what,"  she  added,  with 
animation,    "I'll    talk  to  him  and  tell  him   he  mustn't 
e  here  any  more.      Sha'n't  I,  Nabhy I" 

But  Nabhy  laughed  and  said,  "  No,  no ;  little  girla 
mustn't  talk  so.  Don't  you  never  say  nothin'  to  Hiel 
about  it;  if  you  do  I  won't  teU  you  no  more.  Here, 
carry  in  this  plat;i  n'  riilrr'trf''r  they  're  eatin'  breakfast, 
I  heard  your  pa  askin'  blessin'  just  alter  you  came  down. 
You  carry  these  in  while  I  ps^  r>n  t.hp  -nfii.  priddleful." 

Dolly  assumed  her  aeat  at  table,  but  there  again  the 
trouble  met  her.  Her  fatlier  and  mother  were  talking 
together  with  sad,  anxious  faces. 
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"It    IB    a    moat    myaterJQUs 
allowed,"  said  her  mothe 

"Yes,  my  dear,  '  olouda  and  darkness  are  lound  about 
Him,'  but  we  must  have  faith," 

Hero  Spring  varied  the  discourse  by  putting  his  sombre 
black  visage  over  Dolly's  arm  and  resting  his  nose  famil- 
iarly on  the  table,  whereat  she  couldn't  help  giving  Lim 
the  half  of  a  griddle-cake. 

"How  many  times  must  1  tell  you,  Dolly,  that  Spring 
is  never  to  be  fed  at  the  table!"  said  her  mother.  "I 
love  dogs,"  ehe  added,  "but  it  spoils  them  to  be  fed  at 
table." 

"Why,  papa  does  it  sometimes,"  pleaded  Tom. 

Mrs.  Gushing  was  obliged  to  confess  to  the  truth  of  this, 
for  the  doctor  wlipn  piirsiiiii|T  tlm  deeper  mazes  tjf  tbialn|ry 
was  sometimes  so  abstracted  that  his  soul  took  no  note  of 
what  his  body  was  doing,  and  he  had  been  more  than  once 
detected  in  giving  Spring  large  rations  under  the  table 
3  expounding  some  profound  mysteriesof  foreknow- 
ledtre  and  free  wilt.     ___  _  ~  " 

Tom's  "remark  was  a  home-thruBt,  but  his  mother  said 
reprovingly :  — 

'  Your  father  never  means  to  do  it ;  but  he  has  so  much 
to  do  and  think  of  that  he  is  sometimes  absent- minded."  . 

A  conscious  twinkle  might  have  been  observed  playing 
about  the  blue  eyes  of  the  doctor,  and  a  shrewd  observer 
might  have  surmised  that  the  offense  was  not  always 
Btrictly  involuntary ;  for  the  doctor,  though  a  most  docile 
and  tractable  husband,  still  retained  here  and  there  traces 
of  certain  wild  male  instincts  and  fell  at  times  into  singu- 
lar irregularities.  ±ie  had  been  known  to  upset  all  Mrs. 
Cushing's  nicely  arranged  yarn-baskets  and  stocking- baskets 
and  patch -baskets,  pouring  the  contents  in  a  heap  on  the 
floor,  and  carrying  tham  off  bodily  to  pick  up  chestnuts  in, 
when  starting  off  with  the  children  on  a  nutting  oxpedi- 
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tion.  He  would  atill  persist  at  intervals  in  going  to  hunt 
eggs  in  the  barn  with  Dolly,  and  jn  t.ting  the  fruits  of  the 
searcli  in  his  coat-tail  pocket,  though  he  had  once  been 
known  to  sit  down  on  a  pocketful  at  a  preparatory  lecture, 
the  bell  for  which  rung  while  he  was  yet  on  the  haymow. 

On  this  occasion,  therefore.  Spring  made  an  opportune 
diversion  in  the  mournful  turn  the  conversation  was  taking. 
The  general  tone  of  remark  became  slightly  admonitory 
on  the  part  of  Mrs.  Cuahing  and  playfully  defensive  on 
the  part  of  the  doctor.  In  their  "  heart  of  heart "  tha 
boys  believed  their  father  sometimes  fed  Spring  when  ha 
did  know  what  he  was  about,  and  this  belief  caused  con- 
stant occasional  lapses  from  strict  statute  law  on  their  part. 

That  morning,  in  prayers,  their  father  read,  "God  is 
our  refuge  and  atiengthj  a  very  preaent  help  in  time  of 
trouble.  Therefore  will  we  not  fear,  though  the  earth  be 
removed;  though  the  mountains  be  carried  into  the  midst 
of  the  sea;"  and  at  those  verses  he  stopped  and  said, 
"There,  my  dear,  there  must  be  our  comfort."  And  then 
they  sung :  — 

"Oh  God,  our  help  in  ages  paal, 
Our  hope  for  years  to  coine, 
Our  alieitor  from  ihe  etormy  lilaet, 
And  onr  eteraal  homB." 

Then  in  prayer  he  plead  for  the  Church  —  the  Church 
of  God,  thnriiif  nf  hin  plnnting — -iind  said :  — 

"  Whefftlie  enemy  cometh  in  like  a  flood,  may  Thy 
spirit  lift  up  a  standard  against  them;"  and  again  Dolly 
trembled  and  wondered.  But  after  prayers  Bill  suddenly 
burst  back  into  the  house. 

"Oh!  mamma,  there  is  a  bluebird!     Spring  is  come!" 

"A  bluebird!  Impossible  so  early  in  March.  Ton 
must  be  mistaken." 

"No.  Come  to  the  door;  you  can  hear  him  just  as 
plain!" 

And  sure  enough,  on  the  highest  top  of  the  great  button- 
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ball-tree  opposite  the  house  sat  the  little  blue  angel  ringing 
with  all  his  might  —  a  living  sapphire  dropped  down  from 
the  walls  of  the  beautiful  city  above,  A  moat  aaogiuDe 
and  itupmJent  hluebin!  certainly  he  muat  have  been, 
though  the  day  wsa  so  lovely  biuI  the  great  icicles  on  tbe 
s  of  the  house  were  actually  commencing  to  drip.  But 
there  undoubtedly  he  was  —  herald  and  harbinger  of  good 

"Tt  JR  an  omen."  said  the  doctor,  as  he  put  his  arms 
fondly  round  his  wife.  "The  Lord  liveth,  and  blessed  be 
our  rock ! " 

And  the  boys  atld  Dolly  ran  out,  shouting  wildly :  — 
"There's  been  a  bluebird.      Spring  if  7unii"n        I     "T 
B  coming!" 
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Yes,  spring  was   coming;   the   little   blue   herald  wasj 
right,  though  he  must  have  ehiUed  his  beak  and  ivoz 
toes  as  he  sat  there.      But  he  came  from  the  great  Some-*B 
where,    where  things  are  always  briglit;   where   life   and! 
summer  and  warmth  and  flowers  are  forever  going  on  while  \ 
we  are  bound  down  iinder  ice  and  snow.      There  was  a   I 
thrill  in  the  hearts  of  all  the  children  that  day,  with  n-    \ 
Bions  of  coming  violeta,  hepaticas,  and  anemones,  of  green 
grass  and  long  bright  sunny  rambles  by  the  aide  of  the 
Poganuc  River,     The  boys  were  so  premature  in  hope  as 
to  get  out  their  store  of  fish-liooka,  and  talk  of  trouting. 
The  linp^nr  InnVprl  ijyef  his  box  of  EBrdep-seeds,  and  read 
the  labels.      "Early  Lettuce,"  "Early  Cucumbers,"  "Sum- 
mer   Squashes,"  —  all    this   was    inspiring    reading,    and 
seemed  to  help  him  to  have  faith  that  a  garden 
ing  round  again,  though  the  snowbanks  yet  lay  over  the 
garden-spot  deep  and  high.     All  day  long  it  thawed  and 
melted;  a  warm  south  wind  blew,  and  the  icicles  dripped,  T 
so  that  there  was  a  continual  patter.      Two  circumstflnoes  ^ 
of  importance  in  Dolly's  horoscope  combined  on  this  happy 
day:  Hiel  invited  Nahby  to  an  evening  sleigh-ride  after 
supper,  and  Mrs,  Davenport  invited  her  father  and  mother 
to  a  tea-drinking  at  the  same  time. 

Hotwithstanding  her  stout  words  about  Hie],  Nabbj  t 
the  most  brazen  and  decided  maimer  declared  her  intention 
to  accept  his  invitation,  because  (as  she  remarked)  "  lEel 
had  just  bought  a  brand-new  sleigh,  and  Almiry  Smith  had 
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I  publicly  that  a/ie  was  going  to  bave  the  first  ride  in 
that  'ere  sleigb,  and  sbe  would  like  to  sbow  Aliniry  that 
she  (lida't  kuow  everything."  Nnbby  had  inherited  from 
her  father  a  fair  share  of  combativeiiess,  which  was  always 
bubbling  and  boiling  within  her  comely  person  at  the  very 
idea  of  imaginary  wrongs;  and  as  she  escitedly  wiped  her 
teacups  ahe  went  on;  — 

"That  'ere  Almiry  Smith  is  a  stuck-up  thing;  always 
I  turning  up  her  nose  at  me,  and  talking  about  my  being  a 
What  'a  the  difference )     I  live  out  and  work 
a  to  home  and  works.      I  work  for  the  minia- 
[J  B^t  my  dollar  a  week,  and  ahe  works  for 
and  don't  git  nothin'   but  just  her  board  and 
So  I  don't  see  why  she  need  take  a 
sba'n't  do  it!" 
But  there  waa  a  tranquil izing  influence  breathing  c 
I  Nabby'fl  soul,   and  she  soon  blew  off  the  little  stock  of 
'  spleen  and  invited  Dolly  into  her  bedroom  to  look  at  her 
new    T  "clifirn    bnnnnf,    just    home    from   '. 
niilliner-ahop,  which  she  declared  waa  too  sweet  for  a 
Sj  thing.      Now.    Le^hT"    '—■■""►"    lyprp    n    npwly  imported 


this  period  the  belles  of  New  England  had  v 

straw,   abundantly  pretty,   and   often  braided  by  the  fair 

lingers  of  the  wearers  themselves,  while  they  studied  their 

lessons  or  read  the  last  novel  or  poem.     But  this  year  Miss 

Hetty  Davenport,  and  Miss  Ellen  Dennie,  and  the  blo( 

L  jng  daughters  of  the  governor,  and  the  fair  Maria  Gridley 

I  had  all  illuminated  their  respective  pewa  in  the  meeting- 

I  house  with  Leghorn  fiats  —  large  and  fine  of  braid,  and 

I  tremulous  with  the  delicacy  of  their  fibre.      Similar  v 

I  ders  appeared  on  the  heads  of  the  invpnjlB  nri^fntrni-y  nf   ' 

f  the    Episcopal    church ;    and    the    effect    was    inimoiiiate. 

■jyiraw  [jonncts  were  "nowhere."     To  have  a  Leghorn  was 

the   thing;    and  Miss  Hinsdale   imparted  those   of  many 
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qualities  and  prieee,  to  suit  customers.  Nahby's  was  not  ] 
of  so  fiae  a  braid  as  that  of  the  governor's  daughters;  still 
it  was  a  real  Leghorn  hat,  and  her  soul  was  satisfied.  She 
wanted  a  female  bosom  to  sympathize  with  her  in  this  joy, 
and  Dolly  was  the  chosen  one.  Proud  of  this  confidence, 
Dolly  looked,  exclaimed,  admired,  and  assisted  at  the  toi- 
let trial  —  yet  somewhat  wondering  at  the  facility  withil 
which  Nabby  forgot  all  her  stringent  declarations  of  the 
morning  before. 

"You  don't  suppose  he  would  dare  to  kiss  you  again, 
Nahby  1 "  Dolly  suggested  timidly,  while  Nabby  stood  at 
the  glass  with  her  bonnet  on,  patting  her  curls,  shaking  her 
bead,  pulliug  into  place  here  a  bow  and  there  a  flower. 

"Wby,  DoUy  Cusbing,"  said  Nabby,  laughing,    "what  ' 
a  young  un    you  are  to  remember  things!     I  nev 
such  a  child! " 

"But  you  said"  —  cried  Dolly. 

"Oh,  never  mind  what  I  said.      Do  you  suppose  . 
keep  that  fellow  in  orderl     I  'd  just  like  to  have  him  try  | 
nd  see  what  he'd  get!     There  now,  what  do   i 
you    think    of    that  ? "     And    Nabby    turned    round    and 
showed  a  general  twinkle   of  nodding  flowers,    fluttering 
ribbons,  bright  black  eyes,  and  cheeks  with  laughing  dim- 
ples which  came  and  went  aa  she  spoke  or  laughed. 

"Nabby,  I  do  declare,  you  are  splendid,"  said  Dolly. 
"  Kiel  said  once  you  was  the  handsomest  girl  in  Foga> ' 


1  Well,  I  '11  let  him  know  a  thing  or  j 
two  before  I've  done  with  him;  and  Almiry  Smith,  too,  f 
with  her  milk-and-water  face  and  stringy  curls." 

"  Did  that  bonnet  cost  a  great  deal  1  "  asked  Dolly. 

"What  do  you  mean,    child T"   asked  Nabby,   turning 
quickly  and  looking  at  her, 

"Nothing,    only  Mrs.    Davenport  said   that  hired  girls 
were  getting  to  dress  just  like  ladies. " 
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rNabby  Bared  up  ami  grew  taller,  and  seemed  about  to 
rise  from  the  6oor  in  spontanecrus  combustion. 

"I  declare!"  she  said.      "That's  just  like  these   'ere 

^  stuck- up  Town  Hill  folks.      Do  they  think  nobody  's  to 

navo  silk  gowns  and '  'teg'om  bonnets  but  them  I     Who  's 

I  a  better  right,  I  should  like  to  knowT  Don't  we  work  for 
our  money,  and  ain't  it  our'n?  and  ain't  we  just  as  good 
OB  they  be)  I  '11  buy  just  such  clothes  as  I  see  lit,  and  if 
■Jiybody  don't  like  it  why  they  may  lump  it,  that's  all. 
I  'vB  a  better  right  to  my  bonnet  than  Hetty  Davenport 
has  to  hera,  for  I  earned  the  money  to  pay  for  it,  and  she 
jnat  lives  to  do  nothing,  and  be  a  bill  of  expense  to  her 
folks." 
Dolly  cowered  under  this  little  hurricane;  but  Poganuc 
being  a  windy  town,  Dolly  bad  full  experience  that  the 
best  way  to  meet  a  sudden  gust  is  to  wait  for  it  to  blow 
itself  out,  as  she  did  on  the  present  occasion.  In  a 
minute  Nabby  laughed  and  wa«  herself  again ;  it  was  im- 
possible to  be  long  uncomfortable  with  a  flower  garden  on 
one's  head. 
"I  shall  be  lonesome  to-night  without  you,  Nabby," 
said  Dolly;  "the  boys  talk  Latin  to  me  and  plague  me 
when  I  want  to  play  with  them." 
"Oh,  I  heard  Mis'  Gushing  say  she  was  going  to  take 
you  to  the  tea-party,  and  that  '11  be  just  as  good  for  you." 
Dolly  jumped  up  and  down  for  joy  and  ran  to  her 
mother  only  to  ha^e  the  joyful  tidings  confirmed.  "I 
shall  never  leave  Dolly  alone  in  the  bouse  again,  with 
nobody  but  the  l»ys,"  she  said,  "and  I  shall  take  her 
with  lis.      It  wOl  be  a  lesson  in  good  manners  for  her." 

It  may  have  been  perceived  by  the  intimations  of  these 

sketches  hitherto  that  there  were  in  the  town  of  Poganuc 

I  two^dis_tillct  circles  of  people,  who  mingled  in  public  affairs 

I  as  citizens  and  in  church  affairs  as  communicants,  but  who 

I  rarely  or  never  met  on  the  same  social  plane.     There  was 


I 
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the  haute  noblesse — very  affably  disposed,  and  paiiectly 
-p.'mllinp  to  condesceiid;  and  there  was  the  pmnt}  Ap-^^i^fm^y ^ 
prouder  than  the  noblejg^f^'hQ  wouldn't  be  condescended 
topaiHl  iuRisLfid  un  having  their  way  and  their 
literal,  actual  standpoint  of  the  original  equality  of  humrm 
beings.      The  sons  and  daughters  of  fanners  and  mechan- 
ics would  willingly  exchange  labor  with  each  other;    the 
daughters  would   go    to    a    neighboriug   household 
daughters  were  few,  and  help  in  the  family  work,  and  tht 
Bona  likewise  would  hire  themselves  out  where  there 
a  deficiency  of  man-power;  but  they  entered  the   family 
as  full  equals,   sharing  the  same  table,   the 
ments,    the   same   social  freedoms,    with  the  family  they 
I  served.      It  was  because  the  Town  Hill  ffimilies  wished  to 
I  hire^ervanta,   according  to  the  njj_W"r|ri  Tdgptation  of 
I  the  term,  that  it  became  a  matter  of  exceeding  difficulty 
to  get  any  of  the  free  democratic  citizens  or  citizenesses  to 
1  come  to  them  in  that  capacity.     Only  the  absolute  need 
of  money  reconciled  any  of  them  to  taking  such  a  place, 
and  then  they  took  it  with  a  secret  heart-burning  and  a 
salous  care  to  preserve  their  own  personal  dignity. 
Nabby  had  compromised  her  pride  in  working  for  "the 
I  minister,"  for  the  minister  in  early  New  England  times 
'  was  the  first  gentleman  of  the  parish,  and  a  place  in  his 
family  was  a  ditfetent  thing  from  one  in  any  other.     Nev- 
ertheless, Nahhy  required  to  be  guided  with  a  delicate  hand 
uid  governed  with  tact  and  skill.      There  were  things  that 
no  free-bora  American  girl  would  do,  and  Mrs.   Cushiug    . 
had  the  grace  not  to  expect  those  things.      For  instance, 
.""  ^nTlljpp  f^'rl  wniilil  pnmi-  ii^  ^^^e  ringing  of  a  hell.      To 
expect  this  would,  as  they  held  it,  be  to  place  them  on  a 
levc'l  wi'^^  tliP  "p(f''.a.»a-atiii  retained  as  servants  in  some  old 
lamilieB^     It  was  nselesiS  to    argue    the  point!     Safeby'a 
cheeks  would  flush,  and  her  eyes  flash,  and  the  string  o£  . 
her  tongue  would  be  loosed,    and   she  would  pour  forth  ] 
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(torrents  of  declamation  if  one  Bttempted  to  show  that  call- 
ing by  a  bell  was  no  worao  than  calling  hy  the  voice  or 
Kaendisg  out  one  of  the  children.  Mrs.  Cushiug  did  not 
Btry  to  do  it.  Another  point  was  the  right  to  enter  the 
ybouae  by  the  front  door.  Now,  ns  Nahby'a  %fiW*Jaj:_yjX 
rthe  kitchen  and  as  i-p-  cii^oping,  mnTn  Trnrr^juat  jjmxg,  it 
I  manifestly  an  inconvenience  to  enter  by  any  other 
1  the  kitchen  door.  Nevertheless,  she  liad  heanl  tlie 
ftcubject  discussed  among  other  girls,  and  had  admired  the 
[jBpirit  shown  by  her  intimate  friend,  Maria  Pratt,  when 
,  Israel  Deyter  pointed  out  to  her  the  propriety  of 
I  entering  by  the  back  door,  — "Mrs.  Deyter,  do  you  think 
\  there  will  be  a  back  and  a  front  door  to  heaven  1 " 

But  Mrs.  Cusbing  avoided  the  solution  of  this  theologi- 
cal problem  by  looking  on  with  a  smile  of  calm  a 
wben  Nabby  very  conspicuoiiely  and  perse veri ugly  persisted 
in  entering  by  the  front  door  the  first  week  of  ber  engage- 
ment with  the  family.  Aa  nothing  was  said  nnd  nothing 
done  about  it,  Nabby  gradually  declined  into  doing  what 
was  most  convenient  —  went  the  shortest  way  to  her  work 
and  room.  Nabby  was  in  her  way  and  place  a  person 
worth  making  concessions  to,  for  slie  was  a  workwoman  > 
not  to  be  despised.      Her  mother,  MrsnirgghiM,  iiusuuil''  \ 
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r  of  those  almost  fabulous  wonders  of  household  genius  who 
I  T>y  earl2__iiaing,._arder,  system,  neatness,  and  dispatch  re- 
I  duced  the  seemingly  endless  labors  ol  a  large  family  to  the 
I  Very  minimum  of  possibility.  Consequently  there  was 
I  little  occasion  for  the  mistress  of  a  family  to  overlook  or 
I  to  teach  Nabby.  Wlien  she  entered  the  household  she 
l.auTveyed  the  situation  with  trained  eyes,  took  an  account 
t  all  work  to  be  done,  formed  liersjet^m,  and  walked 
B  through  it  daily  with  energetic  ease,  always  securing  to  her- 
Sself  two  or  three  hours  of  leisure  every  day  in  which  to  do 

^maxims  in  which  she  bad  been  brought  up,  a  girl  that  did 
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not  "do  up  her  work  in  the  morning,"  so  as  to  have  this 
interval  of  leisure,  'was  not  mistress  of  lior  busineBS. 
washing-days  Xabby's  work  began  somewhere  in  the  latter 
I  part  of  the  night,  and  daylight  saw  her  flags  of  victory 
I  waving  on  the  lines  in  the  shape  of  renovated  linen,  and 
Nahby  with  great  composure  getting  breakfast  as  on  any  ^ 
other  day,  ■ 

She  took  ait  her  appointed  work  as  a  matter  of  course.    I 
Strong,  young,  and  healthy,  she  scarcely  knew  what  fatigue  J 
was.      She  was  cheerful,  obliging,  and  good  tempered,  as  '\ 
thoroughly  healthy  people  generally  are.      There  i 
be  sure,  a  little  deposit  of  gunpowder  in  Nabby's  nature,    ] 
and  anybody  who  chose  to   touch  a  match   to  her 
esteem,  her  sense  of  personal  dignity  or  independenci 
likely  to  see  a  pretty  lively  display  of  fireworks ;  but  it 
was  always  soon  over,  and  the  person  making  the  experi- 
ment did  not  generally  care  to  repeat  it.      But  Hiel  Jones 
foimd  this  chemical  eitperiment  irresistibly  fasciaating,  and 
apparently  did  not  care  how  often  he  burned  his  fingers 
with  it.      Hiel  was  somewhat  blogS  with  easy  conquests. 

The  female  sex  have  had  in  all  ages  their  spoiled  favor- 
ites, who  are  ungrateful  just  in  proportion  to  the  favora 
bestowed  upon  them;  and  Hiel  was  in  bis  circle  as  much 
courted  and  pursued  with  flattering  attentions  as  any 
--spoiled  tenor  of  ihL  niuduliT opera.  For  him  did  Lucinda 
and  Jane  bake  surreptitious  mountains  of  sponge-cake. 
Small  tributes  of  cream,  butter,  pies  of  various  name  and 
mode],  awaited  him  at  different  stopping-places,  and  were 
banded  him  by  fair  hands  with  flattering  smiles.  Tlie 
Aimira  of  whom  !Nabby  discoursed  with  such  energetic 
vehemence  had  knit  Hiel  a  tippet,  worked  his  name  on  a 
pocket-handkerchief  with  her  hair,  and  even  gone  so  fat 
as  to  present  him  with  one  of  the  long  yellow  curls  which 
Nabby  was  pleased  to  call  "stringy."  Nabby's  curls  cer- 
tainly could  not  have  merited  any  such  epithet,  ae  every 
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separate  oue  of  them  had  a  will  and  a  way  of  its  own,  and 
were  to  tho  fuil  as  mutinons  as  their  mistress.  Yet 
Hiel  would  have  given  more  for  one  of  those  rebellious 
curls  than  for  all  Almira's  smooth-hrushed  locks ;  and 
although  a  kiss  from  Nabby  was  like  a  kiss  from  oue  on 
an  electric  stool,  snapping  and  prickling  at  every  touch, 
yet  somehow  the  perverse  Hiel  liked  the  excitement  of 
the  shock, 

Hiel'a  tactics  for  the  subjugation  of  a  female  heart  were 
in  the  spirit  of  a  poet  be  never  heard  of:  — 

"  Piquo  h«r,  snd  Eoothe  in  turns; 
Soon  pussiou  crowtiB  tby  hopea." 

He  instituted  a  series  of  regular  quarrels  with  Nobby, 
varied  by  flattering  attentions,  and  delighted  to  provoke 
her  to  anger,  sure  that  she  would  say  a  vast  deal  more 
than  she  meant,  and  then,  in  the  reaction  whicli  is  always 
sure  to  follow  in  the  case  of  hot-tempered,  generous  people, 
he  should  find  his  advantage.  So  when  the  stars  looked 
out  blinking  and  winking  through  a  steel-blue  sky,  Kabby, 
in  the  fascinating  new  bonnet,  was  handed  into  tho  smart 
new  sleigh,  tucked  in  with  Hiel  under  a  profusion  of 
buffalo  robes,  and  went  jingling  away,  A  su liner  and  a 
^danee  ^wnif:pi|  f.lipn^  nf.  «  'Jill!'|;fi  tuveru  ten  miles  pg.  and 
other  sleighs  and  other  swains  with  their  ladies  were  on 
the  same  way,  where  we  take  our  leave  of  them  to  follow 
our  little  Dolly  into  the  parlors  of  the  haute  noblesse. 


CHAPTER   XII 
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When  Doljy  found  herself  arrayed  in  her  red  dress  and 
red  shoes,  her  hair  nicely  cnrled,  she  was  ao  happy  that, 
to  speak  Bcripturally,  she  leaped  for  joy  —  flew  round  and 
round  with  her  curls  flying,  like  a  little  madcap  —  till 
her  mother  was  obliged  to  apply  a  sedative  exhortation. 

"Take  care,  DoUy  —  take  care.  I  can't  take  you,  now, 
unless  you  are  good.  If  you  get  ao  wild  as  that  I  shall 
have  to  leave  you  at  home.     Come  here,  and  let  me  talk 

And  Dolly  came  and  stood,  grave  and  serious,  at  her 
mother's  knee,  who,  while  she  made  over  and  arranged 
i  of  the  tnmhled  curls,  proceeded  to  fortify  her  mind 
for  the  coming  emergency  with  suitable  precepts, 

"It's  a  great  thing  for  a  little  girl  like  you,  Dolly,  to 
he  allowed  to  sit  up  with  grown  people  till  nine  o'clogk,  ^ 
and  to  go  out  with  your  mamma,  and  I  want  you  to  be 
very  careful  and  hehave  as  a  good  little  girl  should.  I 
take  you,  so  that  you  may  learn  good  manners.  Now, 
mber,  Dolly,  you  must  n't  speak  to  any  of  them  unless 
you  are  spoken  to." 

Doily  reflected  on  this  precept  gravely,  and  then  said:  — 

"Don't  they  speak  to  any  one  except  when  they  are 
spoken  to  ? " 

"Yea,  my  dear,  because  they  are  grown-up  people,  and 
know  when  to  speak  and  what  is  proper  to  be  said.  Little 
girls  do  not;  so  they  must  be  silent.  Little  girls  shonld 
e  seen  and  not  heard. " 
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Dolly  knew  this  masim  by  heart  already,  and  she  no 
;  more  questioned  the  propriety  of  it  than  of  any  of  the 
t  great  laws  of  nature.       • 

After  an  interval  of  serious  reflection  she  asked:  — 
"But  if  any  of  them  should  talk  to  me,    then  I  may 
talk  to  them;  may  II  " 

"Yes,  my  dear;  if  anybody  talka  to  you,  you  must 
answer,  but  be  cureful  not  to  talk  too  long." 

"Bo  you  think,  momma,  that  Judge  Gridley  will  Ixi 
I    there)" 

"  Yes,  my  dear,  I  presume  so. " 
"Because  I  am  acquainted  with  him,"  remarked  Dolly 
gravely;  "he  always  talks  to  me.     He  meets  me  aomelinics 
coming  home  from  school  and  talks  to  me.      I  am  glad  he 
.  ■will  be  there." 

Mrs.  Gushing  smiled  aside  to  her  husband  as  she  was 
tying  on  Dolly's  little  hood,  and  then  her  father  took  her 
Up  iD  Ms  arms  and  they  started. 

Tea-parties  in  the  highest  circles  of  Poganuc  begaJ 

sis  anil  ended  at  nine;  and  so  when  Dolly  and  hi 

ana  mother  arrived  they  found  a  room  full   of    people. 

Colonel  Davenport  was  a  tall,   elegant  man,  with  an  ujh 

right,  soldierly  carriage,  his  hair  powdered  white,  and  tied 

in  a  queue  down  bis  back;  hia  eyes  of  a  clear,    piercing 

I  blue,  looking  out  each  side  of  a  iveil-defined  aquiline  nose; 

voice  deep  and  musical,  with  a  sort  of  resonance  which 

li  spoke  of  one  used  to  command.      The  colonel  was  one  of 

I  the  most  active  members  of  the  church,  —  the  one  who  in 

I  the  absence  of  the  pastor  ofticiated  as  lay  reader,  and  ren~ 

I  dered   the  sermon    and   made  the    prayers,    in    the    same 

[  Bonorous,  military  voice  that  suggested  the  field  and  the 

I  commander.      Mrs.   Davenport,  a  lady  of  delicate  and  re- 

I  fined  appearance,   with  a  certain  higb-bred  manner  toned 

r  down  to  a  kind  of  motherly  sweetness,  received  the  doctor 

and  Mrs.   Gushing  with  effusion,  kissed  and  patted  Dolly 
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oil  the  cheek,  and  remarked  what  a  nice  little  girl  she  was 
yetting  to  be;  and  the  colonel  stooped  down  and  took  her 
hand,  like  an  affable  eagle  making  court  to  a  little  hum- 
ming-bird, and  hoped  she  was  quite  well,  to  which  Dolly, 
quite  overcome  with  awe,  answered  huskily,  "Very  well, 
I  thank  you,  sir," 

Then  kind  Mrs.  Davenport  busied  herself  in  otdericg 
to  the  front  a  certain  little  chair  that  had  a  family  history. 
This  was  duly  hrought  and  placed  for  Dolly  by  old  Cato, 
an  ancient  negro  servitor  of  the  colonel's,  who  had  once 
served  as  his  waiter  in  the  army,  and  had  never  recovered 
from  the  sense  of  exaltation  and  dignity  conferred  by  this 
experience.  Dolly  sat  dovfn,  and  began  employing  her 
eyes  about  the  hJgh  and  dainty  graces  of  the  apartment. 

ornamented  with  fnniily  ^mrtrnitsliv  Copley.  In  the  fire- 
place, the  higli  brass  andirons  sustained  a  tnagtiificent  fire, 
,  Huapping  and  sparkling  and  blazing  in  a  manner  gorgeous 
to  behold.  Soon  Cato^came  in  with  the  tea  on  a  waiter, 
followed  by  Venus,  his  wife,  who,  with  n  ^'fih  wTiit.a 
luiJmt  'III  lii'i  liiiiiil  and  a  clear-starched  white  apron  in 
Mront,  bore  after  him  a  tray  laden  with  delicate  rolls,  sand- 
wiches, and  multiplied  and  tempting  varieties  of  cake. 
Dolly  spread  her  handkerchief  in  her  little  lap,  and  com- 
ported herself  as  nearly  as  possible  as  she  saw  the  grand 
ladies  doing,  who,  in  satin  and  velvet  and  point  lace,  were 
making  themselves   agreeable,    and  taking  their  tea  with 


The  tea-parties  of  Poganuc  were  not  wanting  in  euhjects 
for  conversation.  It  was  in  rule  to  discuss  the  current 
literature  of  the  day,  which  at  that  time  came  from  across  . 
the  water  — the  lasi. articles  in  the  "Etlinburgh  Review," 
the  latest  Waverley  novel,  the  poetry  of  Moore,  Byron, 
Southey,  and  Wordsworth  —  all  came  under  review  and 
had  place  of  consideration. 
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In  those  days,  when  newspapers  were  few  and  scnaty, 
■when  places  were  isolated  and  trnvel  was  tedious  and  un- 
certain, the  intellectual  life  of  cultivated  people  was  in- 
tense, A  book  was  ari  event  in  Poganuc.  It  was  heard 
ofnrat  across  the  ocean,  and  wiitched  for,  as  one  watches 
for  the  rising  of  a  new  planet.  While  the  English  packet 
was  slowly  laboring  over,  bearing  it  to  our  shores,  expeuta- 
tion  was  rising;  and  when  tbe  book  was  to  lie  found  in 
the  city  book-stores  an  early  copy  generally  found  its  way 
to  the  iJlite  circle  of  Fogom^Cf 

iJevcr  in  this  day  —  generation  of  jaded  and  sal«d  liter- 
ary appetite  —  will  any  one  know  the  fresh  and  eager  joy, 
the  vivid  sensation  of  delight,  with  which  a  poem  like 
"The  Lady  of  the  Lake,"  a  novel  like  "Ivanhoe,"  was 
received  in  lonely  mountain  towns  by  a  people  eager  for  a 
new  mental  excitement.  The  young  folks  called  the  rocks 
and  glens  and  rivers  of  their  romantic  region  by  names 
borrowed  from  Scott;  they  clambered  among  the  crags  of 
Benvenue  and  sailed  on  the  bosom  of  Loch  Katrine. 

The  students  in  the  law  offices  and  the  young  ladies  of 
the  first  families  had  their  reaiiing  circles  and  their  literary 
partialities,  —  some  beinf;  ]i[^rtiinii>^  nf  Rymn^  t»^t.|p  nf  Sf »»,  - 
etc., — and  there  was  much  iiicocent  spouting  of  poetry, 
promising  youths  who  tied  flif-ir__nprn  ghirt 
a  black  ribbon,  and  professed  disgust  at  the 
hollow  state  of  human  Happiness  in  general,  and  there  were 
compassionate  young  ladies  who  considered  the  said  young 
men  all  the  more  interesting  for  this  state  of  mysterious 
desolation,  and  often  succeeded  in  the  work  of  consoling 
^^K  them.  It  must  be  remarked,  however,  that  the  present 
^^B  gathering  was  a  married  people's  party,  and  the  number  of 
^^H  young  men  and  maidens  was  limited  to  the  immediate 
^^B  family  connections.  The  young  people  had  their  parties, 
^^H  with  the  same  general  decorum,  where  the  conversation 
^^H    was  led  by  them.      In  the  elderly  circles  all  these  literary 


Ther 
collars  with 
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and  social  topics  came  under  discussioii-  Occasion  all] 
JwdgaJBiilcligrjWlio  was  an  authority-i"  ii*:°-°'-j'  -ntj-ioi 
would  hold  tliB  ear  of  the  drawing-room  while  he 
parallel  hetwRen  the  tiratiiatio  haniUing  of  Scott's  characters 
aa  compared  with  those  of  Shakespeare,  or  gave  an  analyai 
of  the  principles  of  the  Lake  School  of  Poetry.  The 
judge  was  an  admirable  talker,  and  people  iu  general  liked 
to  hear  him  quite  aa  well  as  he  liked  to  hear  himself,  and 
BO  liis  monologues  proceeded  nf.yii.  con. 

On  tliis  particular  evening,  however,  literature  was  for- 
gotten in  the  eagerness  of  politics.  The  news  from  the 
state  elections  was  not  io  tliose  days  spread  by  telegraph; 
it  lumhered  up  in  Btages,  and  was  recorded  at  most  in 
weekly  papers ;  but  enough  had  eome  to  light  to  make  the 
Poganuc  citizens  aware  that  the  State  of  Connecticut  had 
at  last  been  revolutionized,  and  gone  from  the  Federalists 
to  the  Deraocrats. 

Judge  Belcher  declaimed  upon  the  sutject  in  language 
/  which  made  the  very  hair  rise  upon  Dolly's  head. 

"Yea,  fiir,"  he  said,  addressiag  Dr.  Gushing,  "I  con- 
sider this  as  the  ruin  of  the  State  of  Connecticut!  It's 
thi^ triumph  nf  tl^"  '""'■'■  |Witb  ;  the  reign  of  sans-culotte- 

I  should  not  he  surprised,  sir,  at  an  explosion  that  will 
blow  up  all  our  institutions !  " 

Dolly's  eyes  grew  larger  and  larger,  although 
a  little  comforted  to  observe  the  judge  carefully  aelecting 
a  particular  variety  of  cake  that  he  was  fond  of,  and  help- 
ing himself  to  a  third  cup  of  tea  in  the  very  midst  of  these 
shocking  prognostications.  Dolly  had  not  then  learned 
■   the  gfise  and  suavity  of  mind  withjthich  both  then  and 

tiona  declare  their  conviction  that  the  country  is  going  to 
tuin.  It  never  appears  to  have  any  immediate  effect  upon 
the  appetite.     Dolly   looked  at  her  father,   and  thought 
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lie  assented  with  Bomewhat  of  a  saddened  air;  and  Mrs. 
Davenport  looked  concerned;  and  Mrs.  Judge  Gridley  said 
it  was  a  very  dark  Providence  why  such  things  were  per- 
mitted, but  a  little  while  after  was  commending  the  deli- 
cacy of  the  cake,  and  saying  alie  must  inquire  of  Venus 
ftbout  her  peculiar  mode  of  confection.  Judge  Gridley  — 
rignt  eyes,  who 


sith  bright 

I    tiio^  r|](i-fiini)jj(fjPi[    small-clothes,    knee  shackle  a.    Bilk__ 

Bt.npkirijyHj  and  low  sbnpB  —  liatl  fixed  his  eyes  upon  Dolly 

I  for  some  time,  and  now  crossing  the  room  drew  hei  with 

1  into  a  corner,   saying,  "Come,  now,  Miss  Dolly,  you 

I  and  I  are  old  friends,  you  know.     What  do  you  think  of 

all  these  things  1" 

"Oh,  I  'm  so  glad  you  came,"  said  Dolly,  with  a  long 
p  sigh  of  relief.  "I  hoped  you  would,  because  mamma  said 
I  I  mustn't  talk  unless  somebody  spoke  to  me,  and  I  do  so 
I  want  to  know  all  about  those  dreadful  things.  What  ia 
f  a  volcano  1     Please  tell  me !  " 

""Why,  my  little  Puss,"  he  said,  lifting  her  in  his  lap 
I  and  twining  her  curls  round  his  finger,  "what  do  you  want 
^  to  know  that  for  t  " 

"Because  I  heard  Judge  Belcher  say  that  we  were  all 
l<iver  a  volcano  and  it  would  blow  us  all  up  some  day.  Is 
lit  like  powder  1" 

"You  dear  little  soul!  don't  you  trouble  your  head 
I  about  what  Judge  Belcher  says.  He  uses  strong  language. 
I  He  only  means  that  the  Democrats  will  govern  the  state." 

"And  are  they  so  dreadfully   wicked  1"   asked  Dolly. 

.  want  to  tell  you  something "  —  and  Dolly  whispered, 

Jesaio  Lewis's  father  is  a  Democrat,  and  yet  they  don't 
■■seem  like  wicked  people," 

"!No,  my  dear;  when  you  grow  up  you  will  learn  that 

ere  are  good  people  in  every  party." 

"Then  you  don't  think  Bessie's  father  is  a  bad  man)" 
I  aaid  Dolly,      "I'm  so  gladi" 
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I  bad  party  ;  that  is  what  I 


"No;  he  'a  a  good 
think." 

"I  wish  you'd  talk  to  him  and  tell  hini  not  to  do  all 
these  dreadful  things,  and  upset  the  state,"  said  Dolly. 
"I  thought  the  other  night  /would;  but  I  'ni  only  a  little 
girl,  you  know;  he  would  n't  mind  me.  If  I  was  a  grown- 
up woman  I  would,"  she  said,  with  her  cheeks  flushing 
and  her  eyes  kindling.  Judge  Gridley  laughed  softly  to 
himself  and  stroked  her  head. 

"  When  you  are  a  grown-up  woman  I  don't  doubt  you 
can  make  men  do  almost  anythiag  you  please,  hut  I  don't 
think  it  would  do  any  good  for  me  to  talk  to  General 
Lewis;  and  now,  little  Curly-wnrly,  don't  bother  your 
pretty  head  about  politics.  Neither  party  will  turn  the 
world  upside  down.  There  'a  a  good  God  above  us  all, 
my  little  girl,  that  takes  care  of  our  country,  and  he  will 
bring  good  out  of  eviL      So  now  don't  you  worry." 

"I'm  afraid,  Judge  Gridley,  that  Dolly  is  troubling 
you,"  said  Mrs.  Gushing,  coming  up. 

"Oh,  dear  me!  madam,  no;  Miss  Dolly  and  I  are  old 
acquaintances.     We  have  the  best  possible  understanding." 

But  jiist  then,  resounding  clear  and  loud  through  the 
windy  March  air,  came  the  pealing  notes  of  the  nine 
o'clock  bell,  and  an  immediate  rustle  of  dresses,  and  rising, 
and  shaking  of  hands,  and  cutting  short  of  stories,  and 
uttering  last  words  followed.  For  though  not  exactly 
backed  by  the  arbitrary  power  which  enforced  th^ 


bratgd-cujieSa.  yet  the 
■  authoritative    institutions 
sound  all  obedjeni 

e-fires,    putout_candles, 
'     going  to  rest.      Old   Ca|)taii 
'Ttintasy-  soldier,  no  longer 
commanding  post 


to  rake  u 

wornout  Eevolu-  i 
for  hard  service,  had  this  ' 
Poganuc,   and  no  matter  how  high 
blew  the  wind,  how  fiercely  raged  the  storm,  the  captain 
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in  hia  white  woolon  greatcoBt,  with  three  little  capes  to 
it,  stamped  hia  way  through  thu  snow,  pulled  vuliantly  on 

I  the  rope,  and  lot  all  the  hills  and  volleya  of  Pogonuc  know 
that  the  hour  of  rest  had  come.  Then,  if  it  were  a  young 
people's  party,  each  young  roan  chose  out  his  maiden  and 

■  asked  the  pleasure  of  seeing  lier  home;  and  in  the  clear 
frosty  night  and  under  tlie  silent  stars  many  a  word  was 
said  that  could  not  be  said  by  candle-light  indoors,  — 
■whereof  in  time  came  lifelong  results. 


CHAPTER   XIII 


COLONEL    DAVENPORT 


HIB    EXPERIENCES 


A  FEW  days  after  the  tea-party,  Colonel  and  Mrs.  Dav- 1 
enport  came  to  take  tea  at  tlie  parsonage.  It  wai 
engagement  of  long  standing,  and  eagerly  looked  forwardj 
to  by  the  children,  who  with  one  accord  fcegged  that  they  ■ 
might  he  allowed  to  ait  up  and  bear  the  colonel's  etoriea. 
For  stories  of  the  war  it  was  known  the  colonel  could 
tell ;  the  fame  of  them  hovered  in  vague  traditions  or 
hills  and  valleys  of  Poganuc,  and  whenever  he  was  ti 
in  the  circle  it  was  always  in  the  programme  of  hope  that 
he  might  be  stimulated  and  drawn  out  to  tell  of  aom 
the  Btirriiig  scenes  of  his  camp-life.  In  a  general  way,  * 
too,  the  children  were  always  glad  to  have  company.  The 
preparations  had  a  festive  and  joyous  air  to  their  minds. 
Mrs.  Cuahing  then  took  possession  of  the  kitchen  in  ] 
son,  and  various  appetizing  and  nuggestive  dainties  and 
condiments  stood  about  in  startling  profusion.  Dolly  and 
the  boys  stoned  raisins,  pounded  cinnamon,  grated  nut- 
megs, and  beat  eggs  with  enthusiasm,  whOe  Nabby  heated 
the  oven  and  performed  the  part  of  assistant  priestess  in 
high  and  solemn  mysteries.  Among  her  many  virtues  and 
graces,  Mrs.  Gushing  had  one  recommendation  for  a  coun- 
try minister's  wife  which  commanded  universal  respect: 
she  could  make  cake.  Yea,  more,  she  could  make  such 
cake  as  nobody  else  could  make  ■ —  not  even  Colonel  Daven- 
port's Venus.  So  the  children  had  stoned  raisins,  without 
eating  more  than  the  natural  tribute  to  be  expected  in  such 
casea;  they  had  been  allowed  iti  perquisites  a  stick  of  cin- 
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lamon  apiece;  and  the  pound;cake,_Jhe_s£gjjgajalier-*i*«-- 
Kfruit-cake,  and  tjie  tea- rusks   weia   each   in   their  kind  a 
*■  perfect  success. 

During  ten-tirae  every  word  uttered  by  the  colonel  was 
eagerly  watched  by  attentive  and  much- dee iring  ears ;  but 
L  m  yet  no  etory  came.      The  vivacity  imparted  by  two  or 
■three  cups  of  the  best  tea  was  oil  spent  in  denuticialioiia 
I'Of  the  Democrats,   their  schemes,  designs,  and  dangers  to 
Bthe  country,  when  the  colonel  and  Dr.  Gushing  seemed  to 
rith  each  other  in  the  vigor  and  intensity  of  their 
Bpiogno&tications  of  evU.      But   after  tea  there  came    the 
genial  faoui  of  the  social  siUdown  in  front  of  the  andirons, 
^ben  the  candles  were  duly  snuffed,  and  the  big  forestiek 
lad  burned  down  to  glowing  coals,  and  the  shadows  played 
in  uncertain  flashes  up  and  down  the  walls  of  the  lire- 
lighted  room;  and  then  the  colonel's  mind  began  traveling 
a  rond  hopeful  to  his  listening  auditors.      From  Democracy 
^fa  Jefferson,    from  Jefferson   to   France  and   the  French 
Levolution,  the  conversation  led  by  easy  gradations,   and 
ice  to  the  superior  success  of  our  own  Revolution  — 
a  Lafayette  to  Washingtort 

Wow,  the  feeling  of  the  doctor  and  of  his  whole  family 
I  General  Washington  was  to  the  full  as  intense  as  that 
i  the  ancient  Israelites  for  Moses.  They  were  never  tired 
'  hearing  the  smallest  particular  about  him  —  how  he 
»ked;  how  be  walked;  what  he  wore;  the  exact  shade 
f  his  eyes;  the  least  word  that  ever  dropped  from  his  lips, 
"You  have  no  doubt  whatever  that  t.lw  gpTiBTnl  was  a 
leligious  manl"  said  the  doctor,  propounding  what  waa 
(ver  his  most  anxious  inquiry  with  regard  to  one  who  had 
intered  on  tlie  Invisilile  Verities. 
"Not  a  doubt,  sir,"  waa  the  colonel's  reply,  in  those  ring- 
flog  and  decisive  tones  which  were  characteristic  of  him. 
I  "I  have  always  heard,"  pursued  the  doctor,  "that  hej 
1  was  eminently  a  man  of  prayer."  / 
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"Eminently  so,"  said  the  colonel.      "The  general,  sir, 

in  f'hnntj.nnitj,  nnti  I  tliink  he  waa  sustained  in  all  tlia  i 
trying  emergencies  of  the  wiir  by.hiu  fuilli  ili"lllu  &ed^  I 
Iha^  sir,  I  have  not  a  doulit  of," 

X"That  has  always  been  my  belief,"  said  the  doctor;., 
/'bnt  I  am  glad  to  bear  you  say  so." 

'ea,  sir,"  added  the  colonel,  with  energy;  "hie  infla- 
n  the  army  was  openly  and  decidedly  that  of  a  Chria- 
You  recollect  hia  general  order  at  one  time,  escns- 
ling  soldiers  and  sailors  from  fatigne-dnty  on  Sunday,  that 
I  they  might  have  time  to  attend  religioiis  aerviee,  and  hia 
I  remarks  upon  the  custom  of  profane  swearing  in  the  army; 
he  reminded  hoth  officers  and  men  that  '  we  could 
I  hut  little  hope  of  the  blessing  of  Heaven  upon  our 
we  insult  it  by  impiety. '  " 
"Yes,  I  remember  all  that,"  said  the  doctor.  "^Nothing 
could  have  been  better  worded.  It  must  have  had  an  im- 
mense influence.  But  does  it  not  seem  astoniahiug  that 
a  military  man,  going  through  the  terrible  scenes  that  he 
did,  should  never  have  been  tempted  to  profanity  J  I 
declare,"  said  the  doctor  musingly,  "I  would  not  answer 
for  myself.  There  were  times  in  that  history  when  with.^ 
nnt  Yjf^^^\i-nft-jTrMiB  I  am  quite  sure  /  could  not  have  held 
myself  in. " 

"Well,  sir,  since  you  speak  on  that  subject,"  said  the 
colonel,  "I  am  free  to  say  that  on  one  occasion  I  saw  our 
general  carried  beyond  himself.  I  have  often  thought  I 
would  like  to  tell  you  the  circumstances,  doctor." 

There  was  a  little  edging  towards  the  colonel,  both  of 
the  doctor  and  Mrs.  Gushing,  as  the  colonel,  looking 
dreamily  far  into  the  hickory  coals,  said;  — 

"Yes,  sir;  that  was  one  of  those  critical  times  in  our 
war,  when  it  turned  on  the  events  of  a  few  hours  whether 
we  had  been  the  nation  we  are   now,    or  trodden  down 
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iiider  the  British  heel ;    whether  Washingtcm   had    been 
B  President  of  the  United  States,  or  hanged  for  trea- 
I^BOQ.      It  was  at  the  time  of  the  Long  Island  retreat.'' 

"And    you    were    there  1  "    asked    Dr.    f 'ushing.      The 
[doctor  knew  very  well  that  the  colonel  was  there,  and  was 
eager  to  draw  him  out, 

"There?  Sir,  indeed  I  was,"  answered  the  colonel. 
"I  shall  never  forget  it  to  my  dying  day.  We  had  been 
fighting  all  day  at  terrible  odds,  our  men  falling  all  around 
us  like  leaves,  and  the  British  pressing  close  upon  us ;  so 
close,  that  when  it  grew  dark  we  could  Lear  every  move- 
ment in  their  camp,   every  sound  of   pick,   or  shovel,    or 

■  gun.  Our  men  had  got  behind  their  intrenchmeuta,  and 
1. there  the  enemy  Btopi>ed  pursuing.  What  a  night  that 
B%aB!     We  were  deadly  tired  — dispirited  as  only  fellows 

1  be  that  have  seen  their  friends  shot  down  about  them; 

I  tents,   no   shelter,    and  the   sentries   of  the  victorious 

anemy  only  a.  quarter  of  a  mile  from  our  linee.     ITearly 

I'two  thousand,  out  of  the  five  thousand  men  we  had  in  the 

ffight,  were  killed,  wounded,  or  missing.      Well,    it  was  a 

Ifcrrihly  anxious  night  for  Washington ;  for  what  had  we 

Klo  expect,  next  day  7     He  went  round  at  four  o'clock  in 

the  morning  to  see  to  us  and  speak  a  word  of  cheer  here 

■  and  there.  It  was  a  cold,  drizzling,  gloomy,  rainy  morn- 
ing, but  we  could  see  through  the  fog  a  large  encampment; 
and  they  were   intrenching  themselves,    though   tlie   rain 

.  drove  them  into  their  tents.  The  day  advanced,  continu- 
I'ing  rainy  and  stormy,  and  they  made  no  move  to  attack 
Our  scouts,  that  were  out  watching  the  motions  of 
Jthe  enemy  down  at  Ked  Hook,  got  a  peep  at  the  shipping 
KBt  Staten  Island,  and  saw  at  once  that  there  was  a  mgve- 

■  nnent  and  bustle  there,  as  if  there  were  something  on  foot; 
ind  they  got  the  idea  that  the  enemy  were  planning  at 
^m  of  tide  to  come  up  behind  us  in  the  East  River,  and 

!  ofi"  from  the  army  in  New  York.      Sir,  that  was 
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just  what  they  were  meaning  to  do;  and  if  they  had, 
ehoiild  have  been  caught  there  like  rats  in  a  trap,  the  v 
would  have  been  ended,    and  Washington  hanged.      T 
party  hurried  back  to  tell  the  genonil.      A  council  of  waj 
was  held,  and  it  was  decided  that  we  oli  must  cross  to  Neil 
York  that  very  night.      There  it  was;  nine  thousand  men," 
with  a!!  our  baggage  and  artillery,   to  steal  away  in  the  J 
night  irom  that  great  army,    and   they  so  near  that  ' 
could  hear  every  dog  that  barked  or  man  that  whietli 
among  them. " 

"How  wide  was  the  place  to  he  crossed  1" 
doctor. 

"Full  three  quarters  of  a  mile,  sir,  and  with  a  raf^ 
tide  sweeping  through.  As  the  Lord's  providence  wou] 
have  it,  Colonel  Glover  had  just  come  in  that  day  with  1 
Marhlehead    regiment  —  thirteen   hundred    fishermen    i 

JjM,  .aiich  as  thfi-gflcl 

"GloriouB!"   exclaimed   tliB   doctor.     "God   bless  1 
Marblehead  boys ! ' 

"Yes,  they  saved  us,  under  God  and  the  general;  i 
never  could  have  crossed  without  them. 

"Well,  the  general  sent  to  the  quartermaster  to  imprei 
all  the  boats  and  transports  of  every  kind  that  could  1 
got,  and  have  them  ready  by  evening.      By  eight  o'clock" 
they  were  all  at  Brooklyn,  and  under  the  management  of 
the  Marblehead  regiment.      Word  was  given   out  i 
army  to  be  prepared  for  a  night  attack,  and  the  poor  fet 
lows,  tired  as  they  were,  were  all  up  and  ready  t 
on  order. 

"Then  Washiugton  ordered  General  Mifflin's  brigade,' 
including  what  remained  of  our  regiment,  to  stay  and  ket 
the  intrenchments,  with  guards  and  patrols  and  sentinels 
posted,  to  make  the  enemy  believe  we  were  there,  while., 
the  rest  all  moved  down  to  the  water  and  embarked. 

"Now  I  tell  you,  sir,  it  was  a  good  deal  harder  to  s 
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I  there  than  to  be  moving  just  then.  We  were  wide  awake 
I  and  we  counted  the  uiinutea.  It  ia  always  longer  to  those 
I  vho  wait  than  to  those  who  work.  The  men  were  true 
eteel,  but,  poor  fellows,  there  ia  a  limit  to  human  endur- 
I  ance,  and  they  got  pretty  restive  and  nervous.  So,  be- 
I  tween  you  and  me,  did  we  officers,  too.  Standing  still  in 
I  such  a  danger  ia  a  thousand  times  worse  than  fighting. 

"Finally  the  men  began  to  growl  and  mutter;  it  was  all 
re  could  do  to  hold  them;  they  were  sura  the  army  had 
rossed  —  word  must  have  been  sent  to  them!     So,  finallj, 
[■when  Washinjj'ton's  aid  miaunderstood  hia  order  and  came 
fcranning  to  say  that  we  were  to  move  down,  we  started  on 
■the  double-quick  and  got  to  the  shore.      There  we  found 
|tbat  the  tide   had  turned,    a  strong  northeast  wind  was 
wing,  the  boats  had  been  brought  without  oais  enough 
)  convey  the  troops,   the  sailboats  were  uoahle  to  make 
■bead  against  wind  and  tide,  and  full  half  the  army  were 
1  Long  Island  shore ! 
"Washington  stood  there  amid  the  confusion  and  per- 
plexity—  when,  in  the  midst  of  his  troubles,  down  we  all 
ne. 

"  Sir,  I  never  saw  a  mortal  being  look  as  General  Wash- 
ilLgton  looked  at  us.      He  ordered  us  hauk  with  a  voice 

like  thunder,  and  I  never  heard  au^ih  a  tpfriHi;  mllpy  pf 

curses  as  ho  poured  out  upon  us  when  the  men  hesitated. 
Sir,  that  man  was  so  dreadful  that  we  all  turned  and  ran. 
I  We  had  rather  face  the  judgment  day  than  face  bim. 
[Jpon  my  soul,  I  thought  when  I  turned  back  tliat  I  was 
jgoing  straight  into  eternity,  hut  I  had  rather  face  death 

"And  he  swore  1 " 

"Indeed  he  did  — hut  it  wis  not  profine  swetriiig;  it 

iras  not  taking  God  s  nime  in  vain,  for  tt  «ent  us  hack  aa 

B  had  been  chased  hy  lightning     It  was  an  awful  hour, 

i  he  saw  it;  it  ww  life  or  death,  country  or  no  tountry." 
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"Sir,"  eaid  Dr.  Gushing,  starting  up  and  pacing  th) 
room,  "it  was  the  oath  of  the  Lord!  It  would  be  profai 
p  call  it  swearing."  | 

"Yes,  sir,"  said  the  colonel,  "you  remember  that  one  I 
time  Moses  threw  down  both  tables  of  the  law  and  broke  I 
them,  and  the  Lord  did  not  reprove  him."  | 

"Exactly,"  answered  the  doctor;  "he  saw  his  nation  '. 
going  to  ruin  and  forgot  all  else  to  save  them.      Tin.  Lnni-*-' 

ItnnVij  lir-iw   t.n  iljfHnguJBh." 

"Dut,  sir,"  said  the  colonel,  "I  never  tell  this  except 
y  to  the  initiated.  No  man  who  saw  Washington  then 
f  dared  ever  to  allude  to  it  afterward.      He  was  habitually 

n,    80    f.nllpiitjil  ^    ei^    iaB)f-aat>i»imJ^    tTiaf    tliio    outbjlist 

le  more  terrific.  Whatever  ho  felt  about" 
settled  betiveen  him  and  his  Maker.  No  man  ev 
account  with  him." 

TliEE  followed  a  few  moments  of  silence,  when  Dolijp 
emerged  from  a  dark  corner  —  her  cheeks  very  much 
flushed,  her  eyes  very  wide  and  bright  —  and  pressing  up 
to  the  colonel's  knee,  said  eagerly,  "  But,  oh  please,  sir, 
what  became  of  you  and  the  men )  " 

The  colonel  looked  down  and  smiled  as  he  lifted  Dolly^ 
on  his  knee.      "Why,  my  little  girl,  here  I  am,  you  e 
I  wasn't  killed  after  all." 

"But  did  you  really  go  clear  hacki"  asked  Dolly. 

"Yes,  my  dear,  we  all  went  hack  and  stayed  two  or  threo^H 
hours;  and  when  it  came  morning  we  made  believe  to  bsV 
the  whole  army.  We  made  our  fires,  and  we  got  our  break-  \ 
fasts,  and  we  whistled  and  talked  and  made  all  the  stir  vi 
could,  but  as  the  good  Lord  would  have  it  there  was  such  J 
a  thick  fog  that  you  could  not  see  your  hand  before  yourfl 
face.  You  see  that  while  the  fog  hung  over  the  island  and  J 
covered  us,  it  was  ali  clear  down  by  the  river. 

"Why,  that's  just  the  way  it  was  when  they  crossed  I 
the  Red  Sea,"  said  Dolly  eagerly;  "wasn't  it,  papa?" 
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"Something  so,  my  dear,"  said  her  father;  but  her 
mother  made  her  a  sign  not  to  talk. 

"How  long  did  it  take  to  do  the  whole  thing!  " 

"Weil,  thanks  to  those  Maiblehead  boys,  by  daybreak 
the  greater  part  of  the  army  were  eafo  on  the  New  York 
side.  A  little  after  daylight  we  marched  off  quietly  and 
went  down  to  the  ferry.  Washington  was  still  there,  and 
we  begged  him  to  go  in  the  first  boat;  hut  no,  he  was 
immovable.  He  saw  us  all  ofi",  and  went  himself  in  the 
very  last  boat,  after  every  man  was  in." 

"  What  a  glorious  fellow !  "  said  the  doctor. 

"Please,  sir,"  said  Will,  who,  with  distended  eyes,  had 
been  listening,  "what  did  the  British,  say  when  they 
found  outl  " 

The  colonel  laid  his  head  hack  and  gave  a  hearty  laugh. 

"They  had  a  message  sent  them,  by  a  Tory  woman 
down  by  tlje  ferry,  what  was  going  on.  She  sent  her 
black  servant,  and  he  got  through  our  American  lines,  hut 
was  stopped  by  the  Hessians,  wlio  could  not  understand 
his  gibberish,  and  so  kept  him  till  long  after  all  was  over. 
Then  a  British  officer  ovcrLaided  him  and  was  pretty  well 
amazed  at  hia  story.  He  gave  the  alarm,  and  General 
Howe's  aid-de-oamp,  with  a  body  of  men,  climbed  over 
the  intrenchmenta  and  found  all  deserted.  They  hurried 
down  to  the  landing  just  in  time  to  see  the  rear  boats  half- 
way across  the  river." 

"Well,  that  is  almost  like  the  crossing  of  the  Red  vSea," 
said  the  doctor. 

"Oh,  weren't  the  British  furious!  "  cried  Bill. 

"Yes,  they  did  fire  away  at  the  boats,  and  one  straj;- 
gling  boat  they  hit  and  forced  the  men  to  return;  but  it 
turned  out  only  three  vagabonds  that  had  come  to  plunder." 

It  was  after  the  nine  o'clock  bell  had  dismissed  the 
colonel  and  his  lady  that  the  doctor  noticed  the  wide  and 
radiant  eyes  of  little  Dolly  and  his  boys. 
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"My  ehildren,"  lie  said,  "to  use  the  name  of  the  great 
God  solemnly  and  earnestly  for  a  great  and  noble  purpose 
ia  not  to  '  awear. '  Swearing  is  talting  God's  holy  name 
1  u  trifling  way,  for  a  trivial  purpose  —  a  thing 
which  our  great  and  good  general  never  did.  But  this 
story  I  would  rather  you  would  never  repeat.  It  might 
not  be  understood. " 

"Certainly,"  said  Bill,  with  proud  gravity;  "cgamon 
hovs  wouldn't  underatand  —  and,  Dolly,  don't  you  tell, " 

1  r  shouldn't,"  Baid  Dolly,      "I  never  shall 
tell  even  Nabby,  nor  Bessie,  nor  anybody," 

And  afterwards,  in  the  family  circle,  when  General 
Waehington  was  spoken  of,  the  children  looked  on  one 
another  witli  grave  importance,  as  the  trusted  depositarieB 
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IfoTwiTHSTANDiNG  the  apparition  of  the  bluehird  ana 

lithe  sanguine  hopes  of  the  boys,  the  winter  yet  refused  to 

I  quit  the  field.      Where  these  early  bluebirds  go  to,   that 

r  come  to  cheer  desponding  hearts   in    arctic    regions    like 

I  Poganuc,    IB   more   than   one   can  say.      Birds'    wings  are 

I  ■wonderful  little  affairs,  and  may  carry  them  many  hundred 

f  southward  miles  in  a  day,      Dolly,  however,  had  her  own 

theory  about  it,  and  that  was  that  the  bird  went  right  up 

into  heaven,  and  there  waited  till  all  the  snowstorms  were 

I  over.      Certain  it  was  that  the  Poganuc  people,  after  two 

[  promising  days  of  thaw,   did  not  fall  short  of  that  "six 

[  weeks'  sledding  in  March  "  which  has  come  to  be  provor- 

biaL 

The  thaw,  which  had  dripped  from  icicles  and  melted 
from  snowbanks,  froze  stiffer    than    ever,   and  then  there 
came    a    two    days'  snowstorm  —  good,   big,   honest    snow 
I  ieathers,  that  fell  and  fell  all  day  and  all  night,  till  all  the 
re  great  white  nightcaps,  the  paths  in  front  of 
[  all  the  house  doors  had  to  be  shoveled  out  again,  and  the 
r  farmers  with  their  sleds  turned  out  to  break  roads.      The 
I;  doctor  was  planning  a  tour  in   hia  sleigh  to    fulfill    his 
ffionthlyjiaiiul.  of__visiting    the    schools^     Schools    there 
f  always. were  in  every  districtpEbm  the  time  the  first  log 
I  Bchoolhouse  had  heen  erected  in  the  forests,  down  to  the  'I 
I,    as    now,    the  schoolhouse    is    a   comfortable,    J 
i- well-furnished  building. 

In    the    doctor's    day    the    common    schoolhouses    were 
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little,  mean  ahantiea,  built  in  the  cheapest  possible  matt^l 
ner,  cousiating  of  one  small  room  antl  a  vestibule  for  hang-  ^ 
ing  bonnets,  hate,  and  dinner-basliets.  In  winter  a  box  1 
etove,  the  pipe  of  which  passed  through  one  of  the  n 
dows,  gave  warmth.  Blackboards  were  unknown.  The 
teacher's  care  waa  simply  to  hear  reading  in  the  Bible  and 
the  "Columbian  Orator;"  to  set  copies  in  ruled  copy- 
books ;  to  set  "sums"  from  Daholl's  "Arithmetic;"  to 
teach  jjarsing  from  Murray's  "Grammar; "  to  mend  pens, 
and  to  ferule  and  thrash  disorderly  scholars.  In  the  sum- 
mer months,  when  the  big  boya  worked  in  the  fields,  a 
woman  generally  held  away,  and  taught  knitting  and  sew- 
ing to  the  girls.  On  Saturday  all  recited  the  "Assembly's 
Catechiamj"  and  once  a  month  the  minister,  and  sometimes 
his  wife,  came  in  to  hear  and  commend  the  progress  of  the 
scholars. 

One  of  the  troubles  of  a  minister  in  those  times  was  so 
to  liold  the  balance  aB  to  keep  dowa  neighborhood  quarrela; 
—  not  an  easy  matter  amoug  a  race  strong,  opinionated, 
and  who,  Laving  little  variety  in  life,  rather  liked  the 
stimulus  of  disagreements.  A  good  quarrel  waa  a  aort  of 
moral  whetstone,  always  on  hand  for  the  sharpening  of 
their  wits.  Such  a  quarrel  had  stood  for  some  two  or 
three  years  past  in  regard  to  the  position  of  the  North 
Boganuc  sehoolhonse.  It  had  unfortunately  been  first 
located  on  a  high,  slippery,  windy  hill,  very  uncomfortable 
of  access  in  the  winter  months,  and  equally  hot  and  cheer- 
leaa  in  summer.  Subsequently,  the  building  of  several 
new  farmhouses  had  carried  most  of  the  chOdren  a  consid- 
erable distance  away,   and  occasioned  increased  sense   of 


The  thing  had  been  talked  of  and  discussed  in  several 
successive  town-meetings,  hut  no  vote  could  bo  got  to 
change  the  position  of  the  echoolbouse.  Zeph  Higgins  waa 
one  of  the  most  decided  in  stating  what  ought  to  he  done 
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■  anil  where  the  schoolhouae  ought  t(\ stand;  but  unfortu- 
Bnately,  Zeph's  mode  of  iiTguing  a 
■■rouse  all  tlie  esistuig  combativeness   in   those  whor 
faoiight  to  convince.     No  more  likely  mooe  to  ruin  a  motion 
win  town-meeting  than  to  get  Zeph  interested  to  push  i 
■In  Poganuc,  aa  elsewhere,  there  were  thosa  in  town-meet- 
ling  that  voted  on  the  principle  stated  byJbelramottalBir^- 
^Freduni  Sawin :  — 

[tske  the  side  that  isn't  look 
By  them  ouiisaraed  tcelolulerB." 

i  same  manner,  Zeph's  neighbors  were  for  the  moat 

ipart  inclined  in  town-meeting,   irrespective   of    any  other 

p consideration,  to  take  the  side  he  did  n't  take.     Hiel  Jones 

jhad  often  been  heard  to  espress  the  opinion  that  "ef  Zeph 

■Higging  woidd  jest  ahet  up  hia  gaah  in  toivn-meetin',  that 

schoolhouae    could    be  moved  fast  enough ;    but  the 

ininit  that  Dr.  Gushing  had  been  round,  and  got  folks  kind 

ilicked  down  and  peaceable,    Zeph  would  git  up  and 

ke  'em  all   back'ards  and   git  their  dander  up  agin. 

ks  warn't  a-goin'  to  he  druv;  and  Zeph  was  allera  fer 

The  subject  of  an  approaching  town-meeting  was  hegin- 

_  Sling  to  loom  dimly  in  the  discussions  of  the  village.      One 

characteristic  of  the  Yankee  mind,  as  developed  in  those 

days,    was  the  slowness   gifl    Hulil^rndjnn  with   ^j^^^"^   '* 

arrived    at    any    purpose    or    conclusion.      Thia    was    not 


merely  in  general  movements,  hut  in  particular  ones  also. 
Did  the  Widow  Brown  contemplate  turning  her  hack  but- 
tery into  a  aigt;™>m,  ahe  forthwith  went  over  to  the 
nearest  matrons  of  EeT^rieinity,  and  announced  that  she 
"tftlkin'  about  movin'  her  sink,"  and  the  movement 
i  all  ita  branchea  and  bearings  was  discussed  in  private 
sion.  That  was  step  No,  1.  Then  all  the  women  at 
next  quilting  or  tea  -  drinking  heard  that  Widow 
Brown  was  "  talking  about  changing  her  sink,"  and  t/tey 
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talked  about  it.  Then  Soth  Chickering,  the  neighborhood 
carpenter,  was  called  into  consultation,  and  came  and  in- 
vestigated the  premisea,  and  reported  —  first  to  the  widow 
and  second  to  his  wife,  who  told  all  the  other  women  what 
"Seth,  ho  aaid,"  etc.  The  talking  ptocess  continued  iu- 
delinitely,  unless  Eome  active  providential  diepensatiou 
brought  it  to  an  end. 

The  same  process  was  repeated  when  Mrs.  Slocum 
thought  of  investing  in  a  new  winter  cloak;  the  idea  ia 
those  days  prevailing  that  a  winter  cloak  was  a  thing  never 
but  once  in  a  lifetime  to  be  bought,  and  after  thut  to  en- 
dure for  all  generations,  the  important  article  must  not  be 
bought  lightly  or  unadvisedly.  When  Deacon  Dickenson 
proposed  to  build  n  nflw  liiirV  fHiir  ""  jii"  bnnsBani]  to 
reshiugle  the  roof,  the  talking  and  discussion  lasteS^sin 
months,  and  threw  the  whole  neighborhood  into  commo- 
tion; carpenters  came  before  daybreak  and  roosted  on  the 
fences,  and  at  odd  timea  as  they  found  leisure,  at  all  hours 
of  the  day,  gathered  together,  and  Seth  Chickering  took 
the  opinions  of  Sam  Parmelee  and  Jake  Peters;  and  all 
Mrs.  Dickenson's  female  friends  talked  about  it,  till  every 
shingle,  every  ahingle-nail,  and  every  drop  of  paint  had 
received  a  separate  consideration,  and  the  bargain  was,  ao 
to  speak,  whittled  down  to  the  finest  possible  point. 

Imagine  the  delicacies  of  discussion,  then,  that  attended 
the  moving  of  a  schoolhouse  at  the  public  expense  —  a 
achoolhouse  in  which  everybody  in  the  neighborhood  had 
a  private  and  personal  claim  — and  how  like  the  proceed- 
ings of  a  bull  in  a  china-shop  was  the  advocacy  of  a  cham- 
pion like  Zeph  Higgins,  and  one  may  see  how  infinitely 
extended  in  this  case  might  be  the  area  of  "talkin'  about 
movin'  that  'ere  schoolhouse,"  and  how  hopelessly  distant 
any  decision.  The  thing  had  already  risen-on  the  horizon 
of  Deacon  Dickenson's  store,  like  one  of  those  puzzling 
stars  or  fractiously  disposed   heavenly  bodies  that    seem 
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^^M  created  to  furnish  astronomers  with  something  to  talk 
^^M    about. 

^^M  The  fateful  peTiod  was  again  coining  round;  the  epting 
^H  town-meeting  was  at  band,  and  mtiru  than  one  had  lieen 
j^H  heiird  to  say  that  "ef  that  'ere  schoolhouae  hed  to  be 
I'  moved,  it  oughtor  be  done  while  the  sleddin'  was  good." 

Ill  Deacon  Dickenson's  store  a  knot  of  the  talkers  were 
,['  gathered  around  the  stove,  having  a  final  talk  and  wann-up 

^^^  previous  to  starting  their  sleds  homeward  to  their  aupper 
^^B  of  iiork  and  beans  and  doughnuts.  Our  mournful  friend, 
^^r^  Deacon  Peasley,   sat  in  his  usual  drooping  attitude  on  a 

mackerel-keg  placed  conveniently  by  the  stove;  anil  then, 

"...  his  ptaiainj;  begun.  | 

^^B  Tbu'  mouiuful  \i\a  epiriE,  bis  nuiil  wiu  raaigavd."   I 

^^M  "I'm  sure  I  hope  I  don't  wanter  dictate  to  the  Lord, 
^^P  nor  nothin',  but  ef  he  should  send  a  turn  o'  rheumatiBm 
,  on   Zeph  Higgins,   jeat   afore   town-aieetin'    day  —  why, 

seems  to  me  'twould  he  a  marey  to  us  all," 

"I  don't  see,  fer  my  part,"  said  Tim  Hawkins,  "why 

•  folks  need  to  mind  what  he  says;  but  they  do.  He  '11  do 
more  affin  a  motion  talkin'  fer  it  than  I  can  do  taUtiii' 
^n  it  fer  a  year.  I  never  sea  the  beat  of  him  —  never," 
"Ain't  there  nobody,"  said  Deacon  Peaaley,  caressing 
his  knee,  and  looking  fondly  at  the  stove  door,  "that 
could  kind  o'  go  to  him,  and  sort  o'  set  it  in  order  afore 

I  him  how  he  benders  the  very  thing  he  's  sot  on  doin'  ? " 
"Guess  you  don't   know  him   as  I  do,"   said  Deacon 
Dickenson,  "or  you  wouldn't  'a'  thought  o'  that," 
"And  now  he  's  gone  in  with  the  Democrats,  and  agin 
Parson  Gushing  and  the  church,  it'll  be  worse  'n  ever," 
remarked  Tim  Hawkins, 
"Now,    there's  Mis'  Hif^ins,"  aaid  the  deacon;  "she 
can't  do  nothin'  with  him;  he  won't  take  a  word  from 
hei;    she    hez    to   step    round  softly  arter  him,    a-settin' 
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things  right.  Why,  Widder  Brown,  that  Uvea  up  hy  tlia 
huckleberry  pastur'  lot,  was  a-tellin'  laj  wife,  laet  Suiiduy, 
how  Zeph's  turkeys  ^yo^Ild  come  a-trmnpin'  in 
and  all  she  could  say  and  do  he  wouldn't  keep  'em  to 
hum.  And  then  when  they  stole  a  nest  there,  Zeph  he 
took  the  eggB  and  carried  'em  off,  'cause  he  said  the  tur- 
keys was  his'n.  Mis'  Higgins,  she  jest  put  on  her  bonnet, 
and  went  right  over,  that  arternoon,  and  took  the  turkey 
eggs  bank  to  the  widder.  Mia'  Erown  said  Mis'  IligginB 
didn't  any  a  word,  but  she  looked  conaid'able  —  her  eyes 
was  a-shinin'  and  her  mouth  sort  o'  set,  as  ef  she  'd  about 
come  to  the  eend  of  her  patience." 

" Wal,"  said  Deacon  Peasley,  "I  rather  wonder  she 
durst  to  do  it." 

"Wal,"  said  Tim,  "my  wife  sez  that  there  is  places 
where  Mia'  Higgins  jest  takes  her  stand,  and  Zeph  has  to 
give  in.  Ef  she  gets  her  hack  agin  a  text  in  the  Bible, 
why,  she,  won't  stir  from  it  ef  he  killed  her;  and  when  it 
comes  to  that  Zeph  hist  to  cave  in.  Come  to  standin' — ■ 
why  she  kin  stand  longer 'n  he  kin.  I  rather  'xpect  he 
didn't  try  to  git  hack  them  turkey  eggs.  Ef  he  did,  !Mia' 
Higgina  would  'a'  stood  right  iu  the  road,  and  he'd  'a' 
hed  to  'a'  walked  over  her.  I  'xpect  hy  this  time  Zeph 
knows  what  he  kin  make  her  do  and  what  he  can't." 

"Wal,"  said  Hiel  Jones,  who  had  just  dropped  in,  "I 
tell  jB,  Zeph  's  screwed  himself  into  a  tight  place  now. 
'Jhat  'ere  'Piseopal  parson,  he's  gret  on  orderin'  and  com- 
mandiu',  and  thinks  he  did  n't  come  tight  down  from  the 
'Postles  for  uothin'.  He  puts  his  new  folks  through  the 
drills  lively,  I  tel!  ye;  he's  ben  st  old  Zeph  'cause  he 
don't  bow  to  suit  him  in  the  Creed  —  Zeph's  hack  is  stiff 
a  ramrod,  and  he  jest  hates  it,  Now,  there's  Mis' 
Higgins;  she'll  allora  do  anything  to  'hlige  anybody,  and 
if  the  minister  wajita  her  to  make  a  curtsy,  why,  she  does 
it  the  best  she  's  able,  and  Kabhy  aod  the  boys,  they  take 
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t  to  it;  but  it  gravels  Zeph,  Then  all  this  'ere  gittin'  up 
I  and  sittiu'  down  aggravates  him,  and  he  cornea  out  o' 
'   church  us  cross  as  a  bull  in  fiy-time." 

Of  course,  the  laugh  was  ready  at  this  picture  of  their 
I   neighbor's  troubles,  and  Hiel  added:  — 

"He'll  put  it  through,    though;  he  won't  go  back  on 

'  his  tracks,  but  it 's  pikery  and  wormwood  to  him,  I  tell 

I  saw  him  t'other  day,  after  paraon  had  been  speak- 

I  ing  to  bim,  corae  out  o'  church,    and  give  his  boss  such 

a  twitch,   and  say  'Dam  yet'  in  a  way  I  knew  wa'n't 

I  meant  for  the  eritter.      Zeph  don't  swear,"   added  Hiel, 

"but  I  will  say  he  can  make  darn  Bound  the  most  like 

'  damn  of  any  man  in  Poganuc.      He  'a  got  lots  o'  swear  in 

I  hiuL,  that  ole  feller  hez." 

"  My  mother  says  she  remembers  when  Polly  Higgins 

J   (that  is)  was  the  prettiest  gal  in  all  the  deestrict,"  said 

Deacon  Peasley.      "She  was  Polly  Adams,  from  Danbury. 

She  came  to  keep  the  deestrict  school,  and  Zeph  lie  sot  his 

iBT,   and  hev  her  he  would;  he  wouldn't  take 

'No'  for  an  answer;  he  didn't  give  her  no  peace  till  he 

,    got  her, " 

"Any  feller  can  get  a  gal  that  way,"  said  Hiel,  with  a 
I  judicial  air.  "A  gal  allera  saya  'No*  at  fust  —  to  get 
I  time  to  think  on  't. '' 

"Is  that  the  way  with  Nabbyl"  asked  the  deacon,  with 
I  a  wink  of  superior  intelligence.  Whereat  there  came  a 
general  laugh,  and  Hiel  pulled  up  hia  coat-collar,  and 
looking  as  if  he  might  say  something  if  delicacy  did  not 
forbid,  suddenly  remembered  that  "  mother  had  sent  hini 

I  for  a  quarter  of  a  pound  o'  young  Hyson." 
Definite   business   at  onee    broke   up    the    session,    and 
every  man,  looking  out  bis  parcels,  mounted  hia  aled  and 
wended 
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CHAPTEE  XV 

THE  POGANUC  PUZZLE  SOLVED 


Zeph  Higgins  had  the  spirit  of  a  generaL  He,  too, 
had  his  vision  of  an  approaching  town-meeting,  and  that 
evening,  sitting  in  his  family  circle,  gave  out  his  dictum 
on  the  subject;  — 

"Wal  —  they  '11  hev  a  town-meetin'  afore  long,  and  hev 
up  that  'ere  old  schooPus'  bizness,''  he  said,  as  he  sat 
facing  the  blaze  of  the  grand  kitchen  fire. 

Mrs.  Higgins  sat  by  in  her  little  splint- bottomed  rocking- 
chair,  peacefully  clicking  her  knitting-needles.  Abner  sat 
at  her  right  hand,  poring  over  a  volume  of  KoUii 
cient_JTi s t oryr"-  ^  Abel  and  Jeduthun  were  playing  fox- 
and-geese  with  grains  of  corn  in  the  corner,  and  Tim  was 
whittling  a  goose-poke.  All  looked  up  at  the  announce- 
ment of  this  much-bruited  subject. 

"They  never  seem  to  come  to  anything  on  that  subject, '^ 
said  Mrs.  Higgins.  "I  wish  the  schoolhouse  was  better 
situated;  a  [7rnt  mnny  arn  Irrpt  frnm  the  prgyer-meetinga 
there  that  would  come  if  it  wasn't  for  that  windy,  slippery 
hilL  The  last  time  I  went,  it  was  all  I  could  do  to  get 
up,''  she  said;  "and  I  thought  I  caught  a  cold." 

"There's  not  the  least  doubt  on't,"  said  Zeph,  "and 
the  children  are  allers  catchin'  colds.  Everybody  knows 
where  that  'ere  school'us'  ought  to  be.  Confounded  fools 
they  be,  the  hull  lot  on  'em;  and,  for  my  part,  I  'm  tired 
o'  this  'ere  quarrelin'  and  jawin',  and  I  ain't  a-goin'  to 
stan'  it  no  longer.     It 's  a  shame  and  it 's  a  sin  to  keep  up 
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ere  quarrels  among  neighbors,  and  I'm  a'-goin'  to 
I  put  a  atop  to  it." 

It  may  be  imagined  tbat  this  exordium  caused  a  sensa- 
I  tion  in  the  family  circle.  Mrs.  Higgins  opened  her  meek 
I  blue  eyes  upon  her  husband  with  a  surprised  expression; 
I  the  two  boys  sat  with  their  game  snsjieiided  and  their 
I  mouths  open,  and  the  goose-poke  and  Re 

B  alike  abandoned  in  the  pause  of  astonishment. 

To-morrow  's  Saturday,"   eoid   Zeph;    "and    Saturday 

I  afternoon  there  won't  be  no  school,  and  I  'II  jest  take  the 

I  boys,   both  yoke  of  oxen  and  the  slcde,  and  go   up  and 

[  move  that  'ere  echool'us'  down  to  the  place  where  't  orter 

I  '11  wedge  it  up  and  settle  it  good  and  tirm,  and 

I  that  '11  be  the  end  on  't.      'T  ain't  no  sort  o'  use  to  talk. 

'm  jest  a-goin'  to  do  it." 

Zeph  looked  as  if  he  meant  it,  and  his  family  had  ceased 

p  to  think  anything  impossible  that  he  took  in  hand  to  do. 

If  he  had  aniiounced  liia  intention  of   blowing   up  the 

neighboring  crag  of  Bluff  Head,  and  building  a  castle  out 

of  the  fragments,  they  would  have  expected  to  see  it  done. 

r  So  Zeph  took  the  family  Bible,  and  in  a  high-pitched  and 

I  determined  voice,  read  the  account  of  Samson  carrying  off 

!  gates  of  Gaza,   repeated  his  evening  prayer,   ordered 

I  all  hands  to  bed,  raked  up  the  fire,  had  all  snug  and  quiet, 

I  and  stepped  into  bed  just  as  the  last  stroke  of  the  nine 

o'clock  bell  was  resounding. 

At  four  o'clock  the  nest  afternoon,  as  Hiel  Jones  was 
coming  in  on  his  high  seat  on  the  Poganuc  stage,  whistling 
I'cheerily,  a  sudden  new  sensation  struck  him.  Passing 
I  over  North  Poganuc  hill,  he  bethought  him  of  the  school- 
Ihouae  question,  and  lifted  up  his  eyes,  and  lol  no  sohool- 
iiJhouse  was  there.  For  a  moment  Hiel  felt  giddy.  What 
^Tas  the  matter  with  his  headl  Ho  rubbed  his  eyes,  and 
on  all  the  other  familiar  objects;  there  was  the  old 
teitte-tree,  there  the  great  rock,  but  the  schoolhouse  was  gone. 
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The  place  where  it  had  stood  was  disturbed  by  tramping  of  | 
many  feet,  and  a  broad,  smooth  trail  led  down  the  hill. 

"Wal,  somebody  hez  gone  and  ben  and  done  it,"  said 
Hiel,  as  ho  whipped  up  hia  horses  to  cany  the  news. 
Farther  on,  in  a  convenient  spot  at  the  junction  o£  three 
roads,  under  the  shelter  of  a  hill,  stood  the  schoolhouse  —  , 
serene  as  if  it  had  grown  there;  while  Zeph  Higgins 
his  son  Abner  were  j\iat  coming  forward  on  the  road  toward 
Hiel,  Zeph  triumphantly  whipping  his  osen  and  shouting 
the  word  of  comraimd  in  an  elevated  voice.  Hiel  drew  to 
one  side,  and  gave  a  long  whistle.  " Je-rM-salem,"  he 
exclaimed,  "ef  you  hain't  ben  and  done  it!  " 

Zeph  lifted  hia  head  with  an  air  of  aa  much  satisfactioiijl 
as  his  hard  features  could  assume,  Uiud  nodding  his  headJI 
in  the  direction  of  the  schoolhouae,  said:  — 

"Yis  —  there  'tis!" 

Hiel  laid  his  head  back,  and  burst  into  a  loud,  prolon 
laugh,  iu  which  he  wqb  joined  by  Abner  and  the  boye, 

"Don't  see  nothin'  to  laugh  at,"  said  Zeph,  with  grim  i 
satisfaction.  "Fact  is,  I  can't  hev  these  'ere  quarrels- 
and  I  won't  hev  'em.  That  'ere  'a  the  place  for  that  I 
school'ua',  and  it 's  ffot  to  stand  there,  and  that 's  the  eend  A 
on't.  Come,  boys,  hurry  home;  mother's  beans  will  be  I 
a-gettin'  cold.  Gee  —  g'lang !  "  and  the  black  whip  cracked  \ 
over  the  back  of  the  ox-team. 

Hiel  was  a  made  man.  He  had  in  possession  an  astound- 
ing piece  of  intelligence,  that  nobody  knew  but  himself, 
and  he  meant  to  make  the  most  of  it.  He  hurried  first  to 
Deacon  Peasley's  store,  where  quite  a  number  were  sitting 
round  the  stove  with  their  Saturday  night  purchases.  In 
burst  Hiel :  — 

"Wal,  that  'ere  North  Poganuc  school 'us'  ia  moved,  and 
settled  down  under  the  hUl  by  the  cross-roads." 

The  circle  looked  for  a  moment  perfectly  astounded  and 
stupe  fied. 
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"You  don't  say  so!  " 

"Dew  telll" 

"Don't  believe  ye." 

"  Wal,  ye  kin  all  go  and  see.      I  came  by,  jest  half  an 

I  hour  ago,  and  see  it  with  my  own  eyea,  and  Zeph  Higgins 

and  bia  boys  a-drivin'  ofi*  witli  tbeir  sleds  and  oxen.      I 

tell  ye,  that  'ere  thing  is  jest  done.     I  'm  a-goin'  to  tell 

Dr.  Cushing's  folks." 

Foganuc  people  had  something  to  talk  about  now,  in 
I  good  earnest. 

Hiel  stopped  bis  stage  at  the  parson's  door;  and  Dr. 
I  Cuefaing,  expecting  some  bundle  from  Boston,  came  out  to 
\  the  gate. 

"Doctor,  thought  I'd  jest  stop  and  tell  ye  that  the 
I  North   Poganuc  school'u.s'    hez   ben  moved  to  the  cross- 

■  loads,  down  under  the  bill  —  thought  ye'd  like  to  hear  it." 

The  doctor's  exclamation  and  uplifted  bands  brought  to 
I  the  door  Mrs.  Gushing  and  Dolly  and  the  two  boj'E,  with 
f  Nabhy.  Hiel  wae  in  his  glory,  and  recounted  all  the 
[  circumstances  with  great  prolixity,  the  doctor  and  Mrs. 
I  Gushing  and  all  his  audience  laughing  at  his  vigorous 
\  narrative. 

"  said  Hiel,  "be  said  he  wa'n't  a-goin'  to  hev  no 
'  more  quarrelin'  about  it;  everybody  knew  tbe  Bchool'us' 
ought  to  be  there,  and  there  't  was.      It  was  all  wedged  up 

■  tight  and  stiddy,  and  the  stove  in  it,  and  the  pipe  stickin' 
out  o'  the  winder,  all  nateral  as  could  be,  and  he  jest  goin' 
off  iiome,  as  of  nothin'  hcd  happened." 

"  Well,  if  that  ain't  jest  like  father !  "  exclaimed  Nahhy, 
with  an  air  of  pride.      "If  he  wants  a  thing  done  he  will 
f.  do  it," 

"Certainly  this  time  he  has  done  a  good  thing,"  said  the 

I  doctor,  "and  for  my  part  T  'm  obliged  to  hint.     I  suppose 

the  spirit  of  the  Lord  came  on  him,  as  it  did  on  Sam- 
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And  for  weeks  and  montha  thereafter  there  waa  abun- 
dance of  talking  and  every  variety  of  opinion  eipresHed  ag 
to  the  propriety  of  Zepli'a  coup  d'etat,  but  nobody,  man, 
woman,  or  child,  ever  proposed  to  move  the  Bchoolhouse 
back  again. 


CHAPTER   XVI 


THE    POGANOC    PABS OSAGE 

The  pareont^e  was  a  wide,  roomy,   windy  edifice  that 

It  was  at  first  a  model  New  England  liouae,  built  around 
I  B  great  brick  chimney,  which  tan  up  like  a  lighthouse  in 
)  centre  of  the  square  roof.  Then  came,  in  course  of 
!,  a  Bide  wing  which  bad  another  chimney  and  another 
^miite  of  rooms.  A  kitchen  grew  out  on  another  side,  and 
font  of  the  kitchen  a  BJuk-room.  and  out  of  the  sink-room 
Lb  wood-house,  and  out  of  the  wOOd^ouse  a  carriage-house, 
I  vnd  so  on  with  a  gradually  lessening  succession  of  out- 


Kew  England  houses  have  been  said  by  a  shrewd  ob- 
r  to  be  constructed  on  the  model  of  a  telescope;  com- 
nrtment   after    compartment,    lessening    in    size,    and    hU 
e  cover,      But  in  the  climate  where  the  business 
Wet  one  half  of  the  year  is  to  provide  fuel  for  the  other 
half,  Biieh  a  style  of  domestic  arcbitecture  becomes  conven- 
ient.    Daring   the    long    winter    months    everything   was 
under  cover,  giving  grand  scope  for  the  children  to  play. 
tWhen  the  boys  were  graciously  disposed  to  Dolly,  she  had 
b  deal  of  good  fun  with  them  in  the  long  range  of  the 
:ds.      They  made  themselves  houses,  castles,  and 
jrtresses  in  the  woodpile,  and  played  at  giving  parties  aiid 
mtcrtainments,  at  which  Spring  and  the  cat  also  assisted 
n.  silent  and  subsidiary  parts. 
Sometimes  they  held  town-meetings  or  voting-days,  in 
B-irhich  the  Democrats  got  their  dues  in  speeches  that  might 
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have  Btnick  tenor  to  their  souls  had  they  heard  them. 
At  other  times  they  held  religiouE  meetings,  and  eung 
hyiima  and  preached,  on  which  occasions  Dolly  had  heen 
known  to  fall  to  exhorting  with  a  degree  of  fervor  and  a 
fluency  in  reciting  tests  of  Scripture  which  for  the  time 
produced  quite  an  effect  on  her  auditors,  and  led  Nahby, 


I*     who  listened  behind  the  door,  to  say  to  Mrs.  Gushing  that 
"that  'ere  child  was  emarter  than  was  good  for  her;  that 
she  'd  either  die  young  or  else  come  to  sutliin'  one  of  these 
days  "  —  a  proposition  as  to  which  there  could  not  rationally 
be  any  difference  of  opinion. 
The  parsonage  hud  also  the  advantage  of  three  garrets  — 
garret  over  the  kitcheni^thB-floots  of  which  in  the  full  were 
covered  with  stores  of  yellow  pumpkins,  fragrant  heaps  of 
quinces,  and  less  fragrant  spread  of  onions.     There  were 
bins  of  shelled  corn  and  of  oats,   and,  as  in  every  other 
garret  in  the  house,  there  were  also  barrels  of  old  semions 
) — ""■^  "'d  fiiniily  papers.     But  most  stimulating  to  the  iiuagi- 
n      \       nation  of  all  the  features  of  this  place  was  flm  «tiip1;i;- 
\   fj>^f.    .     himeeijAwh  was  a  iFide,  deep  chasm  made  in  the  kitchen 
I     ii#"C        chimney,    where   the   pargflaig-'hanifaud  dtied— be^f^'ere 
^ij"^^  cured Its  door,  which  opened  into  this  garret,  glistened 

■  with    condflflaed    ereosotf,    "    """I'l'ng    eound    was    beard 

there,  and  loud  crackling  reverberated  within.  Sometimes 
/  Dolly  would  open  the  door  and  peer  in  fearfully  as  long 
as  her  eyes  could  hear  the  smoke,  and  think  with  a  shud- 
der of  a  certain  passage  in  John  Bunyan,  which  reads:  — 

"Then  I  saw  in  my  dream  that  the  shepherds  had  them 
to  another  place,  in  a  bottom,  where  was  a  door  in  the  side 
of  a  hill;  and  they  opened  the  door  and  hid  them  look  in. 
They  looked  in,  therefore,  and  saw  that  witliin  it  was 
dark  and  smoky ;  they  also  thought  that  they  heard  a 
tumbling  noise  as  of  fire  and  a  cry  of  some  tormented,  and 
that  they  smelt  the  scent  of  brimstone.      Then  eaid  Chrie- 
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tian,  What  means  this?  The  shepherds  told  them,  This 
18  a  byway  to  IIoll,  a  way  that  hypocrites  go  in  at,  namely, 
Buch  as  sell  their  birthright  with  Esau ;  such  as  sell  their 
Master  with  Judas;  such  as  lie  and  dissemble  with  Ananias 
and  Sapphira  his  wife." 

Dolly  shivered  when  she  tLought  of  this,  and  was  glud 
when  Nabby  would  come  up  behind  and  with  her  strong 
hands  seize  and  whirl  her  away,  remarking:  — 

"DoUy  Gushing,  what  vion't  you  be  into  next,  I  want 
ter  know!"  And  then  she  would  proceed  to  demonstrate 
tlie  mundane  character  of  the  receptacle  hy  drawing  from 
117  tiiriiiiiliinl  mid  Miiliiliiiiilinl  limn — 

Garret  number  two  was  over  the  central  portion  of  tlie 
original  house.  There  were  vast  heaps  of  golden  corn  on 
the  cob,  spread  upon  sheets.  There  were  piles  of  bed- 
quilta  and  comforters,  and  cheats  of  blankets.  There  were 
rows  and  ranges  of  old  bonnetH  and  old  hats,  that  seemed 
to  nod  mysteriously  from  their  nails.  There  were  old 
spinning-wheels,  an  old  clock,  old  armchairs,  and  old 
pictures,  snuffy  and  grim,  and  more  barrels  of  sermons. 
There  also  were  the  boys'  cabinets  of  raineralogical  speci- 
mens; for  the  Academy  teacher  was  strong  on  geology, 
and  took  hia  boys  on  long  tramps  with  stone- ham  mere  on 
their  shonlderH,  and  they  used  to  discuss  with  great  unc- 
tion to  Dolly  of  tourmaline  imd  hornblende  and  mica  and 
qnartz  and  feldspar,  delighted  to  exhibit  before  her  their 
scientific  superiority. 

This  garret  was  a  favorite  resort  of  the  children,  and 
the  laws  of  the  parsonage  requiting  everything  to  be  always 
in  order  were  conveniently  mitigated  and  abridged  in  favor 
of  this  one  spot,  where  it  was  so  convenient  to  let  the 
whole  noisy  brood  range  when  their  presence  disturbed  the 
order  below.  There  the  boys  whittled  and  made  wind- 
mills and  boats  and  ralibit- traps,  and  whistles  with  which 
they   whistled    grievously    at    unexpected    and    startling 
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moments,  and  this  always  led  to  their  mother  telling  them 
that  she  was  "astonished"  at  them,  or  to  her  asking,  How 
many  times  she  must  say  whistling  was  not  allowed  in  the 
house  1 

Perhaps  among  other  suhjects  of  speculative  inquiry  it 
may  have  occurred  to  Mrs.  Gushing  to  wonder  why  nature, 
having  gifted  boys  in  their  own  proper  lungs  with  such 
noise- producing  poweij  ehould  also  come  to  their  assistance 
with  80  many  noise-producing  instruments.  There  were 
all  the  squash-vines  in  the  garden  offering  trumpets  ready 
made;  there  was  the  elder  bush,  growing  whistle-wood  by 
the  yard;  and  then  the  gigantic  whistles  that  could  be 
manufactured  from  willow  and  poplar  and  black  alder  were 
mysteries  distressing  to  contemplate, 
.'-^  One  corner  of  the  gairet  was  reserved  safe  from  the 
rummaging  of  the  children,  and  there  hung  in  order  the 
dried  herbs,    wliinh    fnrmi».l  -tb*    p>i]ii'iiiiirrn.ftiia-  of    those 


early  days.  There  were  catnip  and  boneaet  and  elder 
blow  and  hardback  and  rosemary  and  tansy  and  pecny- 
royal,  all_gathered  at  the  right  time  of  the  moon,  dried 
and  eortedand  tie3Tll"1iundleB;  EMgWg  from'Eheir  different 
nails- — 'those  canonized  floral  saints,  which  when  living 
filled  the  air  with  odors  of  health  and  sweetness,  and  whose 
very  mortal  remains  and  dry  bones  were  supposed  to  have 
healing  virtues.  Some  of  Dolly's  happiest  hours  were 
those  long  sunny,  joyous,  Saturday  afternoons  in  which 
many  of  these  stores  were  gathered,  when  she  rushed 
through  the  lush,  long  grass,  along  the  borders  of  mossy 
old  stone  fences,  and  pulled  down  starry  constellations  of 
IS,  and  gathered  pink  spires  olJaardback,  till 
■  little  arms  could  scarcely  clasp  around  the  bundle. 
Then  she  would  rush  home  panting  and  energetic,  with 
torn  dress,  her  sunhonnet  off  on  her  shoulder,  and  curls 
all  tangled  from  the  wrestles  with  blackberry  bushes  which 
had  disputed  the  way  with  her.      This  corner  of  the  garret 
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always  filled  Dolly's  head  with  visions  and  longinge  for 
the  late,  alow-comiug  spring,  which  seemed  far  off  as  the 
dream  of  heaven.  js. 

ThoTi    f,tifigp    i),i]^i.lii    iif    Bermona    and    old    panipUleta !     \ 
Tolly  "had  turned  and  timTVd  LIlBiH,  TlJiaaUing  tlicni  diTthe      I 
floor,  and  pawing  helplessly  with  her  little  pink  hands  and     j 
reading  their  titles  with  amazed  eyes.     It  seemed  to  her     / 
thot  tbete  were  some  thousands  of  the  most  uiiiutelligihle    / 
things.      "An  Appeal  on   the    Unlawfuhiea.'<  of   a-  Mbil'b 
Marrying  his  Wife's  Wiater ''  turned  mi  in  every  barrel  she 
investigated,    by  twos  or  threes   or  dozens,    till  her  soul 
despaired  of  fioding  an  end.      Then  there  were  Thanksgiv- 
ing aerraona;   Fast  Day  sermons;   sermons  that  discoursed 
on  the  battle  of  CuUoden;  on  the  character  of  I'rederick 
the  Great;  a  sermon  on  the  death  of  George  the  Second, 
tieginning,  "Georgel  George!  George  is  no  more."     This 
somewhat  dramatic  opening  caused  Dolly  to  put  that  one 
discourse  into  lier  private  library.      But  oh,  joy  and  tri- 
umph! one  rainy  day  she  found  at  the  bottom  of 
barrel  a  volume  of  the  "Arabian  Nights,"  ajd-teffcctorth 
her  fortune  was  made.      Dolly  had  no  idea  of  reading  lite 
that  of  onr  modern  days  —  to  mm]  arid"  tn  (|?snii£a  _a  book. 

I-  tn  TPfld  w""  '"'t-^*  t*""-  "  yigae'nn^  and  a  hook  once  read 

s  read  daily;  always  becoming  dearer  and  dearer,  as  an 
L  old  friend.  The  "Arabian  Nights"  transported  her  to 
foreign  lands,  gave  her  a  new  life  of  her  own;  and  when 
things  went  astray  with  her,  when  the  boys  went  to  play 
higher  than  she  dared  to  climb  in  the  bam,  or  started  on 
fishing  escuraions,  where  they  considered  her  an  incum- 
brance, then  she  found  a  snug  comer,  where,  curled  up  in 
I  little,  quiet  lair,  she  could  at  once  sail  forth  on  her  hit 
I   of  enchanted  carpet  into  fairy-land. 

One  of  these  resorts  was  furnished  hy  the  third  garret    . 

of  the  house,  which  had  been  finished  off  into  an  arched   I 

1  room  and  occupied  hy  her  father  as  a  study.      High  above  | 
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all  the  noise  of  the  house,  with  a  window  commanding  a 
•m  Poganuc  Lake  aud  its  girdle  of  ateel-blue  pines, 
1  had  to  her  the  air  of  a  refuge  and  aanctuary.     Its 
re  Bet  round  from  floor  to  ceiling  with  the  friendly, 
'  quiet  faces  of  books,   and  there  stood  her  father's  greatj 
I  of  which  lay  open  alway: 

I  loved  to  retreat  and  niche  herself  down  in  a  quiet 
I  with  her  favorite  hooks  around  her.  She  had  a  kind  of| 
I  sheltered,  satisfied  feeling  as  she  thus  sat  and  watched  her 
I  father  writing,  turnitig  hie  books,  and  speaking  from  time 
/(q  time  to  himself  in  a  loud,  earnest  whisper.  She  vaguely 
[Mt  that  he  was  alJoUL  BUUId  holy  and  mysterious  work 
above  her  little  comprehension,  and  she  was  careful  never 
\  to  disturb  him  by  question  or  remark. 

The  books  ranged  around  filled  her,  too,  with 
awe.  There  on  the  lower  shelves  were  great  < 
folios,  on  whose  backs  she  spelled  in  black  letters,  "Light- 
"  a  title  whereat  she  marveled,  considering  the 
1  volumes.  And  overhead,  grouped  along  in 
friendly  and  sociable  rows,  were  hooks  of  all  sorts  and 
i  and  bmdingBj  the  titles  of  which  she  had  read  bo 
often  that  she  knew  them  by  heart.  Bell's  "  Sermons. " 
T!fmnRt,t.'g"TTiniiirips."  Bogfle^s  "Essaj'B,"  Toplady  on  "Pre- 
destination," Boston's  " t'ourtoh!  State, "  Law's  "Serious 
Call,"  atid  other  works  of  that  kind  she  bad  looked  over 
wistfully,  day  after  day,  without  getting  even  a  hope  of 
something  interesting  out  of  them.  The  thought  that  her 
father  could  read  and  could  understand  things  like  these 
filled  her  with  a  vague  awe,  and  she  wondered  if  ever 
flhe  should  be  old  enough  to  know  what  it  was  all  about. 
I— But  there  was  o_ne  jf-Jict-lnth^'s  books  which  proved  a 
i  of  wealth  to  her.  It  was  a  happy  hour  when  he 
broughHrome-Emfi-  set  up  in  hia  bookcase  Cotton  Mather's 
"  Magnalia, "   in  a  new.  editi^^jjL-tmLV,olm"'^£-      What 
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wonderful  stotiea  these!  aud  stories,  too,  about  her  own 
country,  stories  that  moiie  her  feel  that  the  very  ground 
she  trod  on  was  cou3ociat«d  by  some  special  dealing  of 
God's  providence. 

When  the  good  doctor  related  how  a  plague  that  had 
"Wasted  the  Indian  tribes  had  prepared  the  room  for  the 
Pilgrim  Fathers  to  settle  undisturhed,  she  felt  nowise 
doiiljtful  of  his  application  of  the  text,  "He  drave  out  the 
heathen  and  planted  them." 

Hut  who  shall  describe  the  large-eyed,  breathless  wonder 
p;it>^  whjpli  aha  read  stoTJes  of  witchcraft,  with  its  weird 
marvels  of  mysterious  voices  heard  in  lonely  places,  of 
awful  visitations  that  had  overtaken  sinners,  and  immedi- 
ate deliverances  that  Lad  come  in  answer  to  the  prayers  of 
God's  saints?  Then,  too,  the  stories  of  Indian  wars  aud 
captivities,  when  the  war-whoop  had  sounded  at  midnight, 
and  little  children  like  her  had  awakened  to  find  the  house 
beset  with  legions  of  devils,  who  set  fire  to  the  dwellings 
and  carried  the  people  off  through  dreary  snow  and  ice  to 
Canada.  No  Jewish  maiden  ever  grew  up  with  a  more 
faith  that  she  belonged  to  a,  consecrated  i 
especially  called  and  chosen  of  God  for  some  great 
earth.  Her  faith  in  f -jrY  r"~'  "'  tlin  ti"1""''° 
dated  in  this  book  was  full  as  <m^ai  ns  tjipjlpAr  old  credu- 

"myste 


eaidd  h.ive  des 
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axhaiisted  with  its  three  garrets.      Under  the  whole  house 
\  in  all  its  divisions  spread  a  great  cavemoua  cellar,  where 

;  murky  rooms  and  dark  passages  explo 
\  light  of  candles.  There  were  rows  of  bins,  in  which  y 
I  stored  th9~,aj)jilefl-  -rf'~eTeTy  Trams  aud  race  harvested  in 
I  autumn  from  the  family  orchard:  Pearmains,  Greenings, 
[  Seek-no-furthers,  Bristers,  Pippins,  Golden  Sweets,  and 
I  other  forgotten  kinds,  had  each  a  separate  bin,  to  which 
[  the  children  at  all  times  had  free  access.     There,  too,  was 
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^^H  a  long  rnw  of  cider  barrels,  from  whence,  in  tho  hour  of 

^^H  tlicir  early  sweetnesa,  Dolly  liad  deliglited  to  suck  the  cider 

^^H  through  straws  for  that  purpose  carefully  selected  and  pro- 

^^H  Not  without  a  certain  awe  was  her  descent  into  this 

^^^M  shadowy  Averaus,  generally  under  the  protecting  wing  of 

^^H  Kubby  or  one  of  the  older  boys.      Sometimea,   with  the 

^^H  perverse  spirit  which  moves  the  male  nature  to  tyrannize 

^^H  over  the  wealcer  members,  they  would  agonize  her  by  run- 

^^H  ning  beyond  her  into  the  darker  chambers  of  the  cellar, 

^^H  and  sending  thence   Indian  war-whoops  and  yells  which 

^^H  struck  terror  to  her  soul,  and  even  mingled  their  borrora 

^^H  with   her  dreams.      But  there   was   one   class    of    tenants 

^^H  whose  influence  and  presence  in  the  house  must  not  he 

^^H  omitted  —  and  that  was  the  rats.      They  had  taken  formal 

^^H  possession  of  the  ))arsonBge,  grown,  bred,  and  multiplied, 

^^H  and  become  ancient  there,  in  spite  of  traps  or  cats  or  ouy- 

^^H  thing  that  could  be  devised  against  them. 

^^H  The  family  cat  in  Dolly's  day,  having  taken  a  dispas- 

^^H  Bionate  survey  of  the  situation,  had  given  up  the  matter  in 

^^H  despair,   and  set  herself  quietly  to  attending  to  her  own 

^^H  family  concerns,  as  a  sensible  cat  should.      She  selecteil 

^^H  the  doctai'B  pamphlet  closet  as  her  special  domestic  retreat. 

^^V  Here  she  made  her  lair  in  a  heap  of  old  sermons,  whence, 

^^Fi  from  time  to  time,  she  led  forth  coveys  of  well-educated, 

^Bf  theological  kittens,   who,  like  their  mother,  gazed  on  the 

^™l  rats  with  respeetfnl  curiosity,  and  ran  no  imprudent  risks. 

f^  Coiisequeutly,Jiis-JalB-Jiad  a  glorious  time  in  the  old  par- 
sonage. Dolly,  going  up  the  kitchen  stairs  into  the  hack 
garret,  as  she  did  on  her  way  bedward,  would  see  them 
sitting  easy  and  d^gages  on  the  corners  of  boxes  and  bins, 
with   their    tails    hanging    gracefully    down,    engaged    in 

^^^  making  meals  on  the  corn  or  oats.      They  ramped  all  night 

^^^L  on  the  floor  of  the  highest  garret  over  her  sleeping- room, 

^^^1  apparently  busy  in  hopping  with  eai's  of  corn  across  the 
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garret  and  then  rolling  them  down  between  the  beams  to 
their  neats  below.  Sometimes  Dolly  heard  them  gnawing 
and  sawing  behind  the  very  wainscot  of  her  bed  as  if  they 
had  eet  up  a  carpenter's  shop  there,  and  she  shrunk  appre- 
hensively for  fear  they  were  coming  through  into  her  bed. 
Then  there  were  battles  and  skirmishes  and  squealings  and 
fightingB,  and  at  times  it  would  appear  as  if  whole  detach- 
mouts  of  rata  rolled  in  an  avalanche  down  the  walls  with 
the  corn  they  had  been  stealing.  And  when  the  mighty 
winter  winds  of  Poganuc  Mountain  were  out,  and  rumbled 
and  thundered,  roaring  and  tumbling  dowTi  this  chimney. 
Tattling  all  the  windows  and  creaking  all  the  doors,  while 
the  beams  of  the  house  wrenched  and  groaned  like  a  ship 
at  sea,  and  the  house  seemed  to  shake  on  its  very  founda- 
tions, —  then  the  uproar  among  the  rats  grew  higher  and 
jollier;  and  with  all  put  together,  it  is  not  surprising  that 
sometimes  DoDy  put  the  bedclothes  over  her  head  in  fear, 
or  ran  and  jumped  into  Nabby's  warm  arms  for  protection. 
We  have  dwelt  thus  long  on  the  old  parsonage  beraUBe 
was  a  silent  influence,  every  day  fashioning  the  scnsi- 
tive,  iiQji^inative  little  aoul  that  was  growing  up  in  its  own 
of  lonelineBS~tbere;  For  Mrs.  Gushing  had,  besides 
Dolly,  other  cbildTBic  nilC"  engaged  her  thoughts  and  care. 
The  eldest  a  son,  studying  for  the  ministry ;  the  second 
daughter,  married  and  settled  in  a  distant  part  of  the 
Btate;  another  son  working  as  teacher  to  pay  his.pastL-eol- 
expenses ;  another  son  in  college,  whose  hills,  clothing, 
hooka,  and  necessary  ex  pen8es~To^ed~constant  items  of 
thought,  study,  and  correspondence;  so  that,  with  the  two 

I  boys  in  the  Academy  and  our  little  Dolly,  she  had  heart 
and  hands  full,  and  small  time  to  watch  all  the  fancies 
and  dreams  that  drifted  through  that  little  head  as  clouds 
through  summer  skies.  Satisfied  that  the  child  was 
healthy,  and  that  there  was  no  positive  danger  or  barm  to 
he  fallen  into,  she  dismissed  her  from  her  tlioughts,  except 
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ill  the  way  of  general  eupervision.  Yet  every  day,  as  the 
little  maiden  grew,  some  quaint,  original  touch  was  put 
forming  eliftracter  by  these  surroundings.  As  to 
'olly's  father,  he  was  a  worthy  representative  of  that  wise 
ind  strong  Connecticut  clei^  that  had  the  wisdom  inime- 

!'  (liMely  to  lace  a  change  in  the  growth  of  society,  to  lay 
down  gracefully  a  species  of  power  they  could  no  longer 
wield,  and  to  take  up  and  exercise,  and  strengthen  them- 
selves in,  a  kind  of  power  that  could  never  he  talten  from 
them,  Privileged  orders  of  society  are  often  obstruction- 
ists, because  they  do  not  know,  in  the  day  of  it,  the  things 
,t  belong  to  their  peace. 
The  nnnriP.'t.ii-iit.  nnrl  ]^|-Tir  rnplnmrl   rlrrn"  rli|i_nnt  thua    | 


Wheii  the  theocracy  I""!  p^'sed  away,  thev  spei 
tSnelahi  eating  it.      They  let  the  cocked  hat,  gold-b 

gown  and  bands  go  down-stream;  they  let  all  laws 
protecting  their  order  go  by;  and  addressed  themselvi 
simply  to  the  work  of  leading  their  people,  as  men  with 
men,  only  by  seekiiig  to  be  stronger,  wiser,  and  better  | 
men.  To  know  more,  to  have  more  faitji  in  the  Invisible  I 
and  Eternal,  to  be  able  to  argue  more  logically  to  convince 
and  to  persuade  —  these  were  now  their  ambition.  Dr. 
Gushing  was  foremost  in  this  new  crusade  of  earnestness. 
He  determined  to  preach  more  and  preach  better  than  ever 
he  had  done  before;  and  consequently  in  his  wide  parish, 
which  covered  a  square  o£  about  ten  miles,  he  was  every 
day  preaching,  visiting,  attending  prayer-meetings.  Often 
hia  wife  was  with  him,  and  this  gave  Dolly  many  hours 
wliea  she  was  free  to  follow  her  own  little  pursuits,  and 
to  pick  up  at  the  chimney-corner  some  of  the  traditionary 
lore  of  the  period. 


CHAPTER   XVn 

SPRING    AND    SUMMER    COME    iT   LAST 

But  at  last  —  at  last  —  spring  did  come  at  Poganucl 
This  marvel  and  mystery  of  the  new  creation  did  finally 
take  place  there  every  year,  in  spite  of  every  appearance 
to  the  contrary.  Long  after  the  bluebird  that  had  sung 
the  first  promise  had  gone  back  into  his  own  celestial  ether, 
the  promise  that  he  sang  was  fullilled.  Lilce  those  sweet, 
foreseeing  spirits,  that  on  bigh,  bare  trectops  of  human 
thought  pour  forth  songs  of  hope  in  advance  of  their  age 
and  time,  our  bluebird  was  gifted  with  the  sure  spirit  of 
prophecy;  and  though  the  winds  were  angry  and  loud, 
though  snows  lay  piled  and  deep  for  long  weeks  alter, 
though  ice  and  frost  and  bail  armed  themselves  in  embat- 
tled forces,  yet  the  sun  behind  them  all  kept  shining  and 
shining,  every  day  longer  and  longer,  every  day  drawing 
nearer  and  nearer,  till  the  snows  passed  away  like  a  had 
dream,  and  the  brooks  woke  up  and  began  to  laugh  and 
gnrgle,  and  the  ice  went  out  of  the  ponds.  Then  the 
pussy-willows  threw  out  their  soft  catkins,  and  the  ferns 
came  up  with  their  woolly  hoods  on,  like  prudent  old 
housemothers,  looking  to  see  if  it  was  yet  time  to  unroll 
their  tender  greens,  and  the  white  blossoms  of  the  shad 
blow  and  the  tremulous  tags  of  the  birchea  and  alders 
shook  themselves  gayly  out  in  the  woods.  Then  under 
brown  rustling  leaf-banks  came  the  white  waxy  sheila  of 
the  trailing  arbutus  with  its  pink  buds,  fair  as  a  winter's 
;  dawn  on  snow ;  then  the  blue  and  white  hepaticaa  opened 
theii  eyes,  and  cold,  sweet  white  violets  starred  the  moist 
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edges  of  watercourses,  and  great  blue  violets  opened  large 
eyes  in  the  shadows,  and  the  white  and  crimson  trilliuma 
unfurled  under  the  flickering  lacewoik  shadows  of  the  yet 
leafless  woods ;  the  red  columhiuc  waved  ita  bells  from  the 
rocks,  and  great  tufts  o£  golden  cowslips  fringed  the  bor- 
ders of  the  brooks.  Then  came  in  flocks  the  delicate 
wind-flower  family;  anemones,  starry  white,  and  the  crow- 
foot, with  ita  pink  outer  shell,  and  the  spotted  adder's- 
tongue,  with  its  waving  yellow  hells  of  blossom.  Then, 
too,  the  honest,  great  green  leaves  of  the  old  skimk-cab- 
bage,  most  refreahing  to  the  eye  in  its  hardy,  succulent 
greenness,  though  an  abomination  to  the  nose  of  the  ill- 
informed  who  should  be  tempted  to  gather  them.  In  a  I 
few  weeks  the  woods,  late  so  frozen,  —  hopelessly  buried  I 
in  snowdrifts,  — were  fidl  of  a  thousand  beauties  and  deli- 
cacies of  life  and  motion,  and  flowers  bloomed  on  every 
hand.  "Thou  sendest  forth  thy  spirit,  they  are  created; 
and  thou  reneivest  the  face  of  the  eai'th." 

And,  not  least,  the  opening  season  had  set  free  the 
imprisoned  children;  and  Dolly  and  the  boys,  with  Spring 
at  their  heels,  had  followed  the  courses  of  the  brooks  and 
the  rippling  brown  shallows  of  Fogatiuc  Eiver  for  many  a 
blissful  hour,  and  the  parsonage  had  everywhere  been 
decorated  with  tumblers  and  teacups  holding  floral  ofTer- 
ings  of  things  beautiful  at  the  time  they  were  gathered, 
but  becoming  rather  a  matter  of  trial  to  the  eye  of  exact 
housekeeping.  Yet  both  Mrs,  Oushing  and  Nabby  had 
a  soft  heart  for  Dolly's  flowers,  sharing  themselves  the 
general  sense  of  joy  for  the  yearly  deliverance  of  which 
they  were  the  signs  and  seals.  And  so  the  work  of  renew- 
ing the  face  of  the  earth  went  on  from  step  to  step.  The 
forest  hills  around  Poganuc  first  grew  misty  with  a  gentle 
haze  of  pink  and  lilac,  which  in  time  changed  to  green  and 
then  to  greener  shades,  till  at  last  the  full-clothed  hills 
stood  forth  in  the  joy  of  re-creation,  and,  as  of  old,  "all 
the  trees  of  the  field  clapped  their  hands." 
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Pognnuc  ill  its  aumiiier  ilresB  waa  a  beautiful  place.  Its 
maiii  street  had  a  row  of  'lipiitinl  wliit^  linmpflf  wit.li  flimp 
djjoryards  aud  lajfie  sule  Ragjms,  where  the  great  scarlet 
peony  flamed  forth,  where  were  generous  tufts  of  white 
lilies,  with  tall  spires  of  Bqii^y£_UagaQma,  and  yellaw  lilies  - 

■  with  their  faint  -sweet  perfume,  and  all  the  goo^_flld_o£lliit 
f  dox  flowers  of  stately  family  and  valid  pretensions.      In  all 

1  dooryards  and  along  the  grassy  streets  on  either  side 

'  were  overshadowing,  long- branching  trees,  forming  a  roof 

of  verdure,  a  greeu  upper  world  fi'om  whose  recesses  birds 

dropped  down  their  songs   in  languages   unknown  to  us 

L  mortals.      Who  shall  interpret  what  is  meant  by  the  sweet 

I  jargon  of  robin  and  oriole  and  bobolink,  with  their  endless 

[  reiterations  ?     Something  wiser,   perhaps,  than  we  dream 

jur  lower  life  here. 

Not  a  bit,  however,  did  Hiel  Jones  trouble  his  head  on 

I  this  suhject  as  he  came  in  on  his  high  stage-seat  in  lordly 

style  on  the  evening  of  the  3(1  of  July,     Fur  other  cares 

n  Hiel's  hoaii,  for  to-motrow  was  the  [jlrTJmn  Fwirtb. 

—  the  nnly  rt-pUy  "Till'ir  fPtiP    lfn"'"n    '"  '''P    Vonlmo  niin|j^ 

I  — and  a  great  celebration  thereof  had  been  resolved  on  by 
i  the  magnates  of  Poganuc,  and  Hiel  was  captaiu  of  tlje 
'  Poganuc  Hangers  —  a  flourishing  militia  company  which 
i  "was  to  be  the  ornament  of  the  forthcoming  celebration. 

It  had  heen  agreed  for  that  time  to  drop  all  political 
I  distinctions.  Federalists  and  Democrats,  Town  Hill  folk 
L  and  outside  folk,  were  all  of  one  mind  and  spirit  to  make 
I  this  a  celebration  worthy  of  Poganuc  Centre  and  the  great 
cause  of  American  Independence.  A  veritable  cannon  had 
I  been  hauled  up  upon  the  village  green  and  flred  once  or 
[  twice  to  relieve  the  bursting  impatience  of  the  hoys  aud 
I  who  had  helped  put  it  there.  The  flag  with  its  stars 
L  and  stripes  was  already  waving  from  the  top  of  the  court 
,  and  a  platform  waa  being  put  up  in  the  meeting- 

■  house,   and  people  were  running  this  way  and  that,   and 
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standing  in  houae  doota,  and  talking  with  each  other  over 
fences,  in  a.  way  that  showed  that  something  was  impend- 
ing. Hiel  sprang  from  hia  box,  and  after  attending  to  his 
liorses,  speedily  appeared  on  the  gi'een  to  Bee  to  things  — 
for  how  could  the  celebration  to-morrow  he  properly  pre- 
sented without  Kiel's  counaelal 

"Look  here,  now,  boys,"  he  said  to  the  group  assemhled 
around  the  cannon,  "don't  be  a-burnin'  out  yer  powder. 
Keep  it  for  to-morrow.  Let  her  be  now ;  ye  don't  want 
to  keep  bangin'  and  bangin'  afore  the  time.  To-morrow 
mornin'  we  '11  let  'er  rip  bright  and  early,  and  wake  all 
the  folks.  Clear  out,  now,  and  go  home  to  yer  auppera, 
and  don't  be  a-blowin'  yerselvea  up  with  powder  so  that 
ye  can't  see  the  show  to-morrow," 

Hiel  then  proceeded  into  the  meeting-houae  and  criti- 
cised proceedings  there. 

"Look  here,  Jake,  you  jest  stretch  that  'ere  carpet  a 
Jeetle  (orrard;  ye  see,  ye  want  the  most  out  in  front  where 't 
shows;  back  there,  why,  the  chairs  and  table 'il  kiver 
it;  it  ain't  so  much  matter.  "Wonder  row  ef  them  'ere 
boards  is  firm!  Wouldn't  do,  lettin'  on  'em  all  down 
into  the  pews  in  the  midst  on  't.  Look  here,  Seth  Chick- 
ering,  ye  need  another  prop  under  there;  ye  hain't  calker- 
lated  for  the  heft  o'  them  fellers — governors  and  colonels 
and  ministers  weighs  putty  heavy,  and  there  ain't  no  glory 
in  a  gineral  smash-up,  and  we  're  a-goin'  in  for  glory 
to-morrow;  we  're  goia'  to  sarve  it  out  clear,  and  no  mis- 
take." 

Hiel  was  a  general  favorite;  hia  word  of  criticism,  was 
duly  accepted,  and  things  were  pretty  comfortably  adjusted 
to  his  mind  when  he  went  home  to  eat  his  supper  and  try 
ni)i  hw  tfgimfintaln  The  dry,  hard,  colorless  life  of  a 
Yankee  boy  in  those  days  found  some  relief  in  the  periods 
called-i' train in^-davs."  when  the  militia  assembled  in  uni-  J 
form  and  marched  and  drilled  to  the  sound  of  fife  and  / 
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I  drum.  Hiel  had  expended  quite  a  round  eum  upon  hia 
I  uniform,  anil  was  not  inscnaiblo  to  the  transformation 
Jwhicli  it  wtouglit  in  his  personal  appearance.  The  Widow 
E'Jones  kept  lil^  gr.l.l-lnrrp^  myk^  hat.  }iis  bright  gold  epnu- 
■  leta,  bis  whole  soldier  snit,  in  fact,  enveloped  in  many 
^papers  and  napkins,  and  locked  away  in  one  of  her  moist 
I  BBcred  rceeases;  but  it  was  with  pride  that  she  gave  him 
I  up  the  key,  and  when  he  came  out  before  her,  all  in  full 
iLorray,  her  soul  was  inly  uplifted.  Hersonwas_a__liero 
I  in  her  eyea. 

"It  'b  all  right,  mother,  I  believe,"  said  Hie!,  surveying 
t  himself  first  over  one  shoulder  and  then  the  other,  and 
l-consulting  the  looking-glass  fringed  with  gilt  knobs  that 
L  hung  in  the  widow's  "keeping-room," 

"Yes,  indeed,  Hiel,  it 'a  all  right.     I've  kep'  camphor 

I  gura  with  it  to  keep  out  the  moths,  and  wrapped  it  up  to 

I  Bave  the  gold,  and  I  don't  aee  that  it's  a  grain  altered 

I'BinoB  it  came  home  new.     It 's  just  as  new  ns  ever  'twas." 

Hiel    may  be   pardoned  for  smiling   somewhat  compla- 

2ently  on  the  image  in  the  glass,  —  which  certainly  was 

I  that  of  a^  ye  1^  comely  youth,  — and  when  he  reflected  that 

jKabhy  would  to-morrow  see  him  at  the  head  of  hia  com- 

f-  pany  hia  heart  swelled  with  a  secret  exultation.      It  is  not 

,e  the  privilege  of  the  fair  sex  to  know  when  things  are 

becoming  to  them,  and  Hiel  knew  when  ho  looked  well,  as 

surely  as  if  any  one  had  toid  bim.     He  gave  bimaelf  a 

patronizing  wink  and  whistled  a  strain  of  "  Yankee  Doodle  " 

as  he  turned  away  frora  the  glass,  perhaps  justly  confiding 

in  the  immemorial  power  which  military  trappings  have 

always    exercised    over   the    female    heart.      It    was    witii 

reluctance  that  be  laid  aside  the  fascinating  costume,  and 

set  himself  to  brightening  up  here  and  there  a  spot  upon 

his  swtwd-iilfr-nfTilade  that  called  for  an  extra  touch. 

"We  must  have  breakfast  early  to-morrow,  mother;  the 
boys  will  be  here  hy  sunrise." 
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"Never  you  fear,"  said  the  widow.  "I  've  got  every- 
thing ready,  and  wo  '11  be  all  through  by  that  time;  but 
it 's  as  well  to  get  to  bed  now." 

And  BO  in  a  few  niinutea  more  the  candles  were  out  and 
only  the  sound  of  the  frogs  and  the  whippoor wills  broke  the 
Btillnesa  of  the  cottage.  Long  before  the  nine  o'clock  bell 
rung  Hiel  and  his  luothet  were  happy  in  the  land  of 
dreams.  In  the  parsonage,  too,  there  had  bean  an  effort 
ol  diacipline  to  produce  the  needed  stillness  and  early 
hours  called  for  by  to-morrow's  exactions. 

The  boys,  who  had  assisted  at  the  dragging  in  of  the 
cannon  and  heard  its  first  reverberation,  were  in  a  most 
inflammatory  state  of  patriotism,  longing  wildly  for  gnn- 
powder.  In  those  days  no  firecrackers  or  other  vents  of 
the  kind  had  been  provided  for  the  relief  of  boya  under 
pressure  of  excitement,  and  so  they  were  forced  to  become 
explosive  material  themselves,  and  the  walls  of  the  parson- 
age rung  with  the  sound.  Dolly  also  was  flying  wildly 
around,  asking  Nabby  questions  about  to-morrow,  and 
running  away  before  she  got  her  answer,  to  listen  to  some 
new  outburst  from  the  boya. 

Nabby,  however,  liad  her  own  very  decisive  ways  of 
putting  things,  and  settled  matters  at  last  by  putting  her 
to  bed,  saying  as  she  did  so,  "Now,  Dolly  Gushing,  you 
just  shut  up.  You  are  crazier  than  a  bobolink,  and  if 
you  don't  be  still  and  go  to  sleep  I  won't  touch  to  take 
you  with  me  to  see  the  trainers  to-morrow.  Your  ma  said 
you  might  go  with  me  if  you  'd  he  good ;  so  you  just  sliut 
up  and  go  to  sleep;"  and  Dolly  shut  her  eyes  hard  and 
tried  to  obey. 

We  shall  not  say  that  there  were  not  some  corresponding 
movements  before  the  glass  on  the  part  of  Nabby  before 
retiring.  It  certainly  came  into  her  head  to  try  on  her 
bonnet,  which  had  been  thriftily  retrimmed  and  rear- 
ranged for  summer  use  since  the  time  of  that  sleigh-ride 
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with  Hiel.  Moieover,  she  choBe  out  her  gown  ttnd  sorteil 
a  knot  of  ribbons  to  go  with  it.  "I  suppose,"  she  said 
to  herself,  "all  the  girls  will  be  making  fools  of  tbemselvea 
about  Hiel  Jones  to-morrow,  but  I  ain't  it-going  to." 
Keveitheless,  she  thought  there  was  no  harm  in  looking  as 
k  -well  as  she  could. 
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Bang  t  went  tho  cannon  on  the  green,  just  as  the  first 
red  streak  appeared  over  Poganuc  hilk,  and  open  flew 
Dolly's  great  blue  eyes.  Every  hoy  in  town  was  out  of 
lied  as  if  he  had  been  fired  out  of  a  pop-guu,  and  into  his 
clothes  and  out  on  the  green  with  a  celerity  scarcely  short 
o£  the  miraculnUB.  Dolly's  little  toilet  took  more  time; 
but  she,  too,  was  soqh  out  upon  the  scene  with  her  curls 
in  a  wild,  unhrushed  tangle,  her  little  breast  swelling  and 
beating  with  a  great  enthusiasm  for  General  Washington 
and  liberty  and  her  country,  all  of  which  were  somehow  to 
he  illustrated  and  honored  that  day  in  Poganuc.  Aa  the 
first  rays  of  the  rising  sun  struck  the  stars  and  stripes  float- 
ing over  the  court  house,  and  the  sound  of  distant  drum 
and  fife  announced  the  coming  in  of  tlie  Poganuc  Hangers, 
Dolly  was  so  excited  that  she  burst  into  tears. 

"What  in  the  world  are  you  crying  for,  Dolly?"  said 
Bill,  rather  impatiently.  "I  don't  see  anything  to  cry 
about. " 

"I  can't  help  it.  Will,"  said  Dolly,  wiping  her  eyes; 
"it's  so  glorious !" 

"If  that  ifin't  just  like  a  girl!"  said  Bill.  Contempt 
could  go  no  farther,  and  Dolly  retreated  abashed.  She 
waa  a  gir!  —  there  was  no  help  for  that;  but  for  this  one 
day  she  envied  the  boys  —  the  bappy  boys  who  might 
some  day  grow  up  and  fight  for  their  country,  anil  do 
something  glorious  like  General  Washington.  Meanwhile, 
from  mouth  to  mouth,  every  one  waa  giving  in  advance  an 
idea  of  what  the  splendors  of  the  day  were  to  he. 
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"I  tell  yo,"  said  Abo  Bowles,  "this  'ere 'b  goin'  to  be 
i-bang,  this  'ere  is.     Colonel  Davenport  is  a-goiu' 
to  review  the  troops,  and  wear  the  vM7~iii!nM  iinifo>ni-ii( 
0  at  Laitg  Island." 

Yes,"  said  Liph  Kingaley,  "and  ji;]  fimatir  'n  gi>in'  to 

■  his  uniform  and  wait  on  the  colonel.      Tell  ye  what, 

the  old  snowball  ia  on  hia  high  heels  this  morning  —  got 

a  suit.of  the  colonel's  oM  "nifp""       Won't  he  stmt  and 


"Hulloa,  boys,  there's  going  to  be  a  shasi-fi^rts^Hiel 
told  rue  so,"  said  Boh  Gushing.  "Some  are  going  to  be 
British  and  some  Americans,  and  the  Americans  are  going 
to  whip  the  British  and  make  'em  run," 

"Tell  ye  what,"  said  Jake  Freeman,  "there'll  he  a 
hangin'  and  poppin' !  won't  there,  boys !  " 

"Oh,"  said  Dolly,  who  irrepreasihly  was  following  her 
brothers  into  the  throng,  "they  won't  realli/  shoot  any- 
body, will  they  1 " 

"Oh  no,  they'll  only  Hre  powder,  of  course,"  said  Bill 
majestically;  "don't  you  know  that)  " 

Dolly  was  rebuked  and  relieved  at  once. 

"I  say,  boys,"  said  Sabby,  appearing  suddenly  among 
the  throng,  "yonr  ma  says  you  must  come  right  home  to 
breakfast  this  minit;  and  you,  Dolly  Gushing,  what  are 
you  out  here  for,  round  among  the  fellers  lilin  n  tnmbny  j 
Come  right  home." 

"Why,  Nabby,  I  wanted  to  see! "  pleaded  Dolly. 

"Oh  yes,  you  're  allera  up  to  ei'erything  and  into  every- 
thing, and  your  hair  not  brushed  nor  nothiu'.  You  '11  see 
it  all  in  good  time  —  come  right  away.  Don't  bo  a-Iookin' 
at  them  trainers,  now,"  she  added,  giving  herself,  how- 
I  a  good  observing  glance  to  where  across  the  green  a 
knot  of  the  Poganuc  Rangers  were  collecting,  and  where 
Iliel,  in  full  glory  of  his  uniform,  with  hia  gold  epaulets 
and  cocked  hat,  was  as  busy  and  impieasive  as  became  the 
situation. 
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"Oh,  Nabby,  do  look;    there  's  Hiel,"  cried  Dolly. 
"Yes,    yea;    I    see  plain    enough    there's    Hiel,"   said 
Kabby;  "he  thinks  he  'a  mighty  grand,  I  suppose.      He  '11 
be  conceiteder  'n  ever,  I  expect." 

Juat  at  that  moment,  Hiel,  recognizing  Nabhy,  took  off 
his  gold-laced  hat  and  bowed  with  a  graceful  flonrish. 
Habby  returned  a  patronizing  little  nod,  and  either  the 
morning  dawn,  or  the  recent  heat  of  the  kitchen  fire,  or 
so7tiethinff,  flushed  her  cheeks.  It  was  to  be  remarked  in 
evidence  ol  the  presence  o(  mind  that  diatinguishes  the 
female  eex  that,  though  she  had  been  sent  out  on  a  hurried 
errand  to  call  the  children,  yet  she  bad  on  her  beat  bonnet, 
and  every  curl  of  her  hair  had  evidently  been  carefully  and 
properly  attended  to  that  morning. 

"Of  course,  Iwaen't  going  to  look  like  afnght,"sh6 
soliloquized.      "Not  that  I  care  for  any  of  'em;  but  looks 
»iv     ia  looks  any  time  o'  day." 
/  At  the  minister's  breakfast- table  the  approaching  solem- 

(  nities  were  discussed.  The  procession  was  to  form  at  the 
J  court  house  at  nine  o'clock.  Democrats  and  Federalists 
I  had  united  to  distribute  impartially  as  possible  the  honors 
I  of  the  day.  As  Colonel  Davonport,  the  only  real  live 
I  Revolutionary  officer  the  county  boasted,  was  an  esEential 
'  element  of  the  show,    and  as  he  was  a  stanch  Federalist, 

it  was  necessary  to  be  conciliatory.      Then  there  was  the 

Federal  ex-governor  to  sit  on  the  platform  with, the  noH'ly . 

filrntarl  Tliiiiiiii  iiilijii   t^uiilMoi       The  services  were   in   tlie 
mnpt^jnp.lioiljip,   flp  thfl  1ar{;prili  ]ai'<lj^2£-'""  *^cy"  i  and  Dr. 
Gushing  was  appointed  to  make  the  opening  prayer.      As 
■    a  compliment  to  the  Episcopal  church  the  Federal  mem- 
'^,    hers  of  the  committee  allotted  a  "l"°ijtc  prny**~tQ  the  Rev. 
^^  BiiBCQg^Coan.     That  young  man,  however,  faitiful-ta  the 
logic  ^,Jhb  creed,  politely  declined  joining  in  public  ser- 
vices where  his  assisting  might  be  held  to  recognize  the 
ordination  of  an  unauthorized  sectarian   preacher;  and  ao 


I 
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li^im,  of  Shantic-WBE  appointed  in  bia     , 

plnee.      Squire  Lewis  was  observed  slightly  to  elevate  his 

I  eyebrows  mid  sbrug  his  shoulders  as  be  communicated  to 

luittee  the  grounds  of  his  rectnr'a  refusal.     He  was, 

[  in  fact,  annoyed,   and   a  little   emliarrassed,    by   the  dry, 

1  amused  expression  of  SheriiT  Deonie's  countenance. 

epeak  it  all  out;  never  fear,  Lewis,"  he  said,      "I 

like  to  see  a  mau  face  the  miieic.      Your  minister  is  "  Ipg"- I 

eal  fellow,  and  keeps  straight  up  to  what  he  teaches.  You 
old  Episcopalians  were  getting  loose  in  your  ideas;  you 
needed  cording  up." 

"There  'a  such  a  thing  as  cording  too  tight  and  breaking 
a  string  sDraetimeB,"  muttered  the  squire,   who  was  not 
well  pleased  at  the  scruple  that  kept  his  church  unrepre- 
I  sented  in  the  exercise. 

The  domestic  arrangements  for  the  parson's  family  were 
:nnounced  at  the  hreakfaat-table.  The  boys  were  endowed 
with  the  magnificent  sum  of  six  cents  each  and  turned 
I  for  the  day,  with  tbe  parting  adjiionition  to  keep 
clear  of  powder  —  a  most  hopeless  and  unnecessary  charge, 
since  powder  was  tbe  very  heart  and  essence  of  all  the 
I  glory  of  the  day. 

Lt  an  early  hour  the  bell  of  the  meeting-house  rung  out 
:  all  the  npigbhnring  bilTa  htiiI  yJllliiyH;  TTib  Hummons 
I  was  replied  to  hy  streams  of  wagons  on  tbe  roads  leading 
I  to  Poganuc  for  a  square  of  ten  miles  round.  Not  merely 
Poganuc  —  North,  South,  East,  "West,  and  Centre  —  was 
in  motion,  but  several  adjacent  towns  antl  villages  sent 
forth  their  trainers — bands  of   militia,    who  rose    about 

I  midnight  and  marched  till  morning  to  be  on  time. 
By  nine  o'clock  nominally  (but  far  nearer  to  ten  really) 
the  procession  started  from  the  court  house  with  drum  and 
Gfe  and  banners.  Dolly  had  been  committed  for  the  day 
to  the  charge  of  Nabby,  who  should  see  that  she  took  no 
harm,  and  engineer  for  her  the  best  chances  of  seeing  all 
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that  went  on;  while  Mta.  Gushing,  relieved  of  this  care, 
took  her  seat  quietly  among  the  nifttronnge  of  Poganuc 
and  waited  for  the  entrance  of  the  procession.  But  Dolly 
saw  them  start  from  the  court  house,  with  heat  of  drum 
and  peal  of  fife;  and  Dolly  E>aw  the  banners,  and  saw 
Colonel  Davenport  with  his  wliite  hair  and  splendid  phy- 
sique, now  more  splendid  in  the  blue  and  gold  of  his  mili- 
tary dress ;  and  they  all  marched  with  majestic  tread 
towards  the  meeting-house.  Then  Nabby  hurried  with  her 
charge  and  got  for  her  a  seat  by  herself  in  the  front 
singers'  seat  iu  the  gallery,  where  abe  could  sea  them  all 
file  in  and  take  tbeir  seats  on  the  platform.  Nabby  bad 
been  one  of  the  flowers  of  this  singers'  seat  before  her 
father's  change  of  base  had  transferred  her  to  the  Episcopal 
church,  and  her  presence  to-day  was  welcomed  by  many 
old  friends  — for  Nabby  had  a  good,  strong,  clear  voice  of 
her  own,  and  was  no  small  addition  to  the  choral  force. 
The  services  opened  by  the  national  Puritan  jMalm:  — 

"  Let  oliildren  hear  the  niighly  dpeila 
Which  God  performed  of  old, 
Which  in  our  younger  veara  we  anw 
And  which  our  fathera  told. 

"  Onr  iipa  shall  teach  them  to  our  sons, 
And  they  ugain  t<i  theirs, 
That  generaliona  yet  unborn 
Uay  teach  theoi  to  their  heira. 

"  That  they  may  leam,  in  God  alone 
Their  hope  aecuruiy  Mauds; 
That  they  may  ne'er  hla  laws  forget, 


The  wild  warble  of  "St.  Martin's,"  the  appointed  tune 
■whose  wings  bore  these  words,  swelled  and  billowed  and 
reverberated  through  the  house,  carrying  with  it  that  inde- 
finable thrill  which  always  fills  a  house  when  deep  emo- 
tions are  touched  —  deepest  among  people  habitually 
reserved  and  reticent  of  outward  demonstration.      It  was 
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solemn  undertone,  this  myaterious,  throbbing  eub-basa 

I  of  repressed  emotion,  wliicb  gave  the  jiower  and  effect  to 

I  the  Puritan  muaic.      After  the  einging  came  Dr.  Cusliing's 

(  prayer  —  which  was  a  recounting  of  God's  merciea  to  New 

England  from  the  beginning,  and  of  his  deliverances  from 

her  enemies,  and  of  petitions  for  the  glorious  future  of  the 

United  States  of  America  —  that  they   might  he   chosen 

commissioned   to   bear    the    light    of    liberty   and 

I  through  all  the  earth  and  to  bring  in  the  great 

L millennial  day,    when  wars   should  uease   and  the  whole" 

I  world,  released  from  the  thralldom  of  evil,  Bhoidd  rejoice 

[  in  the  light  of  the  Lord, 

I  millennium  was  ever  the  star  of  hope  in  the  eyes 

I  of  the  New  England  clergy ;  their  faces  were  aet  eastward, 

a  the  dawn  of  that  day,  and  the  cheerfulness  of  those 

I  anticipations  illuminated  the  hard  tenets  of  their  theology 

I  with  a  rosy  glow.      They  .were  children  of  the  morning. 

|The  doctor,  however,  did  not  fail  to  make  use  of  his  privi- 

1  to  give  some  very  decided   political  hits,    and  some 

r  petitions  arose  which  caused  sensation  between  the  different 

parties.      The  New  England  elerfyinau  fi|i  IJipga  nfiYiftinna 

bad  his  political  antagonists  at  decided  advantage.      If  he 

could  not  sneak  at  them  he  could  pray  at  them,  and  of 

jurse  there  was  no  reply  to  an  impeachment  in  the  court 

f  heaven.      So  when  the  doctor's  prayer  was  over,  glances 

r  were  interchanged,  showing  the  satisfaction  or  dissatisfac- 

f  tiun,  as  might  be,  of  the  listeners. 

And  now  rose  Colonel  Davenport  to  read  the  Declaration 
I  of  Independence.  Standing  square  and  erect,  his  head 
r  thrown  back,  he  read  in  a  resonant  and  emphatic  voice 
I  that  great  enunciation  upon  which  American  national  exist- 
i  founded.  Dolly  had  never  heard  it  before,  and 
l.even  now  had  but  a  vague  idea  of  what  was  meant  by  some 
I  parts  of  it;  but  she  gathered  enough  from  the  recital  of 
■  the  abuses  and  injuries  which  bad  driven  her  nation  to 
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this  course  to  feel  lierself  swelling  with  intlignation,  and 
ready  with  all  her  little  mind  and  strength  to  applaud  that 
concluding  Declaration  of  ludependenoe  which  the  coloiiel 
rendered  with  resounding  majesty.  She  was  as  ready  as 
any  of  them  to  pledge  her  "  life,  fortune,  and  sacred  honor  " 
for  such  a  cause.  The  heroic  element  was  strong  in  Uolly ; 
it  had  corao  down  by  "ordinary  generation"  from  a  line 
of  Puritan  ancestry,  and  juat  now  it  swelled  her  little 
frame  and  brightened  her  cheeks  and  made  her  long  to  do 
something,  she  aearce  knew  what;  to  fight  for  her  country 
or  to  make  some  declaration  on  her  own  account. 

But  now  came  the  oration  of  the  day,  pronounced  hy 
a  liv^lj_^ung  Virginia  law  student  in  the  office  of  Judge 

isifi  and  promise,  as  baa  been  the  always  approved  style  of 
such  productions.  The  bird  of  our  nation  received  the 
usual  appropriate  flourishes,  flew  upward  and  sunward, 
waved  his  pinions,  gazed  with  undaTintod  eye  on  the  hright- 
neBS,  and  did  all  other  things  appointed  for  the  American 
Eagle  to  do  on  the  Fourth  of  July.  It  was  a  nicely 
written  classical  composition,  and  eminently  satisfactory  to 
the  audience;  and  Dolly,  without  any  very  direct  concep- 
tion of  its  exact  meaning,  was  delighted  with  it,  and  so 
were  all  the  Poganuc  people. 
]  Then  came  the  singing  of  ly]  plalmrntii'  nnthemi  oil- 
whieh  tlie  choir  had  been  practicing  for  a  month  before- 
hand, and  in  which  the  various  parts  ranj_ajid— skipped, 
and  htqipad,  nnl  rhn'""^  """^  atlmr  pound  and  round,  and 
performed  all  sorts  of  unheard-of  trills  and  quavers  and 
musical  evolutions,  with  a  heartiness  of  self-satisfaction 
that  was  charming  to  witness. 

Then,  when  all  was  over,  the  procession  marched  out  — 
the  magnates  on  the  stage  to  a  dinner,  and  the  Poganuc 
military  to  refresh  themselves  at  Glazier's,  preparatory  to 
the  grand  review  in  the  afternoon.      Dolly  spent  her  six 
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ppnta  Inr  j^ing[]i-lirff|||],  nn.i  walked  unwearjiiigly  the  roiinUa 
"   ol  sigiit-seeiiig  wjtli  Nabby,   her  bouI  inly  uplifted  with 
the  grandeur  of  the  occasion. 

In  the  afternoon  came  the  military  display;  and  Colonel 
Davenport  on  his  white  horse  reviewed  the  troops;  and 
just  behind  him,  also  mounted,  was  old  Cato,  with  bis 
[jnld  iannl  hftt  Mill  [liini",  his  buif  breeches  and  long-tailed 
blue  eout.  Ou  the  ivbole,  this,  solemn  black  attejidaut 
formed  a  striking  and  picturesque  additioiTto  the  scene. 
And  80  there  were  marching  and  countermarching  and 
military  evolutions  of  all  kinds,  and  Hiel,  with  his  Poga- 
nuc  Eangers,  figured  conspicuously  in  the  eyes  of  alL  It 
was  a  dangerous  sight  for  Nabby.  She  really  could  not 
jF  help  feeling  a  secret  awe  for  Hiel,  as  if  he  had  been  wafted 

^^H  away  from  her  into  some  higher  ephere;  he  looked  so  very 
^^H  determined  and  martial  that  she  began  to  admit  that  be 
^^H  might  carry  any  fortress  that  he  set  himself  seriously  to 
^^H  attack.  After  the  regular  review  came  tbe  eham  light, 
^^H  which  was,  in  fact,  ^j^  an  organized  military  frolic.  Some 
^B  of  the  West  Fopjmuc  TouiE  "R^X-^iwooed  4Eemt>el'VHS- an  - 
fl^^  I  iHiliiiiiii.  and  other  companies,  drawn  by  lot,  were  to  per- 
sonate the  British,  and  there  was  skirmishing  and  fighting 
and  running,  to  the  wild  and  crazy  delight  of  the  boys, 

1A  fort,  which  had  been  previously  constructed  of  hushes 
and  trees,  was  furiously  attacked  by  Jiritiah  and  Indiana, 
and  set  on  fire;  and  then  the  Americans  bursting  out  scat- 
tered both  the  fire  and  the  forces,  and  performed  prodigies 
of  valor.      In  short,  it  was  a  day  of  days  to  Bolly  and  the 
children,  and  when  sober  twilight  drew  on  they  came  home 
intoxicated  with  patriotism  and  sight-seeing. 
On  her  way  home  Dolly  was  spied  out  by  her  old  friend 
Judge  Gridley,   who  always   delighted  to  have  a  gossip 
with  her. 
"  Ha,  my  little  Dolly,  are  you  out  to-day )  " 
"To  be  sure,  air,"  eaid  Dolly;  "indeed  I  'm  out.     Oh, 
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hasn't  it  been  glorious!  I  've  never  been  so  happy  in  my 
life,  I  never  heard  the  Declaratiun  of  Independence 
before," 

"Well,  and  what  do  you  think  of  itj  "  asked  the  judge. 

" I  never  heard  anything  like  it,"  said  Dolly,  " I 
didn't  know  before  how  they  did  abuse  us,  and  wasn't  it 
grand  that  we  wouldn't  bear  it!  I  never  heard  anything 
Ko  splendid  as  that  last  part. " 

"You  would  have  made  a  good  soldier." 

"If  I  were  a  man  I  would.  Only  think  of  it,  Colonel 
Davenport  fought  in  the  war!  I'm  bo  glad  we  can  see 
one  man  that  did,  If  we  had  lived  then,  I  know  my  papa 
anil  all  my  brothers  would  have  fought;  we  would  have 
had  '  liberty  or  death. '  " 

Dolly  pronounced  these  words,  which  she  had  heard  in 
the  oration,  with  a  quivering  eagerness.  The  old  judge 
gave  her  cheek  a  friendly  pinch. 

"You  '11  do,"  he  said;  "but  now  you  must  let  Nabby 
here  get  you  home  and  quiet  you  dajwh-or  you  won't  sleep 
all  night.      Good- by,  Puasy." 

And  so  went  off  Dolly's  Fourth  of  July.  But  Hiel 
made  an  evening  call  at  the  parsonage  in  his  full  regimen- 
tals, and  stayed  to  a  late  hour  unreproved.  There  were 
occasions  when  even  the  nine  o'clock  bell  did  not  send  a 
young  fellow  home.      This  appeared  to  be  one  of  them. 
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So  passed  DoUj's  Fourth  of  July, 
oE  glory  and  patriotism,  of  wonderful 
but,  like  a  dream,  it  all  melted  away. 
waa  too  practical  aud  laborious  t^ 
to  holiday  performances. 


I  wliole  pageaut 
gold  laco  and  feather 
Jones's  pillow- c 
away  in  secret  place 
driver,  going  forth  o: 
trappings  of  the  Po; 
had  glittered  like  ? 
battle - 


irJut 


vaiusbed.  Hiel's  uniform,  with  its 
returued  to  the  obscurity  of  Jlother 
aud  camphor  gum,  and  was  locked 
s ;  aud  Hiel  ivas  otdy  a  simple  stage- 
n  his  route  as  aforetime.  So  witliTSie" 
ganuc  Eangers  — who  the  day  before 
}  many  kinghta-etrant  in  the  front  of 
8  laid  by  in  silent  waiting,  and  the  Poganuo  ^ 
!  at  four  o'clock  and  put  on  theif^wgjting^ 
clothes^  and  cowbiae  shoes,  and  were  abroad  with  their 
The  Bhoemaker  aud  the  carpenter,  who  yesterday 
transfigured  in  blue  and  gold,  to-day  were  hamnieriug 
1  planing  boards  as  if  no  such  thing  had  hap- 
lo  the  shadows  of  the  night  the  cannon  had  van- 
ished from  the  village  green  and  gone  where  it  came  from; 
the  flag  on  the  court  house  was  furled,  and  the  world  of 
Pogauuc  Centre  was  again  the  same  busy,  literal  work-a- 
day  world  as  ever.  Only  Liph  Kingsley,  who  had  burned 
his  hand  with  gunpowder  in  consequence  of  carrying  too 
much  New  England  rum  in  his  head,  and  one  or  two  boys, 
who  had  met  with  a  sprain  or  bruise  in  the  excitement  of 
the  day,  retained  any  lasting  memorials  of  the  celebration. 

X 
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It  is  difficult  in  this  our  era  of  railroads  and  steam  to 
give  any  idea  of  the  depths  of  absolute  stillnesa  and  repoae 
that  brooded  in  the  summer  skies  over  the  wooded  hills  of 
Poganuc.     No  daily  paper  told  ttjp  mwn  i?f  ^i°'iiTif  "itiofl 

wearisome,  and  therefore  there  ivaa  little  of  that.  Every- 
body stayed  at  home,  and  expected  to  stay  there  the  year 

""  through.  A  journey  from  Poganuc  to  Boston  or  New 
York  was  more  of  an  undertaking  in  those  days  thac  a 

1,  journey  to  Europe  is  in  ours.  Kow  and  then  some  of  the 
great  square  bouses  on  the  street  of  Poganuc  Centre  re- 
ceived a  "aiTHiffier  visitor,  and  then  everybody  in  town  knew 
it  and  knew  all  about  it.  The  visitor's  family,  rank,  posi- 
tion in  life,  probable  amount  of  property,  and  genealogy 
to  remote  ancestors  were  freely  discussed  and  settled,  till 
all  Poganuc  was  fully  informed.  The  elect  circle  of  Poga- 
nuc called  on  them,  and  made  stately  tea-parties  in  their 
honor,  and  these  entertainments  pleasantly  rippled  the 
placid  surface  of  society.  But  life  went  on  there  with  a 
sort  of  dreamy  stillnesa,  The  different  summer  flowers 
n  their  successive  ranks  in  the  neatly  kept 
garden;  roses  followed  peonies,  and  white  lilies  came  and 
went,  and  crimson  and  white  phloxes  stood  ranged  in  mid- 
r  ranlcs,  and  the  yellow  tribes  of  marigolds  brought 
up  the  autumnal  season.  And  over  on  the  woody  hills 
mnd  the  town  the  spring  tmts  deepened  and  grew  dark 
in  summer  richness,  and  then  began  breaking  here  and 
there  into  streaks  and  flecks  ot  gold  and  crimson,  foretell- 
ing autumn.  And  there  were  wonderful  golden  sunsets, 
and  moonlight  nights  when  the  street  of  Poganuc  seemed 
overshot  with  a  silver  network  of  tracery  like  the  arches  of 
)  cathedral.  The  doors  and  windows  of  the  houses 
stood  innocently  open  all  night  for  the  moon  to  shine  in, 
and  youths  and  maidens  walked  and  wandered  and  senti- 
mentalized up  and  down  the  long,  dewy  street,  and  nobc«iy 
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seemed  to  know  how  fast  the  short,  beautiful  s 
those  regions  was  passing  away. 

Ab  to  Dolly,  summer  was  her  time  of  life  and  joy;  but 
it  was  not  by  any  means  a  joy  unmixed, 

Dolly's  education  wua  uondiicted  on  the  good  old-fash- 
ioned principle  that  every  one  must  do  his  little  part  in  the 
bittle  of  life,  and  that  nobody  was  pretty  enough  or  good 
enough  to  be  kept  merely  for  ornamental  purposes.  She 
was  no  curled  darling,  to  be  kept  on  e\hihitiou  in  white 
dresses  and  broad  sashes,  and  she  had  been  sedulously 
instructed  in  the  orthodoxy  of  Dr.  Watts,  that 

"  Satan  finds  some  miscbief  still 


It  was  the  duty  of  the  good  housemother  of  those  days 
be  so  much  in  advance  of  this  unpleasant  personage  that 
I    there  should  be  no  room  for  his  temptitions.     Accordingly, 
any  of    the  numerous  household   tasks    of  the    parsonage 
I  that  could  be  ttueteJ  to  a  little  pair  of  huiida  were  turned 
[  over  to  Dolly.     In  those  days  were  none  uf  the  thousand 
iveniences  which  now  abridge  the  labors  of  the  house- 
keeper.     Everything  came  in  the  rough,   and  had  to   be 
I   reduced  to  a  umble  form  in  the  household.     The  delicate, 
I    smooth    white  salt    which  lllled    the  cellars    at  the  table      « 
s  prepared  by  Dolly's  manipulation  f^r^n^   gpflran  rOsV'      / 
-iBt*-«rystals,  which  she  was  taught  to  wash  and  dry,  and      ' 
poiind  and  sift,  till  it  became  of  snowy  fineness;  and  quite       , 
a    long    process    it  was.      Then    there  were  spiees  to   be      j 
_gj:e«iid,  and  there  was  cofFee  to  be  browned  to  the  exact      I 
and  beautiful  shade  dear  to  household  ideality ;  and  Dolly       1 
^^     could  do  that.      Being  a  bright,  enter  prig  iii(i!  little  body, 
^^L   she  did  not  so  much  object  to  these  pTOceases,  which  rather 
^^P    interested  her,  but  her  very  soul  was  wearied  within  her 
^^B  at  the  drill  of  the  lonijr  and  varied  sewing  lessons  thai 
^^B  were    deemed    indispensable    to    her   complete    education. 
^^H  Poundii^  salt,  or  grinding  spice,  or  beating  eggs,  or  roast- 
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ing  coffee,  was  sndurable ;  but  darning  atockinga  and  Btitch- 
iiig  wristbands  and  "  acratchiug  7  gathers,  wore  a  weariness 
unto  her  spirit.  And  yet  it  wa^  only  at  the  price  of  pen- 
ances like  these,  well  and  tmly  performed,  that  Dolly's 
golden  own  hours  of  leisure  were  given. 

Most  of  her  household  tasks  could  be  performed  in  the 
early  morning  hours  before  feehool,  and  after  school  Dolly 
measured  the  height  of  the  afternoon  sun  with  an  avari- 
cious  eye.  Would  there  be  time  enough  to  explore  tlio 
woody  hilla  beyond  Poganuc  Eiver  before  sundown  1  and 
would  they  let  her  gol  For  oh,  those  woods!  Wlat  a 
world  of  fairy-land,  what  a  world  of  pure,  untold  joy  was 
there  to  Dolly !  When  she  found  her  face  fairly  set 
towards  them,  with  leave  to  stay  till  sundown,  and  with 
Spring  at  her  heels,  Dolly  was  as  blissful,  as  perfectly 
happy,  as  a  child  can  over  be  made  by  any  one  thing. 

The  sense  of  perfect  freedom,  the  wonder,  the  curiosity, 
the  vague  expectation  of  what  she  might  iiud  or  see,  made 
her  heart  beat  with  pleasure.  First  came  the  race  down 
tlirough  the  tall,  swaying  meadow-grass  and  white-hatted 
daisies  to  the  Poganuc  Kiver  —  a  brown,  clear,  gurgling 
stream,  wide,  shallow,  am!  garrulous,  that  might  be  easily 
crossed  on  mossy  stepping-stones.  Here  was  a  world  of 
delight  to  Dolly.  Skipping  from  stone  to  stone,  or  reclin- 
ing athwart  some  great  rook  around  which  the  brown 
waters  rippled,  she  watched  the  little  fishes  come  and  go, 
darting  hither  and  thither  like  flecks  of  silver.  Down 
under  the  shade  of  dark  hemlocks  the  river  had  worn  a 
deep  pool  where  the  translucent  water  lay  dark  and  still ; 
and  Dolly,  climbing  carefully  and  quietly  to  the  rocky 
side,  could  lean  over  and  watch  the  slim,  straight  pickerel, 
holding  themselves  so  still  in  the  water  that  the  play  of 
their  gossamer  fins  made  no  ripple,  — so  still,  so  apparently 
imwatchful  and  drowsy,  that  Dolly  again  and  again  fancied 
she  might  slyly  reach  down  her  little  hand  and  take  one 
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out  of  the  water;  but  the  moment  the  rosy  finger-tips 
touched  the  wave,  with  a  flash,  like  a  my  of  light,  tht 
coveted  prize  was  gone.  There  was  no  catching  d  pickerel 
asleep,  however  quiet  he  might  appear.  Yet,  time  after 
time,  Dolly  tried  the  experiment,  burning  with  the  desire 
to  win  glory  nmong  the  boya  by  bruigmg  home  au  actual 
and  veritable  pickerel  of  her  own  catching. 

But  there  were  other  beauties,  dtyad  treasures,  more 
accessible.  The  woods  along  the  moist  margin  of  the  river 
were  full  of  the  pink  and  white  azalea,  and  she  gathered 
besides  the  fragrant  blossoms  stores  of  what  were  called 
"honeysuckle  apples"  that  grew  upon  them  —  fleshy  exu- 
dations not  particularly  nice  in  flavor,  but  crisp,  cool,  and 
much  valued  among  children.  There,  too,  were  crimson 
wintergreen  berries,  spicy  in  tlieir  sweetness,  and  the 
young,  tender  leaves  of  the  wintergreen,  ranking  high  as 
an  eatable  dainty  nmong  little  folk.  Dolly's  basket  was 
sure  to  fill  rapidly  when  she  set  herself  to  gathering  these 
treasures,  and  the  sun  would  be  almost  down  before  she 
could  leave  the  enchanted  shades  of  the  wood  and  come 
back  to  real  life  again.  But  Snt.yrHny  pftipi^fji^ij  wa8.B  utrt 
of  child's  paradise.  No  school  was  kept,  and  even  house- 
hold disciplinarians  recognized  a  reasonably  well-behaved 
child's  right  to  a  Saturday  afternoon  play-spell. 

"Now,  Dolly,"  had  Sabbj  said  to  her  the  week  before, 
"you  be  sure  and  be  a  good  girl,  and  do  up  all  your  stitch- 
ing and  get  the  stockings  mended  afore  Saturday  comes, 
and  then  we  '11  take  Saturday  afternoon  to  go  a-huckleher- 
rying  up  to  Pequannock  Rock;  and  we'll  stop  and  see 
Mis'  Persis." 

This,  let  it  be  known,  was  a  programme  to  awaken 
Dolly's  ambition.  Pequannock  Eock  was  a  distance  which 
she  never  would  he  permitted  to  explore  alone,  and  Mis' 
Feiais  was  to  her  imagination  a  most  interesting  and  stimu- 
lating personage.      She  was  a.  widow,  and  the  story  ran 
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which  caused  Dolly  to  regard  hor  with  a  sort  of  awe,  con- 
necting her  with  CottoD  Mather's  stories  of  war-whoops 
and  Bcal ping-knives  and  midnight  horrors  when  houses  were 
burned  and  children  carried  olf  to  Canada. 

Noverthelesa,  Mis'  Perais  was  an  inoffensive  and  quite 
useful  inemher  of  society.  She  had  her  little  house  and 
g.irden,  which  she  cultivated  with  energy  and  skill.  Sho 
kept  her  cnw,  her  pig,  her  chickens,  and  contrived  alwayB 
to  have  something  to  sell  when  she  needed  an  extra  bit  of 
coin.  She  was  Yctsed  in  "'pi  *^pi  Jndian  lore  of  roots  and 
herbs,  and  her  preparations  of  these  for  medicinal  purposes 
were  much  in  request.  Among  the  farming  population 
around.  Mis'  Persia  was  held  in  respect  as  a  medical  author- 
ity, and  her  opinions  were  quoted  with  confidence.  She 
was  also  of  considerable  repute  among  the  best  families  of 
Poganuc  as  a  tiller  of  ga]'s  such  as  may  often  occur  in 
liousebold  economy.  There  was  nothing  wanted  to  be 
done  that  Mis'  Parsis  could  not  do.  She  could  wash,  or 
iron,  or  hake,  or  brew,  or  nnrse  the  sick,  as  the  case  might 
requite.  She  was,  in  fact,  one  of  the  resgjxfid— ifil^^^  °i 
Poganuc  society.  She  was  a  member  of  Dr.  Cushing's 
church,  in  good  and  regular  standing,  and,  in  her  way, 
quite  devoted  to  her  minister  and  church,  and  always 
specially  affable  and  gracious  to  Dolly. 

This  particular  Saturday  afternoon  all  the  constellations 
were  favorable.  Dolly  was  pronounced  a  good  girl,  her 
week's  tasks  well  performed;  and  never  were  dinner-dishes 
more  rapidly  whirled  into  place  than  were  Nabby's  on  that 
sanie  afternoon;  so  that  before  three  o'clock  the  pair  were 
well  on  their  way  to  the  huckleberry  Held.  There,  under 
the  burning  August  sun,  the  ground  shot  up  those  ardent 
flower-flamea  well  called  fire-lilies,  and  the  wild  roses  show- 
ered their  deep  pink  petals  as  they  pushed  through  the 
thickets,  and  the  huckleberry  bushes  bent  low  under  the 
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!  great  sweet  berrieB ;  and  Dolly's  cheeks  were 
ke  the  fira-liliea  themselveB,  with  heat  and 
eiithusiusm  aa  Blie  gathered  the  purple  harvest  into  bet 
basket.     When    the    baskets  were    filled   and   Dolly  had  .    .  ^^'^^ 

gathered  fire-lJliea  and  wild  iflgea  more  than  she  knew  how  -^VA^  " 
to  carry,  it  was  proposed  to  stop  a  little  and  reet,  on  the  f^^    ^•"i 
homeward  route,  at  Mia'  Perais'  cott^e. 

They  found  her  sitting  on  her  doorstep,  knitting-. 
I  little  wiry,  swart,  thin  woman  wm  she,  alert  in  her  mo 
I  ments,  and  quick  and  decided  of  speech.  Her  black  eyes 
,  them  a  latent  hery  gleam  that  suggested  all  the 
I  while  that  though  pleased  and  pleasant  at  the  present 
I-  moment  Mis'  Persia  might  be  dangerous  if  roused,  and 
Dolly  was  always  especially  conciliatory  and  polite  in  her 
;  to  her.  On  the  present  occasion  Mis'  Perais 
delightfully  hospitable.  She  installed  Dolly  in  a 
■  ainnll  splint- hoUnrneJ  rf)pkijt;^|;bnjr  at  the  door,  and  treated 
I  her  to  a  cup  of  milk  and  a  crisp  cooky. 

"Why,   what  a  little  girl  you  are  to   be  so  far  from 
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I  never  tired. 


"Oh,   I  don't  mind,"  said  Dollyj  ' 

I  could  pick  berries  all  day." 

"But,   sakea  alive!   ain't  you  afraid  of  snakeal"  said 
ia'   Perais.      "^Vhy,   my  sister  got  dreadfully  bit  by  a 

rattlesnake  when  she  wa'n't  much  older 'n  you,"  and  Mis' 

Persia  shook  her  head  weirdly, 

I  "Ob,  dear  met  Did  it  kill  her!  "  said  Dolly  in  horror. 
"No;  she  lived  many  a  year  after,"  said  Mia'  Persia, 
witi 
app 
saw 
wha 
Pen 


I  with  a  reticent  i 
t  approached. 

"Do,  do  tell  ns 
saw  a  rattlesnake. 
'  what  it  waa  if  I  aa- 
"You  wouldn't 
Persia  oracularly. 


3  one  who  could  say  more  if  properly 


all  about  it;  do.  Mm'  Perais.      I  never 
I  never  heard  one.     I  should  n't  know 


i  it  if  you  did,"  aaid  Mis' 
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"Oh,  plea 


eagerly. 


"Wher 


'  Persia,  do  tell  about  it,"  said  Dolly  | 


"Well,"  said  Mis'  Pei 


e  you,  and  how  did.  it  happen  1 " 


"it  1 


i  when  I  ' 


L  girl 


and  lived  over  in  Danbury.  There  'a  where  I  come  from. 
My  sister  Polly  and  me,  we  went  out  to  High  Ledge  one 
afternoon  after  huckleberries;  and  as  we  was  makin'  our 
way  through  some  low  hushes  we  heard  the  sharpest  noise, 
jest  like  a  locust  screechin',  right  under  foot,  and  jest  then 
Polly  she  screams  out,  '  Oh,  Sally, '  Bays  she,  '  eomethin'  'a 
bit  me ! '  and  I  looked  down  and  saw  a  great  rattlesnake 
crawlin'  off  through  the  bushes  —  a  great  big  fellow,  as 
big  as  my  wrist. 

"  '  Well, '  says  I,  '  Polly,  I  must  get  you  home  quick  as  I 
I  can ; '  and  we  set  down  our  paila  and  started  for  horae.  ' 
It  was  a  broilin'  hot  day,  and  we  hed  a'most  a  wile  to 
walk,  and  afore  wo  got  home  1  hed  to  carry  her.  Her 
tongue  was  swelled  so  that  it  hung  out  of  her  mouth;  her 
neck  and  throat  was  nil  swelled,  and  spotted  like  tlie 
snake.  Oh,  it  was  dreadful!  We  got  her  into  the  house, 
and  on  the  bed,  and  sent  for  the_  Tntjian  dor.tor  —  there 
ain't  nobody  knows  about  them  snake-bites  but  Indiana. 
Well,  he  come  and  brought  a  bag  of  rattlesnake- weed  with 
him,  and  he  made  poultices  of  it  and  laid  all  over  her 
stomach  and  breast  and  hands  and  feet,  and  he  made  a  tea 
of  it  and  got  some  down  her  throat,  and  kep'  a-feedin'  on 
it  to  her  till  she  got  so  she  could  swallow.  That's  the 
way  she  got  well." 

"Oh,  Mis'  Perais,"  said  I>olly,  after  a  pause  of  awe  and 
horror,  "what  is  rattlesnake-weed!" 

"Why,  it's  a  worse  poison  than  the  snake- bite,  and  it 
kills  the  snake-poison  'cause  it  'a  stronger.  Wherever  the 
snakes  grow,  there  the  rattle  snake- weed  grows.  The 
snakes  know  it  themselves,  and  when  they  fight  afld-Ulte 
each  other  they  go  and  eat  t!ie_weed_and_it,cure3  ^em. 
~Here  'b  solliB  of  it,^'TiiIe^"iil7going  to  the  wall  of  the  room, 
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which  was  all  hung  round  with  dried  bunches  of  various 
herbs  —  "here  'a  some  I  got  over  on  Poganuc  Mouctain,  if 
you  ever  should  want  any, " 

"Oh,  I  hope  I  never  aball,"  said  Dolly.  "Nabby,  only 
think !     "What  if  there  had  been  a  snake  in  those  buahes !  " 

"Well,  you  can  olwoya  know,"  said  Mia'  Persis,  "if 
you  hear  somethin'  in  the  hushes  .jest  like  a  locust,  sharp 
and  sudden  —  why,  you'd  bettor  look  afore  you  set  your 
foot  down.  But  wa  don't  hev  no  rattlesnakes  round  this 
way.  I  've  beat  all  these  lots  through  and  never  seen  toil 
of  one.  This  'ere  ain't  one  o'  their  places;  over  to  Poga- 
nuc Mountain,   now,   a  body  has  to  take  care  how  they 

"Do  you  suppose.  Mis'  Persis,"  said  Dolly,  after  a  few 
moments  of  grave  thought,  — "do  you  suppose  God  made 
that  weed  grow  on  purpose  to  cure  rattlesnake-bites! " 

"Of  course  he  did,"  said  Mis'  Persis,  as  decidedly  as  if 
she  had  been  &  trained  theologian,  "that's  ■"'jj*  """V 
reed  was  ^iipdp  fur-  any  foo!  can  see  that." 
seems  to  mo,"  said  Dolly,  "that  it  woidd  have  been 
better  not  to  have  the  snakes,  and  then  people  would  n't 
be  bit  at  all  —  would  n't  it  J  " 

"Oh,    we   don't   know   everything,"  said   Mis'    Persis; 
"come  to  that,  there's  a  good  many  things  that  nqhoiij 
Icnnwq  wh.it   (.hny  'q  madii--fnTr'~--"Riit  the   Indians  used   to    .  1 
say  there  was  some  cure  grew  for  every  sickness  if  on]y   I  ( 


our  eyes  was  opened  to  see  it,  and  I  expect  it  'a  bo." 

"Come,  Dolly,"  said  Nabhy,  "the  sun  is  gettin'  pretty 
low;  I  must  hurry  home  to  get  supper," 

Just  then  the  bell  of  the  distant  meeting-house  gave 
_  three  tolling  strokes,  whereat  all  the  three  stopped  talking 
and  listened  intently? 

Of  all  the  old  Puritan  customs  none  was  more  thrillingly 
impressive  than  this  solemn  announcement  of  a  death,  and 

s  deliberate  tolling  out  of  the  years  of  a  finished  life. 
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/      It  waa  a  Bound  to  which  every  one,  whether  alone  or  in 
(     company,   at  work  or  in  play,  stopped  to  listen,  and  lis- 
tened with  a  nervons  thrill  of  sympathy. 

"I  wonder  who  that  ie)  "  naid  Kabby. 

"Perhaps  it  'a  Lyddy  Baaaom,"  said  Mia'  Persia;  "ahe  'a 
been  down  with  typhus  fever." 
*■        The  bell  now  was  rapidly  tolling  one,  two,  three,  four, 
I    and  all  the  company  counted  eagerly  up  to  Bisteen,  eeven- 
V    teen,  when  His'  Persia  interposed, 

"No,  'tain't  Lyddy;  it 's  goin'  on,"  and  they  counted 
and  counted,  and  still  the  bell  kept  tolling  till  ifjjfld-a^m-^ 
hri""'  "'[j^'-y       "It's  old  Granny  Moss,"  eaid  Mis'  Persia 
decisively;  "she  'a  ben  lyin'  low  some  time.     Well,  she  's 
in  heaven  now,  the  better  for  her." 

"Ah,  I'm  glad  she's  in  heaven,"  said  Dolly,  with  a 
shivering  sigh;  "she  's  all  safe  now," 

"Oh  yes,  she's  better  off,"  said Nabby,  getting  up  and 
Ghakisg  her  diess  as  il  to  ehake  aS  the  very  thought  of 
death.  A  warm,  strong,  gloiving  creature  she  waa,  as  full  of 
earth-life  as  the  fire-liliea  they  had  been  gathering.  She 
seemed  a  creature  made  for  this  world  and  its  present  uses, 
and  felt  an  animal  repulsion  to  the  very  thought  of  death. 

"Come,  Dolly,"  she  said  hriakly,  as  she  counted  the 
last  toll,  "we  can't  wait  another  minute." 

"Well,  Dolly,"  said  Mia'  Persia,  "tell  your  mother 
I'm  a-comin'  this  year  to  make  up  her  candles  for  her, 
and  the  work  sha'n't  cost  her  a  cent.  I've  been  try  in' 
out  a  lot  o'  bay  berry  wag_tfl.  put  in  'em  and  make  'em  good 
ah!l  hi'm.'' 

"I  'm  sure  you  are  very  good,"  said  Dolly,  with  instinc- 
tive politeness. 

"I  want  to  do  my  part  towards  supportin'  my  minister," 
aaid  Mis   Persia,  "and  that  'a  what  1  hev  to  "give;" 

"I'll  tell  my  mother,  and  I  know  she'll  thank  you," 
answered  Dolly,  as  they  turned  homeward. 
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The  Bttn  was  fulling  lower  and  lower  townrd  the  west. 
The  long  shadows  of  the  two  daneed  before  them  on  the 
dusty  road. 

After  walking  half  a  mile  they  came  to  a  etone  culvert, 
where  a  little  brawling  stream  crossed  the  road.  The 
edgea  of  the  brook  were  fringed  with  sweet-flag  l>iiides 
waving  in  the  afternoon  light,  and  the  water  gurgled  and 
tinkled  pleasantly  among  the  stones. 

"There,  Dolly,"  said  Nabby,  seating  herself  on  a  flat 
stone  by  the  book,  "  I  'm  goin'  to  rest  a  minute,  and  you 
can  find  some  of  them  BWRpt-f1fl(:;  '  ^[p-rR '  if  ynn  '■""'■t', " 
which  when 


This  was  the  bloaaom-bmi  of  tne  sweet-fla^i 
young  and  tender  was  reckoned  a  delicacy  among  omnivo- 
rous children. 

"Why,  Nabby,  I  thought  you  were  in  such  a  hurry  to 
get  home,"  said  DoUy,  gatbering  the  blades  of  sweet-flag 
and  looking  for  the  "graters." 

"No  need  of  hurry,"  said  Nabby;  "the  sun's  an  hour 

i  a  half  high,"  and  she  leaned  over  the  curb  of  the 
bridge  and  looked  at  herself  in  the  brook.  She  took  off 
her  sunbonnut  and  fanned  herself  with  it.  Then  she  put 
a  Ijtight  spotted  fire-lily  in  her  hair  and  watched  the  effect 
in  the  water.  It  certainly  was  a  brilliant  picture,  framed 
by  the  brown  stones  and  green  rushes  of  the  brook. 

"Oh,  Nabby,"  cried  Dolly,  "look!  There's  the  stage 
and  Hiel  coming  down  the  hill!  " 

"Sure  e-nough!"  said  Nabby  in  a  *^"jn  "'  p~>;i»^-  inj- 
prise,  as  if  ahe  had  expected  anything  else  to  happen  on 
that  road  at  that  time  of  the  afternoon.  "As  true  as  I 
live  and  breathe  it  is  Hiel  and  the  stage,"  she  added, 
"and  not  a  creature  in  it.      Now,  we  '11  get  a  ride  home." 

Nabby'a  snnbonnet  hung  on  her  arm;  her  hair  fell  in 
a  tangle  of  curia  around  her  flushed  cheeks  as  she  stood 
waiting  for  Hiel  to  come  up.  Altogether  she  was  a  pic- 
ture.    That  young  man  look  in  the  points  of  the  view  at 
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once  and  vowed  in  his  heart  that  Nalby  was  the  hand- 
somest girl  upon  his  beat. 

"Waitin'  for  me  to  come  along?"  he  said  as  he  drew 
up. 

"Well,  you're  sort  o'  handy  now  and  then,"  said 
Nabby.  "We've  been  huckleberrying  all  the  afternoon, 
and  are  tired." 

Hiel  got  down  and  opened  the  stage-door  and  helped 
the  two  to  get  in  with  their  berries  and  flowers. 

"You  owe  me  one  for  this,"  said  Hiel  when  he  handed    I 
in  Nabby's  things.  ' 

"Well,  there  's  one,"  said  Nabby,  laughing  and  striking 
bjni  across  the  eyes  with  her  bunch  of  lilies. 

"Never  mind,  miaa.  I  ahall  keep  the  account,"  said 
Hiel ;  and  be  gathered  up  the  reins,  resumed  his  high  seat, 
made  his  grand  entrance  into  Poganuc,  and  drew  up  at  the 
parson's  door.  For  a  week  thereafter  it  was  anxiously 
discussed  in  various  circles  how  Nabby  and  Dolly  came  to 
be  in  that  stage.  Wliere  had  they  been!  How  did  it 
happen  ?  The  obscurity  of  the  event  kept  Hiel  on  the 
brain  of  several  damsels  who  had  nothing  better  to  talk 
about,  And  the  day  closed  with  a  royal  supper  of  huckle- 
berries and  milk.  So  went  a  specimen  number  of  Dolly's 
Saturday  afternoons. 
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GOING    "  A-CHESTNUTTINQ  " 

The  bright  days  of  Btimmer  were  a  short-lived  joy  at 
Pogamic.  One  hardly  had  time  to  a.iy  "How  beautiful!" 
before  it  was  past.  By  September  came  the  frosty  niglits 
that  turned  the  hills  into  rainbow  colors  iind  ushered  in 
Autumn  with  her  gorgeous  robes  of  golden-rod  and  purple 
asters.  There  wns  still  the  best  of  sport  for  the  children, 
however;  for  the  frost  ripened  the  shagbark  walnuts  and 
opened  the  chestnut- burs,  and  the  glossy  brown  cheBtnuts 
dropped  down  among  the  rustling  yellow  leaves  and  the 
beds  of  fringed  blue  gentians. 

One  peculiarity  of  the  Puritan  Wew  England  ri.'gin 
worthy  of  special  notice,   and  that  ia  the  generosity  and  | 
liberality    of    its    dealing    in    resjiect   to    the    spontaneous 
growths  of  the  soil.     The  chestnuts,  the  bic'Eory-m 
butternuts  —  no  matter  upon  whose  land  they  grew  — w 
free  to  whoever  would  gather  them.      The  girls  and  boya 
roamed  at  pleasure  through  the  woods  and  picked,  unmo- 
lested, wherever  they  could  Hnd  the  most  abundant  har- 
vest.     In  like  manner  the  wild  fruits  —  grapes,  strawber- 
riea,  huckleberries,  and  cranberries  —  were  for  many  vea 
free    to    the    earlieat    comer.      This 
remarked  in  a  community  where  life  was  peculiarly  chara 
toijuri"'  ^r  '"inilt"  ^irftintn^j  where  everything  had  its  { 
fully  ascertained  money  value.      Every  board,  nail,    brad, 
every  drop  of  paiut,  every  shingle,  in  house  or  barn, 
counted  and  estimated.      In  fmii-in['  Tiprpyiiiif^  pnti  conduct- 
domestic  economies,  there 
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tion  of  tlij;  mnnny  rtrliif  Tif  ti»e; — laljui,  aud  jiroViBion. 
And  yet  their  rigidly  parsimonious  habit  of  life  presented 
tliia  one  reiuatkable  exception,  of  certain  quite  valuable 
spontaneous  growths  left  unguarded  and  unappropriated. 

Our  fathers  came  to  New  England  from  a  country  whero 
the  paOE  MMi  wns~w«^:yhere  Ehut_j3ut  froBLthe  bounties 
M  nature  by  pame-laws  and  severe  restrictions.  Though 
^  his  children  might  beTlyihg  of  hunger  he  could  not  catch 
a  fish,  or  shoot  a  bird,  or  snare  the  wild  game  of  the  forest, 
without  liability  to  arrest  as  a  criminal;  he  could  not 
gather  the  wild  fruits  of  the  earth  without  danger  of  being 
held  a  trespasser,  and  risking  fine  and  iiiiprisonment. 
iWhen  the  fathers  took  posaession  of  the  New  England 
J  forest  it  was  in  the  merciful  spirit  of  the  Mosaic  law, 
1  which  commanded  that  something  should  always  he  left 
he  gathered  by  the  poor.  From  the  beginning  of  the  New 
England  life  till  now  there  have  heeu  poor  people,  widows 
and  fatherless  childrec,  who  have  eked  out  their  scanty 
living  by  the  sale  ot  tlie  fruits  and  nuta  whicli  the  custom 
of  the  country  allowed  tliem  treely  to  gather  on  other  I 
people's  land.  "Within  the  past  fifty  years,  while  this 
country  has  been  filling  up  \v  Itll  -ftweiSnera  6f  a  different 
day  and  training,  these  old  customs  have  lieen  passing  I 
aw^y.  Various  fruits  and  nuts,  once  held  free,  are  now  | 
appropriated  by  the  holders  of  the  soil  and  made  subject 
to  restriction  and  cultivation. 

In  the  day  we  apeak  of,  however,  all  the  forest  hills 
around  Poganuc  were  a  free  nut-orchard,  and  one  of  the 
chief  festive  occsBions  of  the  year,  in  the  family  at  the 
parsonage,  was  the  autumn  gathering  of  nuts,  when  Dr. 
Gushing  took  the  matter  in  hand  and  gave  his  mind  to  it. 
On  the  present  occasion,  having  just  finished  four  sermons 
which  completely  cleared  upanil  reCtJTleiled  ail  the  difli- 
Gulties  between  the  doctrines  of  free  agency  and  the  divine 
decrees,    the   doctor  was    naturally  in    good    spirits.      He 
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declared  to  his  wife,  "There!  my  dear,  that  subject  ia 
disposed  of,  I  never  before  succeeded  in  really  clearing 
It  up;  but  now  the  matter  is  done  for  all  time."  Having 
thus  wound  uplhe  sun  and  moon,  and  arranged" tbe  eoursea 
of  the  Btors  in  celestial  regions,  the  doctor  was  as  alert 
and  light  hearted  as  any  boy,  in  his  preparations  for  the 
day's  enterprise. 

"Boya,"  he  said,  "we '11  drive  over  to  Poganuo  I.edge; 
up  there  are  those  big  chestnuts  that  grow  right  out  of  the 
rock;  there's  no  likelihood  of  anybody's  getting  them  — 
but  I  noticed  the  other  day  they  were  hanging  full." 

"Oh,  father,  those  trues  are  awful  to  climb." 

"Of  course  they  are,  I  won't  let  you  boya  try  to  climb 
them  —  mind  that;  but  I  '11  go  up  myself  and  shake  them, 
and  you  pick  up  underneath." 

No  Higldand  follower  ever  gloried  more  in  the  physical 

prowess  of  his  chiff  tlifln  liie  lioys  in  that  of  their  father. 

Was  there  a  tree  he  could  not   climb  — a  chestnut,   or 

1   walnut,  or  butternut,  however  exalted  in  fastnesses  of  the 

rook,  that  he  could  not  sliake  downj     They  were  certain 

'  there  was  not.      The  boys  rushed  hither  and  thither,  with 

I  Spring  barking  at  their    heels,    leaving    open    doors    and 

1  shouting  orders  to  each  other  concerning  the  various  pails 

!  and    baskets   necessary    to    contain   their   future    harvest. 

Mrs,    Gushing  became    alarmed    for   the    stability  of   her 

household  arrangements. 

"Now,  fatiier,  please  don't  take  all  my  baskets  this 
I  time,"  pleaded  she,  "just  let  me  arrange"  — 

"Well,  ray  dear,   have  it  all  your  own  way;  only  be 

re  to  provide  things  enough." 

"Well,  surely,  they  can  all  pick  in  pails  or  cu[h,  and 

in  they  can  be  emptied  into  n  bag,"  said  Mrs.  Cusliiug. 
"You  won't  get  more  than  a  bushel,  certainly." 

"Oh  yes,  we  shall  —  three  or  four  bushels,"  said  Will 
triumphantly. 
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"There's   no   end   of  what  we  eball  get  when  father  J 
goes,"  said  Bob.      "Why,  yon  'vo  no  idea  how  he  rattles 

Meanwhile  Mrs.  Gushing  and  Nabby  were  packing  a 
hamper  with  bread  and  butter,  and  tpp-rrtgl^g,  and  unlim- 
ited gingerbread,  and  doughnuts  crisp  and  brown,  and 
savory  ham,  und  a  bottle  of  cream,  and  coffee  all  ready  for 
boiling  in  the  pot,  and  teacups  and  spoons  — everything, 
in  short,  ready  for  a  gypsy  encampment,  while  the  parson's 
horse  stood  meekly  absorbing  on  extra  ration  of  oats  in 
that  contemplative  attitude  which  becomes  habitual  to  good 
family  horses,  especially  of  the  ministerial  profeesioo. 
Mrs.  Gushing  and  the  doctor,  with  Xabby  and  Dolly,  and 
the  hamper  and  baskets,  formed  the  load  of  the  light 
wagon,  while  Will  and  Bob  were  both  mounted  upon  "the 
colt"  —  a  scrawny  ewe-neoked  beast,  who  had  long  out- 
grown this  youthful  designation.  The  boys,  however, 
had  means  best  known  to  themselves  of  lousing  hia  energies 
and  keeping  him  ahead  of  the  wagon  in  a  convulsivB  canter, 
greatly  to  the  amusement  of  Nabby  and  Dolly. 

^]]"  rrilil"*"'  T""'''  be  happy  could  they  follow  the  party 
along  the  hard,  stony  roads,  up  the  winding  mountain- 
paths,  where  the  trees,  flushing  in  purple,  crimson,  and 
gold,  seemed  to  shed  light  on  their  paths;  where  beds  of 
fringed  gentian  seemed,  as  the  sunlight  struck  them,  to 
glow  like  so  many  sapphires,  and  every  leaf  of  every  plant 
aeemed  to  be  passing  from  the  green  of  summer  into  some 
quaint  new  tint  of  autumnal  splendor.  Here  and  there 
groups  of  pines  or  tall  hemlocks,  with  their  heavy  back- 
ground of  solemn  green,  threw  out  the  flamboyant  tracery 
of  the  forest  in  startling  distinctness.  Here  and  there,  as 
they  passed  a  bit  of  low  land,  the  awamp  maples  seemed 
really  to  burn  like  crimson  flames;  and  the  clumps  of  black 
alder,  with  their  vivid  scarlet  berries,  exalted  the  effect  of 
color  to  the   very  highest  and  most  daring  result.      Ko 


GOING  "  A-CHESTNUTTING  " 


159 


artist  ever  has  ventured  to  put  on  canvas  the  exact  copy 

of  the  picture  that  nature  paints  for  ub  every  year  iii  the 

I  Riitimin  months.     There  are  things  the  Almighty  Artist 

1  do  that  no  earthly  imitstoi  cun  more  than  hopelessty 

[  admire. 

As  to  Dolly,  she  was  like  a  bird  held  in  a  leash,  full  of 

I  exclamations  and  longings,   now  to  pick  "those   leaves," 

I  and  then   to  gather  "those  gentians,"   or  to  get  "those 

lovely  red  berries,"  hut  was  forced  to  resign  herself  to  be 

carried  by. 

"They  would  all  fade  before  the  day  is  through,"  said 
her  mother;  "wait  till  we  come  home  at  night,  and  then, 
I    if  you're,  not  too  tired,   you  may  gather  them."     Dully 
sighed  and  resigned  herself  to  wait. 

Wp  shall  not  tell  the  jnya  nf  t.hn  (\pj  ■  how  the  doctor 
climbed    tliu    ttees    Vlntbriously,    how    the    brown,    glossy 
chestnuts  flew  down  in  showers  as  he  shook  the  limbs,  and 
how  fast  they  were  gathered  by  busy  fingers  below.     Not 
merely  chestnuts,   but  walnuts,  and  a  splendid  huttemut- 
I    tree,  that  grew  in  the  high  cleft  of  a  rocky  ledge,  all  were 
I  made  to  yield  tip  their  treasures  till  the  Ijags  were  swelled 
I  to  a  most  auspicious  size.      Then  came  the  nooning,  when 
I  the  hoye  delighted  in  making  a  roaring  hot  fire,  and  the 
f  coffee  waa  put  on  to  boil,   and  !Nahhy  spread  the  table- 
cloth and  unpacked   the   haniper    on    a    broad,    flat   rock 
around  which  a,  white  foam  oE  moss  formed  a  soft,  elastic 
seat.     The  doctor  was  most  entertaining,  and  related  stories 
of  the  fishing  and  hunting  excursions  of  his  youth,  of  the 
trout  he  had  caught  and  the  ducks  he  bad   shot.      The 
boys  listened  with  ears  of  emulation,  and  Dolly  sighed  to 
I   think  she  never  was  to  be  a  man  and  do  all  these  fine 
I   things  that  her  brothers  were  going  to  do. 

!ut  in  the  midst  of  all  came  Abel  Mosa,  a  hard-visaped 
^farmer  from  one   of  the  upland  l&ftia"  iWhO;  "seeing  the 
minister^ff-WftgeB-goHsy,  had  come  to  express  his  mind  to 
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iiim  con.cernigg.a-p»feTir"5niie  last  Sunday's  sermon;  and 
the  doctor,  who  but  a  moment  hefore  bad  thought  only  of 
trout  aud  wild  ducks,  sat  do\cn  by  the  side  of  Ahel  on  a 
fragment  of  rock  and  began  explaining  to  him  the  differ- 
ence between  the  laws  of  matter  and  the  laws  of  mind  in 
moral  government,  and  the  difference  between  divine  sov- 
ereignty as  applied  to  matter  and  to  mind.  The  children 
wandered  off  during  the  discussion,  which  lasted  some 
time;  but  when  the  western  sunbeams,  sloping  through 
the  tree-trunks,  warned  them  that  it  was  time  to  return, 
the  doctor's  wagon  might  have  been  seen  coming  down  the 
rough  slope  of  the  mountain. 

"  There  was    a   blfil'V  ip  hiq  whanlw  thnt  I  ■  v«-la]iaa..niij-._     I 

think  ne'll  go  all  straight  now.  Moss  has  a  good  head; 
when  he  once  sees  a  thing,  he  does  see  it,  —  and  I  think 
I  've  clinched  the  nail  with  him  to-day." 


CHAPTER    XXI 


DOLLY  8    SECOND 


0>XE  more  had  Christmaa  come  round  in  Poganuc; 
Qore  the  Episcopal  church  was  being  dressed  with  gTOHuJ 
huL   Ijhis  JT^I 


V  pine   atia~"sprnu« , — but'  this  J'eai"  "economyhad   begun  to 

■  make  its  claims  felt.  An  illumination  might  do  very  well 
Bio  open  a  church,  but  there  were  many  wlio  said  "to  what 
■purpose  is  this  waste) "  when  the  proposition  was  made  to 

it  yearly.  Consequently  it  was  resolved  to  hold 
the  Christmas  Eve  service  with  only  that  necessary  amount 
of  light  which  would  enable  the  worshipers  to  read  the 
prayers. 

The   lines  in  Poganuc  were  now  drawn.     The   crowd 

who  flock  after  a  new  thing  had  seen  the  new  thing,  and 

the  edge  of  curiosity  was  somewhat  dulled.      Both  minis- 

I  tera  had  delivered  their  Christmas  sermons,  to  the  eatisfac- 

I  tion  of  themselves  and  their  respective  flocks,   and  both 

congregations  had  taken  the  direction  of    their  practical 

I  course  accordingly.      On    this    Christmas    Eve,    therefore, 

[  Dolly  was  not  racked  and  torn  with  any  violent  temptation 

I  to  go  over  to  the  church,  hut  went  to  bed  at  her  usual 

■  hour  with  a  resigned  and  quiet  apirit.  She  felt  herself  a 
lyear  older,  and  more  than  a  year  wiser,  than  when  Christ- 
Ktnas  had  first  dawned  upon  her  consciousness.  We  have 
Beeen  that  the  little  maiden  was  a  most  intense  and  sympa- 
thetic partisan,  and  during  the  political  duffiiEHinp"  nf  t^R 

■  she  had  imbibed  the  idea  that  the  Episcopal 
arty  were  opposed  to  her  father.  Nay,  she  had  heard 
Tith  burning  indignation  that  Mr.  Simeon  Coau  had  said 
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that  bgr  fatbsi 
therefore  liad 
Dolly  bad 


irnfi  nnt  a  r^^iilftrlj'  iiT'l-mrT")  'HiiiiiH'^i  niiH 
10  tigkt  to  preacb  or  admiiiiBter  ordinancea. 


>  idea  of  patronizing  by  ber  presence  people 
who  expieased  auch  opinions.  Wboevet  and  whatever  in 
the  world  might  be  in  error,  Dolly  was  sure  her  father 
never  could  be  in  the  wrong,  and  went  to  sleep  placidly  in 
that  belief. 

It  was  not  altogether  pleasant  to  Mis.  Gushing  to  receive 
a  message  from  Mia'  Perais  that  she  would  come  and  make 
MP  *""'  "nnHliiH  for  her  btt  the  -SJjlJi  of  December^— -fan 
figurative  and  symbolical  point  of  view,  the  devoting  that 
day  to  the  creation  of  the  year's  stock  of  light  might  have 
seemed  eminently  appropriate.  But  the  making  of  so 
many  candles  involved  an  amount  of  disngreeahle  particnlaia 
hard  to  conceive  in  our  days,  when  rhb  and  kerosene  make 
the  li^htinR  of  housea  one  ^tbeJiOaot  of-cgTE37"  Tn  the 
times  we  speak  of,  candle-making  for  a  large  household 
waa  a.  serious  undertaking ;  and  the  day  devoted  to  it  was 
one  that  any  child  would  remember  as  an  unlucky  one  for 
childish  purposes  of  enjoyment,  sevenfold  worse  in  its 
way  even  than  washing-day.  Mrs.  Cuahing  still  retained 
enough  of  the  habits  of  bpr_^r»rly  pdmatitin  tff  1>rt— -pr" 
ferrgfl  "  q^i'ii'ti  d°y.for  her  Christmas.     She  would  willingly 


have  spent  it  in  letter-writing,  reading,  and  meditation;  but 
when  Mis'  Perais  gai'e  her  time  and  labor  it  seemed  only 
fair  to  allow  her  to  choose  her  own  day. 

So,  upon  this  Christmas  morning,  Mis'  Persis  appeared 
on  the  ground  by  day-dawn.  A  great  kettle  was  slung 
over  the  kitchen  fire,  in  which  cakes  of  tallow  were  speed- 
ily liquefying;  a  frame  was  placed  quite  across  the  kitchen 
to  sustain  candle-rods,  with  a  train  of  hoards  underneath 
to  catch  the  drippings,  and  Mis'  Persis,  with  a  brow  like 
one  of  the  Fates,  announced,  "Now  we  can't  hev  any 
young  una  iu  this  kitchen  to-day;"  and  Dolly  saw  that 
there  was  no  getting  any  attention  in  that  quarter.      Mis' 
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Perais, 


I  gracious  Saturday  afternoon  mood,  sitting  in 
her  own  tent  door  dispensing  hospitalities  and  cookies,  was 
one  tiling;  but  !Mia'  Persia  in  her  armor,  with  her  loins 
gilded  and  a  hard  day's  work  to  be  conquered,  was  quite 
I^^H  another ;  slie  was  terrible  as  Minerva  with  her  helmet  on. 
^^^b     Diane r- baskets  for  all  the  children  were  hastily  packed, 
^^^Bind  they  were  sent  off  to  school  with  the  injunction  on  no 
^^^Mkcconnt  to  show  their  faces  about  the  premises  till  night. 
^^^VtThe  doctor,  warned  of  what  was  going  on,  retreated  to  his 
^^^KEtudy  at  the  top  of  the  house,  where,  serenely  above  the 
^^V  lower  cures  of  earth,  he  saUed  olf  into  President  Edwanla'a 
\     treatiae  on  the  nature  of  true  virtue,  concerning  which  he 
\     WaS  ITFclVltlilg"!!"  papertoread  at  the  next  Association  meet- 
That  candles  were  a  necessity  of  life  he  was  well 
^convinced,  and  by  faith  he  dimly  accepted  the  fact  that 
e  day  in  the  year  the  whole  house  was  to  be  devoted  and 
rgn  up  to  this  manufacturej  and  his  part  of  the  business, 
3  he  nuderatood  it,  was,  clearly,  to  keep  himself  out  of 
lithe  way  till  it  was  over. 

in't  be  much  of  a  dinner  at  borne,  anyway," 

1  said  Nabby  to  Dolly,  as  she  packed  her  basket  with  an 

extra  doughnut  or  two.     "  ^  ','""  Z"*  ^"  HP  til  t^burch  to-day. 

'cause  I  'm  one  of  the  singers,    and  your  ma  '11  be  busy 

waitin'  on  het;  bo  we  shall  just  have  a  pick-up  dinner, 

Iftnd  you  be  sure  not  to  come  home  till  night;  by  that  time 

fit '11  be  all  over." 

Dolly  trotted  off  to  school  well  content  with  the  prospect 

■  before  her;  a  nooning,  with  leave  to  play  with  the  girls  at 

Jsebool,  was  not  an  unpleasant  idea.      But  the  first  thing 

f  that  saluted  her  on  her  arrival  whs  that  Bessie  Lewis  — 

dear,    particular   Bessie  — .  was   going  to  have  a 

(llirJRf"'""   p"i'ty— »*  ■^*    lirm"!- that — aitftFHeon-,    and  was 

[  around  distributing  invitations  right  and  left  among  the 
f  scholar''  wit''-  a  generous  freedom. 

-  ^o'"7  to  have  nuts  and  raisins  and  cake  and 


that  hgr  father  ■iTm  nnf  h  rrciilnrtj-firi^inT'ii  miiiiTlTr,  nni] 
I  therefore  had  no  right  to  preach  or  administer  ordinances. 
I  Dolly  had  uo  idea  of  patronizing  Ly  her  presence  people 
who  expressed  such  opinions.  Whoever  and  whatever  in 
the  world  might  be  in  error,  Dolly  was  sure  her  father 
never  ctiuld  he  in  the  wrong,  and  went  to  sleep  placidly  in 
that  belief. 

It  ivaa  not  altogether  pleasant  to  Mrs.  Gushing  to  receive 
a  message  frora  Mis'  Persia  that  she  would  come  and  make 

up  lirr  rimrll""  ■f"''  !"■'  "t-  tih»  aa.h  pf  DecemLer -jna 

figurative  and  symbolical  point  of  view,  the  devoting  that 
day  to  the  creation  of  the  year's  stock  of  light  might  have 
seemed  eminently  appropriate.  But  the  making  of  bo 
many  candles  involved  an  amount  of  disagreeable  particulars 
hard  to  conceive  in  our  days,  when  Ras  and  kerosene  make 
the  lighting  of  houses  one  rf_thfl^>iacit  Qf-ctrreB:"  In  tae 
times  we  speak  of,  cnndle-making  for  a  large  household 
waa  a  serioua  undertaking ;  and  the  day  devoted  to  it  was 
one  that  any  child  would  remember  as  an  unlucky  one  for 
childish  purposes  of  enjoyment,  sevenfold  worse  in  its 
way  even  than  washing-day.  Mrs.  Gushing  still  retained 
enough  of  the  T..->.:t°j2t  J^^rjiiHy  pr1'i"H^i"n  W  hnr— -f-" 
ferrorj  °  r^niff.  jliiy  for  her  Christmas.  She  would  willingly 
have  spent  it  ia  letter- writing,  reading,  and  meditation;  hut 
when  Mia'  Persia  gave  her  time  and  labor  it  seemed  only 
fair  to  allow  her  to  choose  her  own  day. 

So,  upon  this  Christmas  morning,  Mia'  Persia  appeared 
on  the  ground  by  day-dawn.  A  great  kettle  was  slang 
over  the  kitchen  fire,  in  wliicli  cakes  of  tallow  were  speed- 
ily liquefying;  a  frame  was  placed  quite  across  the  kitchen 
to  sustain  candle-rods,  with  a  train  of  boards  underneath 
to  catch  the  drippings,  and  Mis'  Persis,  with  a  brow  like 
one  of  the  Fates,  announced,  "How  we  can't  hev  any 
young  una  in  this  kitchen  to-day;"  and  Dolly  saw  that 
there  was  no  getting  any  attention  in  that  quarter.      Mis' 


Persia,  in  a  gracious  Saturday  afternoon  mood,  sitting  in 
tent  door  dispensiog  tios pita] i ties  and  cookies,  was 
one  thing;  but  Mis'  Fersis  iii  her  armor,  witli  her  loins 
girded  and  a  bard  day's  work  to  be  conquered,  was  (]uile 
^H    tinother:  she  was  terrible  as  Minerva  with  her  helmet  on. 
^^b       Dinner-baskets  for  all  tbe  children  were  hastily  packed, 
^^^  and  they  were  sent  off  to  school  with  the  injunction  on  no 
^^P  account  to  show  their  faces  about  the  premises  till  night, 
^^B  The  doctor,  warned  of  what  was  going  on,  retreated  to  his 
^^P  study  at  the  top  of  the  house,  where,  Rerenely  above  the 
^^     lower  cares  of  earth,  he  sailed  off  into  President  Edwards's 
\     treatise  on  the  nature  of  true  virtue,  concerning  which  be 
\  'WaS  [JTe  purl  tig"  11  paperto  read  at  tbe  next  Association  meet- 
ing.    That  caudles  were  a  necessity  of  life  he  was  well 
»  convinced,  and  by  faith  he  dimly  accepted  the  fact  that 
one  day  in  the  year  tbe  whole  house  was  to  he  devoted  and 
given  up  to  this  manufacture;  and  liia  part  of  the  business, 
as  he  understood  it,  was,  clearly,  to  keep  himself  out  of 
the  way  till  it  was  over. 
"There  won't  he  much  of  a  dinner  at  home,  anyway," 
said  Nabby  to  Dolly,  as  she  packed  her  basket  with  on 
extra  doughnut  or  two.      "  I  'm  |;r.t.  tn  y^  to  church  to-day, 
'cause  I'm  one  of  the  Bingers,    and  your  ma'U  be  busy 
waitin'  on  her;  so  we  shall  just  have  a  pick-up  dinner, 
and  you  be  sure  not  to  come  home  till  night;  by  that  time 
it'll  he  nil  over." 

Dolly  trotted  off  to  school  well  content  with  the  prospect 
before  her;  a  nooning,  with  leave  to  play  with  the  girls  at 
school,  was  not  an  unpleasant  idea.  But  the  first  thing 
that  saluted  her  on  her  arrival  was  that  Bessie  Lewis  — 
her   own  dear,    particular  Beasie  —  was   going  to  have  a 

<'hrifitim?°  piT'^y— "*    *""'    ^|""'^|' that— ufteFaeen,    and  was 

around  distributing  invitations  right  and  left  among  the 
scholars  with  a  generous  freedom. 

"We  are  going  to  have  nuts  and  raisins  and  cake  and 
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s^JuobMes^  said  Bessie,  with  artless  triuniph.  The  news  of 
tliia  bill  of  faro  spread  like  wildfire  thi'ough  the  schoul. 

Never  had  a  party  been  heard  of  which  contemplated 
Buch  a  liberal  entertainment,  for  the  rising  generation  of 
Pogaauc  were  by  no  means  li/iige    with   indulgence,   and 

I  fftiiiim  iinil  ulnmnilT  -tnnj.  fnr  |_,i  null  iirTntri  Tlirrn  But 
the  sejuaUoea^  which   consisted   of    JJita,  aL_coafccti«nafy- 

r  wfi^ped  up  in  printed  couplets  of  sentimental  poetry,  were    i 

/  an  unheard-of  refinement.  Bessie  assured  them  that  her 
papa  had  sent  clear  to  Boston  for  them,  and  whoever  got 
one  would  have  hia  or  her  fortune  told  hy  it.  The  school 
was  a  small,  eelect  one,  comprising  the  children  of  all  ages 
from  the  best  families  of  Poganuc.  Both  boys  and  girls, 
and  all  with  great  impartiality,  had  been  invited.  Misa 
Titcome,  the  teacher,  quite  readily  promised  to  dismiss  at 
three  o'clock  that  afternoon  any  scholar  who  should  hriug  a 
permission  from  parents,  and  the  children  nothing  doubted 
that  such  a  penaission  was  obtainabie.  Dolly  alouo  saw  a 
cloud  in  the  horizon.  She  had  been  sent  away  with  strict 
injunctions  not  to  return  till  evening,  and  children  in  those 
days  never  presumed  to  make  any  exceptions  in  obeying  an 
absolute  command  of  their  parents. 

"  But,  of  course,  you  will  go  home  at  noon  and  ask  your 
mother,  and  of  course  she'll  let  you;  won't  she,  girls?" 
said  Bessie. 

"Oh,  certainly;  of  course  she  will,"  said  all  the  older 
gills,  "because  you  know  a  party  is  a  thing  that  don't 
happen  every  day,  and  your  mother  would  think  it  strange 
if  you  didn't  come  and  ask  her."  So,  too,  thought  Miss 
Titcome,  a  most  exemplary,  precise,  and  proper  young  lady, 
who  always  moved  and  spoke  and  thought  as  became  a 
schoolmiBtress,  so  that,  although  she  waa.jnreality_fliily — 

__Jwftiilj_^ear8  old,  Dolly  considered  her  as  a  very  advanced 
and  ancient  person  —  if  anything,  a  little  older  than  her 
father  and  mother. 
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Even  she  was  of  opiniou  that  Dolly  might  properly  go 
I  home  to  lay  a  case  of  such  importance  hefore  her  mother; 
so  Dolly  ruahod  home  after  the  morning  school  was 
f  over,  lunning  'with  all  her  might  and  iucreasing  in  mental 
%  excitement  as  she  ran.  Her  bonnet  blew  off  upon  hei 
I  shoulders,  her  curls  tlcw  behind  her  in  the  wind,  and  she 
I  most  inconsiderately  used  up  the  little  stock  of  breath  that 
I  she  would  want  to  set  her  cause  in  order  before  her 
I  "mother. 

Just  here  we  must  beg  any  mother  and  housekeeper  to 

'  imagine  herself  in  the  verj  midst  of  the  most  delicate, 

perplexing,  and  laborious  of  household  tasks,  when  inter- 

ruption  is  most  irksome  and  perilous,  suddenly  called  to 

discuss  with  a  child  some  new  and  startling  proposition  to 

I  which  at  the  moment  she  cannot  even  give  a  thought, 

I  Mrs.  Gushing  was  sitting  in  the  kitchen  with  Mia'  Persis, 

P  by  the  side  of  a  caldron  of  melted  tallow,  kept  in  a  fluid 

f  state  by  the  heat  of  a  portable  furnace  on  which  it  stooil. 

A  long  train  of  haH-dipped  candles  hnng  like  so  many 

I   stalactites  from  the  frames  on  which  the  rods  rested,  and 

L  the  two  were  patiently  dipping  set  after  set  and  replacing 

I  them  again  on  the  frame. 

As  sure  as  I'm  alive!    if  there  isn't  Dolly  Gushing 
F  comin'  back  —  runnin'  and  tearin'  like  a  wild  cretur,"  said 
Mis'  Persis.     "  She  '11  be  in  here  in  a  minute  and  knock 
I   everything  down ! " 

Mrs.  Gushing  looked,  and  with  a  quick  movement 
stepped  to  the  door. 

"Dollyl  what  are  you  here  for?     Didn't  I  tell  you  not 
come  home  this  noon  J  " 

"Oh,  mamma,  there's  going  to  be  a  party  at  General 
Lewis's  —  Bessie's  party  —  and  the  girls  are  all  going,  and 
mayn't  I  gol" 

"!No,   you  can't;    it  'a   impossible,"    said    her    mother. 
I  "Your  best  dress  isn't  ready  to  wear,  and  there  'a  nobody 
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can  Hpeud  time  to  get  you  readj'.  Go  right  back  to 
Ecliool. " 

"But,  mamma"  — 

"  Go ! "  said  lier  mother  in  the  decisive  tone  that 
mothers  naed  in  the  old  days,  when  arguing  with  children 
was  not  a  possibility. 

"What's  all  this  about?"  asked  the  doctor,  looking 
out  of  the  door. 

"Why,"  said  Mia.  Gushing,  "there's  going  to  be  a 
party  at  General  Lewis's,  and  Dolly  in  wild  to  go.  It 'a 
just  impossible  for  me  to  attend  to  her  now." 

"Oh,  I  don't  want  her  intimate  at  Lewis's;  he's  a 
Democrat    and    an    Episcopalian,"    said    the    doctor,    and 


immediately  he  came  out  Cenind  \nS  Wllc7 

"There;  tun  away  to  school,  Dolly,"  he  said.  "Don't 
trouble  your  mother;  you  don't  want  to  go  to  parties; 
why,  it  'a  foolish  to  think  of  it.  Eun  away  now,  and 
dou't  think  any  more  about  it  — there  's  a  good  girl!  " 

Dolly  turned  and  went  back  to  school,  the  tears  freezing 
on  her  cheek  as  she  went.  As  for  not  thinking  any  more 
about  it  —  that  was  impossible.  When  three  o'clock  carae, 
scholar  after  scholar  rose  and  departed,  until  at  last  Dolly 
was  the  only  one  remaiaing  in  the  schoolroom.  Misa 
Titcoma  made  no  comments  upon  the  event,  but  so  long 
as  one  scholar  was  left  she  conscientiously  persisted  in  her 
duties  towards  her.  She  heard  Dolly  read  and  spell,  and 
then  occupied  herself  with  writing  a  letter,  while  Dolly 
sewed  upon  her  allotted  task.  Dolly's  work  was  a  linen 
sheet,  which  was  to  be  turned.  It  wua  to  be  sewed  up  on 
one  side  and  ripped  out  on  the  other  —  two  processes 
which  seemed  especially  dreary  to  Dolly,  and  more  particu- 
larly so  now,  when  she  was  sitting  in  the  deserted  school- 
room. Tears  fell  and  fell  on  the  long,  uninteresting  seam 
which  seemed  to  stretch  on  and  on  hopelessly  before  her; 
and  she  thought  of  all  the  other  children  playing  at  "oats, 
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,  and  barley  ^<uva,"  of  feast.ing  on  almonds 

I  raisins,  and  having  their  fortunes  told  by  wonderful 
mottoea  bought  iu  Boston.  The  world  looked  told  and 
dark  and  dreary  to  Dolly  on  this  her  second  Christmas. 
She  never  felt  herself  injured;  she  never  even  in  thought 
questioned  that  her  parents  were  doing  exactly  right  by 
her  —  she  only  felt  that  juat  hero  and  now  the  right  thing 
was  very  disagreeable  and  very  hard  to  bear.  When  Dolly 
came  home  that  night  the  coast  was  clear,  and  the  candles 
were  finished  and  put  away  to  harden  in  a  freezing  cold 
room;  the  Ititchen  was  once  more  restored,  and  Nahby 
bustled  about  getting  Bupper  as  if  nothing  had  happened. 

"I  really  feel  sorry  about  poor  little  Dolly,"  eaid  Mrs. 
Cufihicg  to  her  husband, 

"Do  you  think  she  cared  much!"  asked  the  doctor, 
looking  as  if  a  new  possibility  had  struck  his  mind. 

"Yes,  indeed,  poor  child,  she  went  away  crying;  hut 
what  could  I  do  abont  itl     I  couldn't  atop  to  dreaa  her." 

"Wife,    we  must  take  her  somewhere  to  make  up  for  ' 
it,"  said  the  doctor. 

Just  Iheu  the  stage  stopped  at  the  door  and  a  bundle 

from  Boston  was"  handed    in.      Dolly's   tears    were    soon 

wiped  and  dried,  and  her  mourning  was  turned  into  joy 

/  when  a  large  Jointed  London  doll  en^erg'^^^  fji^jn  tll^  h"° — 

die,    the   Christmas  gift   of   her  grandmother  in   Boston. 

,    Dolly's  former  darimg  was  old  and  shabby,  but  this  was 

of  twice  the  size,  and  with  cheeks  exhibiting  a  state  of  the 

most  llorid  Health:     Besides  this  there  was,    as  usual  in 

Il^amma's    Christmas  Jjundle,    something    for    every 

member  of  the  family;  and  so  the 'evening  went  on  festive 
wings. 

Poor  little  Dolly !  only  that  afternoon  she  had  watered 
with  her  tears  the  dismal  long  straight  seam,  which 
stretched  on  before  her  as  life  sometimes  does  to  us,  bare, 
disagreeable,  and  cheerless.      She  had  come  home  crying. 
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little  dreaming  of  the  joy  juat  approaching;  but  Ijefore 
bedtime  no  cricket  in  the  hearth  was  cheerier  or  more 
noiey.  She  took  the  new  dolly  to  bed  with  her,  and  could 
hardly  sleep,  for  the  excitement  of  her  company.  Mean- 
while, Hiel  had  brought  the  doctor  a  message  to  the  fol- 
lowing effect: — 

"  I  was  drivin'  by  Tim  Hawkins's,  and  Mia'  Hawkins 
she  comes  out  and  says  tbey  're  goin'  to  ^"f  ="i  flpjie- 
cuttin'  there  tQja»novf  night,  and  she  would  like  to  hev 
you  and  Mis'  Cushiu'  and  all  youi  folks  come  —  Kabby 
and  all." 

The  doctor  and  hie  lady  of  course  assented. 

"Wal,  then,  doctor — ef  it  'a  all  one  to  you,"  continued 
Hiel,  "  I  'd  like  to  take  ye  over  in  my  new  double  sleigh, 
I  've  jest  got  two  new  strings  o'  belle  up  from  Boston,  and 
I  think  we  '11  sort  o'  make  the  snow  fly.  S'pose  there  'd 
be  no  objections  to  takin'  my  mother  'long  with  ye  t " 

"  Oh,  Hiel,  we  shall  be  delighted  to  go  iu  company  with 
your  mother,  and  we're  ever  so  much  obliged  to  you," 
said  Mrs.  Gushing. 

"Wal,  I  '11  be  round  by  six  o'clock,"  said  HieL 

"Then,  wife,"  said  the  doctor,  "we'll  take  Dolly,  and 
make  up  for  the  loss  of  her  party." 
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TuNCTUALLT  at  six  o'clock  Kiel's  two  horses,  with  all 
k  their  bells  jingling,  stood  at  the  door  of  the  paraonage, 
[  whence  Tom  and  Bill,  who  had  been  waiting  with  caps 

ind  mittens  on  for  the  laet  half  hour,   burst  forth  with 

irrepresBible  ahouta  of  welcome. 

"Take  care  now,   boys;  don't  haul  them  buffalo  akina 

out  on  t'  the  anow,"  said  Hiel.      "Don't  get  things  in  a 

muaa  gen'ally;  wait  for  your  ma  and  the  doctor.      Got  to 

atow  the  gijown  folks  in  fust;  boya  kin  hang  on  anywhere." 
And  80  first  came  Mrs.  Cushing  and  the  doctor,  and 
kwere  installed  on  the  back  seat,  with  Dolly  in  between. 
I  Then  hot  bricks  were  handed  in  to  keep  feet^jjvarm,  and  1 
I  the  buffalo  robe  was  tnc'Sed^owirBecureTyT  Then  Nabby 
I  took  liet  seat  by  HieTin  front,  and  the  sleigh  drove  round 
L  for  old  Mrs.  Jones.  The  doctor  insisted  on  giving  uji  bia 
I  place  to  her  and  tucking  her  warmly  under  the  bufi'alo 
I   lobe,  while  he  took  the  middle  seat  and  acted  as  moderator 

between  the  boys,  who  were  in  a  wild  state  of  hilarity. 

Spring,  with  explosive  harks,  raced  first  on  thia  and  tlien 

on  that  side  of  the  sleigh  as  it  flew  swiftly  over  the  smooth 

frozen  road. 

The  stars  blinked  white  and  clear  out  of  a  deep  blue 
I  aky,  and  the  path  wound  uphill  among  cedars  and  junipera 
I  and  clumps  of  mountain- laurel,  on  whoae  broad  green 
1  the  tufts  of  snow  lay  like  clusters  of  white  roses. 
L  The  keen  clear  air  was  full  of  stimulus  and  vigor;  and  so 

Hiel'a  proposition  to  take  the  longest  way  met  with  enthu- 
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eiastic  welcome  from  all  the  party.  Next  to  being  a  bird, 
and  having  wings,  is  the  sensation  of  being  borne  over  the 
enow  by  a  pair  of  spirited  Iiorsea  who  enjoy  the  race, 
apparently,  as  much  as  those  they  carry.  Though  Hiel 
contrived  to  make  the  ride  about  eight  miles,  it  yet  seemed 
but  a  short  time  before  the  party  drove  up  to  the  great  red 
farmhouse,  whose  lighted  windows  sent  streams  of  radiant 
welcome  far  out  into  the  night. 

The  fire  that  illuminated  the  great  kitchen  of  the  farm- 
house was  a  splendid  sight  to  beliold.  It  is,  alas,  with  us 
only  a  vision  and  memory  of  the  past;  for  who  in  our 
days  can  afford  to  keep  up  the  great  fireplace,  where  the 
backlogs  were  cut  from  the  giants  of  the  forest  and  the 
forestick  was  as  much  as  a  modern  man  could  lift!  And 
tlien  the  glowing  fire-palace  built  thereon  I  That  architec- 
tural pile  of  split  and  seasoned  wood,  over  which  the  flames 
leaped  and  danced  and  crackled  like  rejoicing  genii  — what 
a  gJory  it  was!  The  hearty,  bright,  warm  hearth  in  those 
days  stood  instead  of  fine  furniture  and  handsome  pictures. 
The  plainest  room  becomes  beautiful  and  attractive  by  fire- 
light, and  when  men  think  of  a  country  and  home  to  be 
fought  for  and  defended  they  think  of  the  fireside. 

Mr.  Timothy  Hawkins  was  a  thrifty  farmer  and  prided 
himself  on  always  having  the  best,  and  the  fire  that  was 
crackling  and  roaring  up  the  chimney  that  night  was,  to 
use  a  hackneyed  modern  expression,  a  "work  of  art."  The 
great  oak  backlog  had  required  the  strength  of  four  men 
to  heave  it  into  its  place;  and  above  that  lay  an  th  1  g 
scarcely  less  in  shte;  while  the  forestick  was  n  m  an  b  gh 
of  the  same  tree.  A  bed  of  bright  solid  coals  lay  t  t  1  d 
beneath,  and  the  lighter  blaze  of  the  wood  abo  wa 
stantly  sending  down  contributions  to  this  glowing     se      ir 

Of  course,  on  an  occasion  like  this,  the  "be  t  f 

the  house  was  open,  with  a.  bright  fire  lighting  up  the  tall 
brass  andirons,  and  revealing  the  neat)y  fitted  stripi-.ii  pnrppt,  - 
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1,  and  the  lg;iutL«il  rujie)  imtiiortal 
monumeuts  of  the  never-tiring  industry  of  the  hi 
I  Here  first  the  minister  and  his  wife  and  Dolly  were  in- 
I  ducted  with  some  ceremony ;  but  all  declared  their  iinme- 
I  diate  preference  for  the  hig  kitchen,  where  the  tubs  of  rosy 
I  apples  and  golden  quinces  were  standing  round,  and  young 
I  men,  maids,  and  matrons  were  talcing  their  places  to  assist 
I  in  the  apple-bee. 

doctor  was  a  welcome  guest  in  the  stately  circles 
luc  Centre,  ho  was  jar  more  at  home  in  theao 
Tliere  wae  never  the  smallest 
room  for  jeiJousy,  on  the  part  of  his  plainer  people,  that 
he  cared  more  for  certain  conventional  classes  of  society 
than  for  them,  because  all  instinctively  felt  that  in  heart 
he  was  one  of  themselves.      Like   many  of  the   educated 

days,  and  all  his  pleasantest  early  recollections  were  con- 
nected with  that  simple,  wholesome,  healthful,  rural  life. 
Like  many  of  the  Xew  England  clergy,  too,  he  was  still 
to  some  exteot  n  prngtical  farmer,  finding  respite  from 
brain"  labor  in  wholesome  outdoor  work.  His  beat  ser- 
mons were  often  thought  out  at  the  plough  or  in  the  corn- 
field, and  his  iiiuslrations  and  enforcements  of  truth  were 
tliose  of  a  man  acquainted  with  real  life  and  able  to  inter- 
prfet  the  signiiicance  ot  common  things!  His  people  felt 
a  property  in  him  as  their  ideal  man  —  the  roan  who  every  | 
Sunday  expressed  for  them,  better  than  tbey  could,  the 
thoughts  and  inquiries  and  aspirations  which  rose  dimly  in 
their  own  minds. 

"I  could  ha'  said  all  that  myself  ef  I 'd  only  bed  the 
eddicfltionj  he  puts  it  so  one  can  see  it  can't  be  no  other 
way,"  was  the  pnniini-nt.  nni^^  jljilllfl  fill   I  '"'  thr 

doctor's  by.  a  rough  but  '^^tflhlfjiLlifjtfPfii';  and  the  doctor 
more  pleasect^ntTi  such  applause  than  even  the  more 
cultured  approval  of  Judge  Belcher. 


^ 
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In  the  wide,  busy  kitchen  ttere  was  room  enough  for 
all  sorts  of  goings  on,  Tlie  doctor  waa  soon  comfortably 
seated,  knee  to  knee,  in  a  comer  with  twa.grthjfta,£iia,to^ 
vetsial-lookine  old  jarmers.  who  were  attacking  some  of 
of  hia  lasfBunday's  sermon.  Of  the  two 
resulta,  the  doctor  alwaya  preferred  a  somewhat  combative 
resistance  to  a  sleepy  assent  to  his  preaching,  and  nothing 

delighted  him  more  than  a  faiii,and  square  argiHiii.i*t«ti\ta 

showing  that  the  points  he  made  had  been  taken. 
But  while  the  doctor  in  his  corner  discussedT theology,  the 
young  people  around  the  tuba  of  apples  were  having  the 
very  best  of  times.  The  apple,  from  the  days  of  Mother 
Eve  and  the  times  of  Paria  and  Helen,  has  been  a  fruit 
full  of  suggestion  and  omen  in  the  meetings  of  young  men 
and  maidens ;  and  it  was  not  less  fruitful  thia  evening. 
Our  friend  Hiel  came  to  the  gathering  with  a  full  con- 
Bciouaness  of  a  difficult  and  delicate  part  to  be  sustained. 
It  is  easy  to  carry  on  four  or  five  dietiuct  flirtations  when 
one  is  a  handsome  young  stage-driver  and  the  fair  objects 
of  attention  live  at  convenient  distances  along  the  route. 
But  when  Almiry  Ann  and  Lncindy  Jane  and  Lucretia 
and  Nabby  are  all  to  be  encountered  at  one  time,  what  la 
a  discreet  young  man  to  dol 

Hiel  had  come  to  tlie  scene  with  an  armor  of  proof  in 
the  shape  of  a  new  patent  apple  peeler  and  corer^jvarrantcd 
to  take  the  skin  from  an  apple  with  a  quickness  and  com- 
pleteness hitherto  unimaginable.  Thia  immediately  gave 
him  a  central  position  and  drew  an  ailmiring  throng  about 
him.  The  process  of  naming  an  apple  for  each  girl, 
and  giving  her  the  long  ribbon  of  peel  to  be  thrown  over 
her  head  and  form  fateful  initial  letters  on  the  floor,  was 
one  tliat  waa  aoon  in  vigorous  operation,  with  much 
shrieking  and  laughing  and  opposing  of  claims  among  the 
young  men,  all  of  whom  were  forward  to  claim  their  own 
initials  when  the  peeling  was  thrown  by  the  girl  of  their 
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choice.  And  Hid  was  loud  in  his  professions  of  jcalouBy 
when  by  this  inodu  of  divioatioa  Almira  Smith  was  claimed 
to  be  secretly  favoring  Seth  Permelee,  and  Nabby'a  apple- 
peeling  thrown  over  her  bead  formed  a  cabalistic  character 
which  was  vigorously  contended  for  both  by  Jim  Sawin 
and  Ike  Peters.  As  the  distinction  between  an  I  and  a 
J  is  of  a  very  shadowy  nature,  the  question  apparently  wae 
likely  to  remain  an  open  one ;  and  Hiel  declared  that  it 
was  plain  that  nobody  cared  for  him,  and  that  he  wuh 
evidently  destined  to  be  an  old  bachelor. 

It  may  be  imagined  that  this  sprightly  circle  of  young 
folks  were  not  the  ones  most  particularly  efficient  in  the 
supposed  practical  labors  of  the  evening.  They  did,  pro- 
bably, the  uBual  amount  of  work  done  by  youths  and  maids 
together  at  sewing  societies,  church  fairs,  and  other  like 
occasions,  where  by  a  figure  of  speech  thoy  are  supposed  to 
be  assisting  each  other.      The  real-tTOTt~Trt— tb< 

(  done  by  groups  of  matraBa-gho  sat  with  their  bright 
I  lap,  soberly  chatting  and  peeling  and  cutting, 
as  they  compared  notes  about  pies  and  puddings  and  cus- 
tards, and  gave  each  other  recipes  for  certain  Eleusiniau 
mysteries  of  domestic  cookery.  Yet,  let  it  not  be  supposed 
that  all  these  women  thought  of  nothing  but  cookery,  for 

I  in  the  corner  where  the  minister  was  talking  were  silent, 
attentive  listeners,  thoughtful  soals,  who  had  pushed  their 
chairs  nearer,  and  who  lost  not  a  word  of  the  discussion  on 
higher  themes.  Never  was  there  a  freer  rationalism  thju 
in  tliajflai 
/and 


id  at  everyflreside.      The  only  trouble  about  J  t 
that  they  raised  awful  questions  to  which  there  I 


f  raised  awful  questi 
',  and  when  the  doctor  supposed  he  had  left 
Itriumphant  solution  of  a  difficulty  ho  had  often  left  only  I 

a  rankli"g  thnm-nf  Hnnlrt  """"^-^ 

A  marked  figure  among  the  doctor's  circle  of  listeners  is 
Nabljy'a  mother.      A  slight  figine  in  a  drfptt  "^  <^..-*^.>uitg^^ 


.>,v^- 
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neatness,  a  tliin  old  delicate  face,  with  its  aureole  of  wbite 
hair  and  its  transparent  cap-border  —  the  espression  of  the 
face  a  blending  of  thoughtful  calmness  and  invincible  deter- 
mination. Her  still,  patient  blue  eyes  looked  aa  if  they 
habitually  saw  beyond  things  present  to  some  far-off  future. 
She  was,  in  fact,  one  of  those,  quiet,  resolutajcomeii  ffllUKH — 
jjQwer  lay  more  in  doini;  th^n  in  tHnf^^lpr.  She  had  passed, 
through  the  gate  of  silence  and  seU- abnegation,  into  that 


i  always  peace,  wlior^  flm  Mmt-ts 
is— there.     Xow,  aa  she  sits 

1  quietly  by,  not  a  word  escapes  her  of  what  her  minister 
is  saying ;  for  though  at  her  husband's  command  she  has 
left  her  church,  her  heart  is  still  immovably  fixed  in  ita 
old  homo.  Her  husband  had  stubbornly  refused  to  join 
the  social  circle,  though  cordially  invited.  However,  he 
offered  no  word  of  comment  or  dissent  when  hia  wife  de- 
parted with  all  her  sons  to  the  gathering.  With  her  boys, 
Mary  HiRgins  waa  all-powerful.  They  obeyed  the  glance 
of  her  eye;  they  listened  to  her  softest  word  as  they  never 
heeded  the  stormy  imperiousnesa  of  their  father. 

She  looks  over  with  satisfaction  to  where  her  boys  are 
joining  with  full  heart  in  the  mirth  of  the  young  people, 
and  is  happy  in  their  happiness.  The  doctor  comes  and 
aits  beside  her,  and  inquires  after  each  one;  and  the  mea- 
sure of  her  content  is  full.  She  does  not  need  to  explain 
to  him  why  she  has  left  her  church;  she  sees  that  he 
understands  her  position  and  her  motives;  but  she  tells 
him  her  heart  and  her  hopes,  her  ambition  for  hpr_  Anr. 
ling  son  Abner,  who  alone  of  all  her  b 

for  leSnring"  and  aspires  toward  a 

■■  bids  her  send  her  boyTl 
what  can  be  done  to  help  him  on  his  way.  More  talk 
they  have,  and  more  earnest,  on  things  beyond  the  veil 
of  earth,  —  on  the  joy  that  underlies  all  the  sorrows  of 
this  life  and  brigbteUB  the  life  beyond, — and  the  doctor 


ambition  for  >ipr_  dnr. 

r  boys  has  the  passion  j 

jollege  edncation;  and  | 

a  him  and  he  will  see  I 


THE   APPLB-BEE 


175 

B  than  he  has 


feels  that  in  the  interview  he  has  gained  n 

Long  before  the  sTening  was  through,  the  task  of  apple- 
cutting  was  QccompliaheJ,  the  tubs  and  pans  cleared  away, 
and  the  company  aat  about  the  tire  discussing  the  nuts, 
apples,  and  eider  which  were  passed  around,  reinforced  by 
doughnuts  and  loaf- cake.      Tales  of  forest  life,  of  exploits 
in  hunting  and  fishing,    were   recounted,   and  the  doctor 
figured  BucceBsfuUy  as  a  racontevi;  for  he  was  an  enthusi- 
ast in  forest  lore,  and  had  had  his  share  of  adventure.      In    \ 
those  days  there  was  still  a  stirring  background  of  wilder-     I 
ness  life,    of  adventures  with   bears,    panthers,   and  wild    I 
Indians,  and  of  witches  nnil  ^jtitiIi  ""•*  t)hnitlr)r  Tinitiiiii 
sQl^faaiiUlUil  hoiises,  to  make  a  stimulating  fireside  litem-    » 
ture;  and  the  nine  o'clock  lielJ  ringing  loudly  was  the  first 
break  in  the  interest  ot  lilt)  OlFUly.      All  tose  at  once ;  and 
while  the   last    greetings  were    exchanged    Hiel   and   the 
other  young  men  brought  their  horses  to  the  door,  and  the 
whole  party   were,    in  their  several    sleighs,    soon   flying 
homeward. 

Our  little  Dolly  had  had  an  evening  of  unmixed  bliss. 
Everybody  had  petted  her,  and  talked  to  her,  and  been 
delighted  with  her  sayings  aud  doings,  and  she  was  carry- 
ing home  a  paper  parcel  of  sweet  things  which  good  Mrs. 
Hawkins  had  forced  into  her  hand  at  parting.  As  to  Hiel 
and  Ifabby,  they  were  about  on  an  even  footing.  If  he 
had  been  devoted  to  Lucinda  Jane  Parsons  she  had  distin- 
guished Jim  Sawiu  by  marks  of  evident  attention,  not  for- 
getting at  proper  intervals  to  pay  some  regard  to  Ike 
Peters;  so  that,  as  she  complacently  said  to  herself,  "he 
didn't  get  ahead  of  her." 

Of  course,  on  the  way  home,  in  the  aleigh  with  Dr. 
and  Mrs.  Gushing,  there  were  no  advantages  for  a  settling- 
up  quarrel;  but  Nabby  let  fly  many  of  those  brisk  little 
missiles  of  sarcasm  aud  innuendo  in  which  her  sex  have  so 
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decided  a  superiority  over  the  other,  and  when  arrived  at 
the  door  of  the  house,  announced  peremptorily  that  she 
was  "going  straight  to  bed  and  wasn't  goin'  to  hum  out 
candles  for  aohody  that  night  I  " 

Hiel  did  not  depart  broken-hearted,  however;  and  as  he 
reviewed  the  field  mentally,  after  his  return  home,  con- 
gratulated himself  that  thinga  were  going  on  '"bout  as 
weD  as  they  could  be."  A  misuuderataiiding  to  be  made 
up,  a  quarrel  to  be  settled,  was,  as  he  viewed  it,  a  fail 
Btoek  in  trade  for  a  month  to  come. 


^CHAPTEE   XXin 


t    A    DITINE    IMPITIBE 

the  scenes  which  we  have  painted  we  have  shown  odi 
Cuahing  mingling  as  man  with  men,  living  a  free,  nat- 
ural, healthy  human  life.  Yet  underneath  all  this  he  bore 
always  on  hia  spirit  a  deeper  and  heavier  responsibility. 

The  ideal  of  a  New  England  minister's  calling  was  not 
the  mere  keeping  up  of  Sunday  services,  with  i-.wn  n-gn||ir 
attHaaog,  the  pastoral  ofHces  of  visiting  the  sick,  performing 
marriages,  and  burying  the  dead.  It  was  not  merely  the 
oversight  of  schools,  and  catechising  of  children,  and  bring- 
ing his  people  into  a  'certain  UaDimal  oulward'ruutine  of 
religion,  though  all  these  were  included  In  iT  But  ileeper 
all  these,  there  was  laid  upon  his  soul  the  yearning 
desire  to  bring  every  one  in  his  flock  to  a  JmntL.  conscious 
iininn  wjtii  firul  ■  tn  a  life  whose  source  and  purposes  were 
above  this  earth  and  tending  heavenward.  In  whatever 
scene  of  social  life  he  met  his  people  hia  eye  was  ever  upon 
them,  studying  their  characters,  marking  their  mental  or 
moral  prioress,  hoping  and  praying  for  this  tinal  result, 
of  Sunday,  our  good  doctor 
i_iu  the_fiiaall__ 
:  outlying  parishes,  when  the 
'  always  a  full  audience  to  listen. 
Mote  especially  now,  since  the  late  political  revolution  had 
swept  away  the  ancient  preacripiive  defenses  df"  religion 
and  morals,  and  thrown  the  whole  field  open  to  individual 
liberty,  had  the  doctor  felt  that  the  clergy  must  make  up 
1  moral  infiuence  what  had  passed  awoy  of  legal  restraints. 


POGANUG    PEOPLE 

f  With  all  hia  aoul  lie  "i"  °'— i^jin-  n  -"-i'-'.l  f|f^^^j^ — 
I  deep,  pathetic  eaineatneEs  iiiadu  itself  felt  in  bis  preacn- 
tag  and  prajers,  anil  the  more  spiritual  of  his  auditora 
[began,  to  feel  themselves  sympathetically  affected.  Of 
,  all  the  church  niembera  in  good  standing  professed 
)  believe  truths  which  made  life  a  sublime  reality,  and 
religion  the  one  absorbing  aim.  The  New  Testament  gives 
a  glorified  ideal  of  a  possible  human  life,  but  liard  arc  hia 
labors  who  tasks  himself  to  keep  that  'ideal  uppermost 
among  average  human  beings.  The  coaTse,~tlie  low,  thi 
~meani  the"vu]gai7  Ts-*Ka*.^«iating  iteelf  before  the  highi 
and  more  delicate  nature,  and  claiming,  in  virtue  of  its 
very  brute  strength,  to  be  the  true  reality. 

New  England  bad  been  founded  as  a  theocracy.  It  had 
come  down  to  Dr.  Cushing's  time  under  laws  and  customs 
specially  made  and  intended  to  form  a  Christian  state,  and 
'\  yet  how  far  it  was  hi-!nw  tVip  t|Rni^liin|rB  nf  ||)ip  "WewTesta- 
ment  nofiB  tealizaii  So  deeply  aa  the  minister  hiniselT  He 
was  the  confidant  of  all  the  conflicts  between  different 
neighborhoods,  of  the  small  envies,  jealousies,  and  rivalries 
that  agitated  families  and  set  one  part  of  his  parish  against 
another.  He  was  cognizant  of  all  the  little  unworthy 
gossip,  the  low  aims,  the  small  amhitious  of  these  would-be 
\  Christians,  and  sometimes  his  Leart  sank  at  the  prospect. 
Yet  the  preaching,  the  prayers,  the  intense  earnestness  of 
the  New  England  religious  life  had  sometimes  their  hour 
of  being  outwardly  felt;  the  sacred  altar-flame  that  was 
burning  in  secret  in  so  many  hearts  threw  its  light  into 
the  darkness,  and  an  upspringing  of  religious  interest  was 
the  result. 

The  quarrel  which  had  separated  Zeph  Higgins  from  the 
church  had  spread  more  or  less  unwholesome  influence 
tiirough  the  neighhorbood,  and  it  was  only  through  some 
Buch  divine  impulse  as  he  sought  that  the  minister  could 
hope  to  bring  back  a  better  state  of  things.      In  thifi  labor 
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of  love  lie  felt  that  ho  had  a  conataut,  powerful  cotipera- 
tjve  force  in  the  silent,  prayerful  woman  who  walked  by 
Zeph's  side  as  a  guardian  angel.  Hud  it  not  been  for  her 
peculiar  talent  for  silence  and  peace  the  quarrel  would 
have  gone  much  further  and  produced  wider  alienation; 
but  there  is  nothing  that  so  absolutely  quenches  the  sparka 
of  contention  as  silence.  Especially  is  this  the  case  with 
the  silence  of  a  strong,  determined  nature,  that  utters  itself 
only  to  God.  For  months  Zeph  had  been_fifiiiHfiiimj  ^f  n 
sort^  inviiiihln  pTu—  "Ifn^.  !''«  wife  —  a  power  that  con- 
trolled him  in  spite  of  himself.  It  was  that  mysterious 
atmosphere  created  by  intense  feeling  without  the  help  of  " 
words.  People  often,  in  looking  on  this  couple,  shook 
their  heads  and  said,  "  How  could  that  woman  ever  liave 
married  that  man  J "  Such  observers  forget  that  the 
woman  may  see  a  side  of  the  man's  nature  that  they  never 
see,  and  that  often  the  chief  reason  why  a  nan  wins  a 
woman's  heart  ia  that  she  fancies  herself  to  have  discerned 
in  him  that  which  no  other  could  discern,  an  undiscovered 
realm  peculiarly  her  own.  The  rough,  combative,  satur- 
nine man  known  as  Zeph  Higgins  had  had  bis  turn  of 
being  young,  and  his  youth's  blossoming- time  of  love, 
when  he  had  set  his  heart  on  this  Mary,  then  an  orphon, 
alone  in  the  world.  Like  many  another  woman,  she  was 
easily  persuaded  that  the  stormy,  determined,  impetuous 
passion  thus  seeking  her  could  lake  no  denial ;  was  of  the 
same  nature  with  the  kind  of  love  she  felt  able  to  give  in 
return  —  love  faithful,  devoted,  unseeking  of  self,  and 
asking  only  to  bless.  But  in  time  marriage  brought  its 
revelations,  and  life  lay  before  her  a  bare,  cold,  austere 
reality,  with  the  lover  changed  into  the  toiling  fellow 
laborer  or  the  exacting  mafiter.  A  late  discernment  of  spirit 
showed  lier  that  she  was  married  to  a  man  whose  lovefor 
her  was  all  demand,  who  asked  everything  from  hartuid 
had  littJe  power"  of  giving  in  return ;  that  while  he  needed 
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her,  and  clung  to  her  at  times  vrith  a  sort  of  helpless  reli- 
ance, he  had  no  power  of  understanding  or  sympathizing 
with  her  higher  nature,  and  that  her  life,  in  all  that  she 
felt  most  deeply  and  keenly,  must  be  a  solitary  one. 
These  hours  of  disillusion  come  to  many,  and  are  often 
turning  points  in  the  soul's  history.  EigLtly  understood, 
they  may  prove  the  seed-hed  where  plants  of  the  higher 
life  strike  deepest  root.  Mary  Higgins  ivas  one  of  those 
who  found  in  lier  religion  the  strength  of  her  soul.  The 
invisible  friend,  whose  knock  is  heard  in  every  heart-trial, 
entered  in  to  dwell  with  her,  bringing  the  peace  which  the 

irld  cannot  give;  and  henceforth  she  was  strong  in  spirit, 
and  her  walk  was  in  green  pastures  and  by  still  waters. 

They  greatly  mistake  the  New  England  religious  devel- 
opment who  suppose  that  it  was  a  mere  culture  of  the  head 
ical   doctrines.      As  in  the  rifts   oiTna 
granite  rocks  grow  flowe?B"  uf'  -wouderful  beauty  and  deli- 
cacy, BO  in  the  secret  recesses  of  jfuritan  life,  by  the  fire- 
side of  the  farmhouse,  in  the  contemplative  silence  of  aus- 
tere care  and  labor,    grew   up  religious   experiences  that 
ibrought  a  heavenly  brightness  down  into  the  poverty  of  ^ 
commonplace  existence.      Tbii  |iliilMjii|ilii|i.  j^ii  ii  uf  dpjiidcnt    1 
Ei^ffiatda-Jias  set  before  us  one  such  inner  record,  in  the    I 
hi"'"TT~nf  fibr  wifr  •nrhn*"'  ■'"'"tly  patience  and  unworldly    I 


elevation  enabled  him  to  bear  tne  reverses  which  drove"Eiffi  I 
from  a  comfortable  parish  to  encounter  the  privations  of  I 
missionary  life  among  the  Indians.  And  such  experiences 
among  lowly  natures,  who  lacked  the 
eloquence  to  set  them  forth  in  words.  They  lightened  the 
heart,  they  brightened  the  eye,  they  made  the  atmosphere 
of  the  home  peaceful. 

Such  was  the  inner  life  of  her  we  spaak  of.  At  rest  in 
herself,  she  asked  nothing,  yet  was  willing  to  give  every- 
thing to  the  husband  and  children  who  were  at  once  her 
world  of  duty  and  of  love.      Year  in  and  out,  ahe  kept 
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fltep  in  life  with  a  beautiful  exactness,  go  perfect  and  com- 
plete in  every  ministry  of  the  household  that  those  she 
served  forgot  to  thank  her,  as  we  forget  to  thank  the  daily 
Giver  of  air  and  sunshine.  Zeph  never  had  known  any- 
thing at  home  but  ueatneaa,  order,  and  symmetry,  regular 
hours  and  perfect  service.  His  wife  had  always  been  on 
time,  and  on  duty,  and  it  seemed  to  him  like  one  of  tlie 
immutaBlritcwH  of  nature  tliat  she  should  do  so.  He  was 
proud  of  lier  housekeeping,  proud  of  her  virtues,  as  some- 
thing belonging  to  himaolf;  and  though  she  had  no  direct 
power  over  his  harsher  moods  of  combativeness  and  self- 
will,  she  sometimes  came  to  him  as  a  still  small  voice  after 
the  earthquake  and  the  tempest,  and  her  words  then  had 
weight  with  him,  preeiaely  because  they  were  few  and 
seldom  spoken. 

She  bad  heen  silent  all  through  the  stormy  quarrel  that 
had  rent  liim  away  from  his  church.  Without  an  argu- 
ment where  argument  would  only  strengthen  opposition, 

she  let  hia  will  have  its  way.      She *■  — ;"'    i  •-■  -■'      |  I 

Ri]nf|ay>i  '-ff  *hn  FiEJscopal  church,  and  satthore  among  her     (  I 
a  lowly  and  conscientious  worshiper,  carefully" 

a  which  could  not  fail  to  bring  voices  of  com- 
i  help  to  a  devout  aoul  like  hers.  Nevertheless, 
the  service,  to  iinyotia-CQiaiggto  it  late  in  life  and  with 
no  previous  training,  lias  its  difficulties,  wlivcli  were  to  her 
embarrassing,  and  to  hira,  in  spite  of  his  proud  self-will, 
annoying.  Zeph  had  the  Sjiifrfflji  i.oniionipt_£>w-s?S^t.hiTijT 
te'4l">*iP|  the  iliiUfli  »£.^auty  which  characterized  certain 
rough  stages  of  New  EnglaTrd-life.-  He  not  only  did  not 
like  symbolic  fnrrns,  but  he  despised  them  as  effeminate 
^impertinences;  and  every  turn  and  movement  that  he  was 
compelled  to  make  in  his  new_ritaaljatic.  .aujTOundings  was 
aggravating  to  his  temper.  To  bend  the  knee  at  the  name 
of  Jesus,  to  rise  up  reverently  when  the  words  of  Jesus 
were  about  to  he  read  in  the  Gospel  of  the  day,  weie  act« 
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above  all,  the  idea  of  ecclesiastical  authority,  whether 
exercised  by  rector,  bishop,  or  church,  woke  all  the  refrac- 
tory nerves  of  opposition  inherited  from  five  generations 
of  Puritans.  So  that  Zeph  was  as  little  comfortable  in  hia 
position  as  his  worst  enemy  could  have  desired. 
Nothing  but  the  strength  of  his  obstinate  determination 
not  to  yield  a  point  once  taken  kept  bini  even  outwardly 
steady.  But  to  go  back  to  hia  church,  to  confess  himself 
in  the  wrong  and  make  up  Ms  old  quarrel  with  the  deacou, 
would  be  worse  than  to  stay  where  he  vim. 

The  tenacity  and  devotion  with  which  some  hard  natures 
will  cleave  to  a  quarrel  which  embitters  their  very  life- 
blood  is  one  of  the  strange  problems  of  our  human  nature. 
In  the  hereditary  form  of  family  prayer  that  Zeph  Higgina 
used  every  day  there  was  the  customary  phrase,  "  We  are 
miserable  sinners;"  and  yet  Zeph,  like  many  another  man 
who  repeata  that  form  in  thej'enexali.j'ould  rather  die 
than  coufess  a  fault  in  any  particulai';  and  in  this  respect 
wo  must  admit  that  he  was  not,  after  all,  a  very  exceptional 
character.  How  often  in  our  experience  do  we  meet  a 
man  brave  enough,  when  once  fuUy  committed,  to  turn  a 
r  and  say  "I  was  wrong"!  If  only  such  have 
B  stone  to  cast  at  Zeph  Higgina,  the  cairn  will  not  be  a 
very  high  one. 

Zeph  never  breathed  an  opposing  word  when  his  wife, 
every  Friday  evening,  lighted  the  lantern,  and  with  all  her 
3  about  lier  set  off  to  the  evening  prayer-meeting  in  the 
little  red  schoolhouse,  though  after  his  quarrel  with  the 
deacon  he  never  went  liimself.  Those  weekly  meetings, 
when  she  heard  her  minister  and  joined  in  the  prayers  and 
i  of  her  church,  were  the  brightest  hours  of  her  life, 
and  her  serene,  radiant  face,  following  hia  words  with  rapt 
BttentioD,  was  a  help  and  inspiration  to  her  pastor. 

"There  la  a  revival  begun  over  there,"  he  said  to  his 
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V  wife  as  they  were  riding  horae  from  one  of  hia  services, 
'It  ia  tegun  in  the  heart  of  that  good  womnn.  She  has 
ong  been  praying  for  a  revival,  and  I  am  coofideiit  that 
iei"  prayers  will  he  answered." 

They  were  answered,  but  in  a  way  little  dreamed  of  by 
■ny   one.      The   prayers  we  oifer    for    heavenly  blessings 
often  come  up  in  our  earthly  soil  ae  plants  of  bitter  sorrow. 
L  So  it  proved  in  this  case. 


CHAPTER  XXrV 


IN    ei'CH    AN    HOUK    Aa    TE    THISK    KOT  " 

One  morning  in  the  latter  part  of  spring  Zepli  Hig- 
giuB  received  a  shock  which  threw  his  whole  soul  into  coii- 
fuaion.  His  wife,  on  rising  to  go  forth  to  her  wonted 
morning  cares,  had^^inted  dead  away  and  been  found 
lying,  apparently  lifeless,  on  ihe  oedj^^hen  her  huehand 
returned  for  his  hreakfast.  Instantly  everything  was  in 
commotion.  The  nearest  neighbor  was  sent  for,  and  restor- 
atives applied  with  such  skill  as  domestic  experience  could 
suggest,  and  one  of  the  boys  dispatched  in  all  haste  for  tlie 
doctor,  with  orders  to  bring  Kabhy  at  once  to  take  her 
mother's  place.  The  fainting  fit  proved  of  short  duration, 
but  was  foUowed  by  a  violent  chill  and  a  rise  of  fever,  and 
when  the  doctor  arrived  he  reported  a  congestion  of  tJie 
lungs  threatening  the  gravest  results. 

Forthwith  the  household  was  to  be  organized  for  sick- 
ness. A  fire  was  kindled  in  the  best  bedroom  and  the 
patient  laid  there;  Mis'  Persis  was  sent  for  and  installed 
as  nurse ;  Nabhy  became  housekeeper,  and  to  superficial 
view  the  usual  order  reigned.  Zeph  went  forth  to  the 
labors  of  the  field,  strugyling  with  a  sort  of  new  terror; 
there  was  an  evil  threatening  hia  house,  against  the  very 
thought  and  su^estion  of  which  he  fought  with  all  hia 
being.  His  wife  could  not,  sliouM  not,  ought  not  to  be 
sick,  —  and  as  to  dying,  that  was  not  to  be  thought  of ! 
What  could  he  do  without  herT  What  could  any  of  them 
do  without  her?  During  the  morning's  work  that  was  the 
problem  that  he  kept  turning  and  turning  in  his  mind  — 
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\  what  life  would  be  without  her.  Yet  when  Aimer,  who 
was  woi'kmg  beside  him,  paused  over  his  hoe  and  stood 
apparently  lost  in  thought,  he  snapped  a  harsh  question  at 
liira  with  a  crack  like  the  Bound  of  a  lash. 

"What  je  doin'  there)" 

Ahner  started,  looked  confused,  and  resumed  his  work, 
I  only  saying,  "I  was  thinking  almut  mother." 

"Nonsense I  Don't  malte  a  fool  of  yourself.  Mother  'II 
I  come  all  tight." 

"The  doctor  said"  —  said  Abner. 

"Don't  tell  me  nothin'  what  the  doctor  said;  I  don't 
want  to  hear  on't,"  said  Zeph  in  a  high  voice;  and  the 
two  hoes  worked  on  in  silence  for  a  while,  till  finally  Zoph 
broke  out  again :  — 

"  Wal!  what  did  the  doctor  say  I  Out  with  it;  as  good 
I   Bay  it 's  think  it.      What  did  the  doctor  say )     Why  don't 

u  speak  1  " 

"He  said  she  was  a  very  sick  woman,"  answered  Abner. 

"He's  a  fooh  I  don't  think  nothin'  o'  that  doctor's 
jedgment.      I  '11  have  Dr.  Sampson  over  from  East  Poga- 

0.      Your    mother  's  got    the    best  constitution  of    any 

iman  in  this  neighborhood." 

"Yes;  but  she  hasn't  been  well  lately,  and  I've  seen 
it,"  said  Abner. 

"That's  all  croakin'.  Don't  believe  a  word  on't. 
Mother's  been  tight  along,  stiddy  as  a  clock;  'tain't  no- 
thin' but  one  o'  these  'ere  pesky  spring  colds  she  's  got. 
She  '11  be  up  and  round  by  to-morrow  or  nest  day.  I  '11 
have  another  doctor,  and  I  'II  jtp.t  ]ipr  mine  ^■■'1  i.nr^_  and 
strengtheuin'  things,  and  Nahhy  shall  do  the  work,  and 
I    she  '11  come  all  right  enough." 

"I  'm  sure  I  hope  so,"  said  Abner. 

"Hope!  what  d'ye  say  hope  tor!  I  ain't  a-goin'  to 
hope  nothin'  'bout  it.  I  know  so;  she's  got  to  git  well 
—  ain't  no  two  ways  'bout  that." 
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I  houi  before  his  usual  time 


Yet  Zeph.  hurried,  home  t 
and  met  Nalihy  at  the  door. 

"Wal,  ain't  your  mother  gettin'  better  t" 

There  were  tears  in  Nahhy'a  eyes  as  she  answered  ;  — 

"Oh,  dear!  she's  been  a-raisin'  blood.  Doctor  says 
it 's  from  her  lungs.  Mia'  Persia  says  it 's  a  bad  sign. 
She's  very  weak  —  and  she  looka  so  pale!" 

"They  must  give  her  atrengthenin'  things,"  said  Zeph. 
"Do  theyl" 

"They're  givin'  what  the  doctor  left.  Her  fever's 
beginnin'  to  rise  now.  Doctor  says  we  mustn't  talk  to 
her,  nor  let  her  talk." 

"  Wal,  I  'm  a-goin'  up  to  see  her,  anyhow.  I  guess 
I've  got  a  right  to  speak  to  my  own  wife."  And  Zeph 
slipped  off  his  heavy  cowhide  boots,  and  went  softly  up  to 
the  door  of  the  room,  and  opened  it  without  stopping  to 
knock. 

The  hlinda  were  shut;  it  seemed  fearfully  dark  and 
quiet.  His  wife  was  lying  with  her  eyes  closed,  looking 
white  and  still;  but  in  the  centre  of  each  pale  cheek  was 
the  round,  bright,  burning  spot  of  the  rising  hectic. 

Mis'  Persia  was  sitting  by  her  with  the  authoritative  air 
of  a  nuise  who  has  taken  full  possession;  come  to  stay  and 
to  reign.  She  was  whisking  the  flies  away  from  her 
patient  with  a  feather  fan,  which  she  waved  forbiddingly 
at  Zeph  as  ho  approached. 

"Mother,"  said  he  in  an  awestruck  tone,  bending  over 
his  wife,  "don't  you  know  mel  " 

She  opened  her  eyes;  saw  him;  smiled  and  reached  out 
her  hand.  It  was  thin  and  white,  burning  with  the  rising 
fever. 

"Don't  you  feel  a  little  better!"  he  asked.  There 
waa  an  imploring  eagerness  in  his  tone. 

"Oh  yea;  I'm  better." 

"Yon  'U  get  well  soon,  won't  you  t  " 
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"Oh  yes;  I  shall  be  well  soon,"  ehe  said,  looking  at 
him  with  that  beautiful  bright  smile.  Hia  heart  sank  aa 
he  looked.  The  smile  was  so  strangely  sweet  —  and  all 
this  quiet,  this  stillness,  this  mystery !  She  was  heing 
separated  from  him  by  impalpable  shadowy  forces  that 
could  not  be  battled  with  or  defied.  In  his  heart  a  warn- 
ing voice  seemed  to  say  that  just  so  quietly  she  miglit  fade 
from  his  sight  — pass  away,  and  be  forever  gone.  The 
thought  struck  cold  to  his  heart,  aud  he  uttered  an  invol- 
untary groan. 

His  wife  opened  her  eyes,  moved  slightly,  and  seemed 
as  if  she  would  speak,  but  Mis'  Persia  put  her  hand  author- 
itatively  over  her  mouth.  "Don't  yoa  say  a  word,"  said 
ehe. 

Then  turning  with  concentrated  energy  on  Zepb,  she 
backed  him  out  of  the  room  and  shut  the  door  upon  him 
and  herself  in  the  entry  before  she  trusted  herself  to  speak, 
Wlien  she  did,  it  woa  as  one  having  authority. 

"Zephaniah  Higgins,"  she  said,  "air  you  crazy  J  Do 
you  want  to  kill  your  wife  1  Ef  ye  come  round  her  that 
way  and  git  her  a-talkin'  she  '11  bleed  from  her  lungs  agin, 
and  that'll  finish  her.  You've  jest  got  to  shet  up  and 
submit  to  the  Lord,  Zephaniah  Higgins,  and  that  'a  what 
you  hain't  never  done  yit;  you've  got  to  know  that  the 
Lord  is  goin'  to  do  his  sovereign  will  and  pleasure  with 
your  wife,  and  you  've  got  to  be  still.  That 's  all.  You 
can't  do  nothin'.  We  shall  all  do  the  best  we  can;  but 
you've  jest  got  to  wait  the  Lord's  time  and  pleasure." 

So  saying,  ahe  went  back  into  the  sick-room  and  closed 
the  door,  leaving  Zeph  standing  desolate  in  the  entry. 
Zeph,  like  most  church  members  of  his  day,  had  been 
trained  in  theology,  and  had  often  expressed  hia  firm  belief 
in  what  was  in  those  days  spoken  of  as  the  _^idflcldliB_!ii_ 
__dili^e  sovereignty."  A  man's  idea  of  his  God  is  often 
a  reflection  of  his  own  nature.      The  image  of  an  absolute 
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monarch,  who  could  and  would  always  do  exactly  as  he 
pleased,  giving  no  account  to  any  one  of  his  doingSj  Kuiteil 
Zeph  perfectly  as  an  abstract  conception;  but  when  this 
resistleBs  awful  Power  was  coming  tight  across  his  path, 
the  doctrine  aasuraei!  quite  another  foi-m.  The  curt  state- 
ment made  by  Mis'  Persia  had  strnok  him  with  a  sudden 
terror,  as  if  a  flash  of  lightning  had  reycalcd  an  abyss 
opening  under  hia  feet.  That  he  was  utterly  helpless  in 
his  Sovereign's  hands  he  saw  plainly;  but  his  own  will 
rose  in  rebellion  —  a  rebellion  uaeleea  and  miserable. 

Hia  voice  trembled  that  night  as  he  went  through  the 
familiar  words  of  the  evening  prayer;  a  rush  of  choking 
emotions  almost  stopped  his  utterance,  and  the  old  words, 
worn  smooth  with  use,  seemed  to  have  no  relation  to  the 
turbulent  tempest  of  feeling  that  was  raging  in  hia  heart. 
After  prayers  he  threw  down  the  Bible  with  an  impatient 
bang,  bolted  for  his  room,  and  shut  himself  in  alone, 

"Poor  father!  he  takes  it  liard,"  said  Nabby,  wiping 
her  eyes. 

"He  takes  everything  hard,"  said  Abner.  "I  don't 
know  how  we'll  get  along  with  him,  now  mother  isn't 

"Well,  let's  hope  mother's  goin'  to  get  well,"  said 
Uabby.      "I  can't  —  I  ain't  goin'  to  think  anything  else." 


CHAPTER  XXV 


DOLLY    BECOMES    ILLUSTRtOCa 

At  the  paraonsge  the  illness  in  Zeph'a  household 
brought  social  revolution.  The  whole  burden  of  family 
ministration,  which  hud  rested  on  Nabby's  young  and 
comely  shoulders,  fell  with  a  sudden  weiglit  upon  those  of 
Mrs.  Gushing,  This  was  all  the  more  unfortunate  because 
the  same  exigency  absorbed  the  services  of  Mis'  Persis, 
who  otherwise  might  have  been  relied  on  to  fjl'  ^hfl  ffflP 
But  now  was  Dolly's  hour  for  feeling  her  own  importance 
and  assuming  womanly  cares.  She  rushed  to  the  front 
with  enthusiasm,  and  attacked  every  branch  of  domestic 
service  with  a  zeal  not  always  according  to  knowledge, 
but  making  her  on  the  whole  quite  an  efficient  assistance. 
She  washed  and  wiped  dishes,  and  cleared,  and  cleaned, 
and  dusted,  and  set  away,  as  she  had  seen  Kabby  do;  she 
propped  herself  on  a  ^tool  at  the  ironipp-table  and  plied 
the  irons  vigorously,  anu  reBEKlmg  The  su^estion  that 
she  should  confine  herself  to  towels  and  napkins,  struck 
out  boldly  upon  the  boys'  shirts  and  other  complicated 
tasks,  burning  her  fingers  and  heating  ber  face  in  the 
determination  to  show  lier  prowess  and  ability, 

"Dolly  is  really  quite  a  littio  woman,"  she  overheard 
her  mother  saying  to  her  father;  and  her  bosom  swelled 
with  conscious  pride,  and  she  worked  all  the  faster. 

"Sow,  you  boys  must  be  very  careful  not  to  make  any 
more  trouble  than  you  can  help,"  she  said,  with  an  air  of 
dignity,  as  Will  and  Boh  burst  into  the  kitchen  and  sur- 
prised her  at  the  ironing- table.  "Nabby  is  gone,  and 
there  is  nobody  to  do  the  work  hut  me." 
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"Upon  raj  word,  Mrs.  Puss!"  said  Will,  stopping 
abort  and  regarding  the  little  figure  with  a  serio-comic  air. 
"How  long  since  jou 've  been  so  grand!  How  tall  we 're 
getting  in  oui  own  eyes  —  oh  my!"  and  Will  seized  her 
off  the  ironiug-etool,  and  perching  her  on  his  shoulder, 
danced  round  the  table  with  her  in  spite  of  her  indignant 
protests.  Dolly  resented  this  invasion  of  her  dignity  with 
all  her  little  might,  and  the  confusion  called  her  mother 
down  out  of  the  chamber  where  she  had  been  at  work. 

, "Huyn,  I'm  agtoniifhed  at  yotr,'"  said  she.      Now  Mrs. 

Cusbing  had  been  "astonished"  at  these  same  boys  for 
abont  thirteen  or  fourteen  years,  so  that  the  sensation 
could  not  be  quite  overpowering  at  this  time. 

"Well,  mother,"  said  Will,  with  brisk  assurance,  set- 
ting Dolly  down  on  her  stool,  "  I  was  only  giving  Dolly 
a  ride,"  and  ho  looked  up  in  her  face  with  the  confident 
smile  that  generally  covered  all  his  sins,  and  brought  out 
an  oiiHwermg  amile  on  the  face  of  his  mother. 

"Corao  now,  boys,"  she  said,  "Nahby  has  gone  home; 
you  must  be  good,  considerate  children,  make  as  little 
trouble  as  possible,  and  bo  all  the  help  you  can." 

"But,  mother,  Dolly  was  taking  such  grown-up  aire,  as 
if  she  was  our  mother.  I  had  just  to  give  her  a  lesson, 
to  show  her  who  she  was." 

"Dolly  is^^good.  helpful _liMe,^w?lt-itnd  I  don't  know 
what  I  should  do  without  her,"  said  Mrs.  Gushing;  "she 
does  act  like  a  grown-up  woman,  and  I  am  glad  of  it." 

Dolly's  face  flushed  with  delight;  she  felt  that  at  last 
she  had  reached  the  summit  of  her  ambition:  she  was 
properly  appreciated  I 

"And  you  boys,"  continued  Mrs.  Gushing,  "must  act 
like  grown-up  men,  and  bo  considerate  and  helpful." 

"All  right,  mother;  only  give  the  orders.  Bob  and  I 
can  make  the  fires,  and  bring  in  the  wood,  and  fill  the  tea- 
kettle, and  do  lots  of  things."     And  to  do  the  boys  jus- 
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tice,  tliey  liid  ilo  their  best  to  lighten  the  domestic  labors 

of  thia  interregnum.      The  exigency  would  have  been  far 

lerioua  were  it  not  that  the  minister'B  house  in  those 

Maya  was  B,  aort  of  authorized  hotel,  not  only  for  the  min- 
istenal  DWffiBflHiflU,  BUt '  lor"iill  even  remotely  connected 
with  the  same,  and  all  tiiat  miBcellaneoua  driftwood  of 
hospitality  that  the  eddies  of  life  cast  ashore.  The  minis- 
ter's table  was  always  a  nicely  kept  one;  the  parsonage 
was  a  place  where  it  waa  pleasant  to  abide;  and  so  the 
guest-chamber  of  the  parsonage  was  seldom  empty,  lu 
fact,  this  very  week  a  certain  Brother  Waring,  anjac«auB;___ 

^  iaterfroro  East  Fogaauc.  who  wanted  to  consult  the  Poga- 
nuc  doctor,  came,  unannounced,  witji-his  wifs  i^nd  fr'"*^, 

■  and  they  settled  themselves  comfortably  down. 
Such  inflictions  were  in  those  days  received  in  the 
literal  spirit  of  the  primitive  command  to  "use  hospitality 
without  grudging;  "  but  when  a  week  had  passed  and  news 
came  that  Mrs.  Higgins  waa  going  down  to  the  grave  in 
Quick  cousumption.  and  that  Nabby  would  be  wanted  at 

(homo  for  an  indeSnite  period,  it  became  necessary  to  find 
some  one  to  fill  her  place  at  the  parsonage,  and  IIie^__ 
^^Jflnealajapther  accepted  the  position  temporarily  —  consid- 
ering her  services  in  the  minister's  family  as  a  sort  of 
watch  upon  the  walla  of  Zion.  Not  that  she  was  by  any 
means  insensible  to  the  opportunity  of  receiving  worldly 
wages;  but  she  wished  it  explicitly  understood  that  she 
was  not  going  out  to  service.  She  was  "helpin'  Mis' 
Gushing."  The  help,  however,  was  greatly  balanced  in 
thia  case  by  .certain  attendant  hindrances  such  as  seem  in- 
separable from  thp  wtjolp  fliiaa  qf  '' j^^TipTpir" 
Mrs.  Jones  had  indeed  a  very  satisfactory  capability  in 
all  domestic  processes;  her  bread  was  of  the  whitest  and 
finest,  her  culinary  skill  above  mediocrity,  and  she  was  an 
accomplished  laundress.  But  so  much  were  her  spirits 
affected  by  the  construction  that  might  possibly  be  put  on 
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her  position  in  the  family  that  she  required  soothing  atten- 
tions and  expreaaione  of  eatiBfaction  and  confidence  fiy^ry^ 
hour  nf  the  day  to  keep  her  at  all  comfortable.      She  had 
'  stipulated  expreBsly  to  be  received  at  the  family  table,  and, 
further  than  tliis,  to  be  brought  into  the  roum  and  intro- 

Iduced  to  all  callers,  and  this  bning  done,  d4iiMMWtl-4KC;^ 
Bj>jf  in  p  •niq'iTitfr  ip  n^nf^^Jv  fth"^*"^  .find  Tnrlftnrhnljr  tliat  \ 
poor  Mrs.  Gushing  could  not  hut  feel  that  the  burden  I 
«'bi(ih  bad  been  taken  ofl'  from  her  muscles  had  been  I 
thrown  with  double  weight  upon  her  nerves.  ^ 

After  a  cull  of  any  of  the  Town  Hill  aristocracy  Mrs. 
Jones  would  be  sure  to  be  found  weeping  in  secret  places, 
because  " Mrs.  Colonel  lja^(inpi>rij  lilltT  looked  aown  on 
her,"  or  the  governor's  lady  "didn't  speak  to  her,"  and 
she  "should  like  to  know  what  such  proud  folks  was  goin' 
to  Jo  when  they  got  to  heaven !  "  Then  there  was  always 
an  implication  that  if  roinJBters  onlyjjid  their  duty  all 
these  distinctions  of  rank  woifld  ceaBeTand  eveTyBody  be~ 
Just  as  good  ns-ens^body  else"^  The  poor  body  had  never 
even  dreamed  of  a  kingdom  of  heaven  irhrrji  Wiv  Hiflhirat 
was  "as  him  that  eervetb; "  and  what  with  Mrs.  Jones'a 
V  moans,  and  her  tears,  and  her  frequent  sids-headaches, 
accompanied  by  abundant  use  of  camphor,  Mrs.  Gushing, 
in  some  desperate  moments,  felt  as  if  she  would  rather  die 
doing  her  own  work  than  wear  herself  out  in  the  task  of 
conciliating  a  substitute. 

Then,  though  not  a  serious  evil,  it  certainly  was  some- 
-~  what  disagreeable  to  observe  Mfg  .Tnnpfj'H  atBtjstipnMnlpntB 
and  habits  of  minute  inspection,  and  to  feel  that  she  was 
taking  notes  wliich~woii]3  put-all  the  parish  in  possession 
of  precise  information  as  to  the  condition  of  Mrs.  Cushing's  , 
tablecloths,  towels,  napkins,  and  all  the  minutiro  of  her 
housekeeping  arrangements.  There  is,  of  course,  no  sin 
or  harm  in  such  particularity ;  but  almost  every  lady  pre- 
fers the  shades  of  poetic  obacurity  to  soften  the  details  of 
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her  domestic  ulterior.      In  those  days,  when  thu  minister 
was  the  central  object  of  thought  in  the  parish,   it  was 
specially    undesirable    that    all    this    kind   of    information 
should  be  distributed,  since  there  were  many  matrona  who 
had  opinions  all  ready  made  as  to  the  proper  manner  in 
which  a  minister's  wife  should  expend  liia  salary  and  order 
his  household.      It  was,  therefore,  with  genuine  joy  thut, 
after  a  fortnight's  care  of  this  kind,  a  limftd-fnped,  jolly 
Afripj|p    ^pnipi)   TTaa  welcomed   by  Jlrs.    Cuahing  to  lior 
ki£(^n  in  place  of  Mrs.    Jones.      Dinah  was  ])icked_)'^/ 
ill  a  distant  parish,  and  entered  upon  her  labors  with  a 
unctuous  satMactiou  and  exuberance  that  was  a  positi^ 
relief  after  the  recent  tearful  episode.      It  is  true  she  wi 
Blow,    and  Hmn^-wlmt.  i-^ypnlprly,    but  she  was  unfaiUugl 
good  natured,  and  ha^-wn  jigattj'  ta  lw>-t«olrieil^teri  and 
BO  there  was  rest  for  \>.  while  in  the  puisonage, 
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iJUMUER  with  its  deep  b]ue  skies  was  bending  over  the 
elms  of  Poganuc.  The  daisies  were  wliite  in  the  meadows, 
and  the  tall  grass  was  nodding  its  feathery  sprays  of  hlos- 
som.  The  windows  of  the  farmhouses  stood  open,  with 
now  and  then  a  pillow  or  a  holster  lounging  out  of  them, 
airing  in  the  sunshine.  The  hens  stepped  hither  and 
thither  with  a  drowsy  continuous  cackle  of  contentment  as 
they  sunned  themselves  in  the  warm,  embracing  air.  In 
the  great  elm  that  overhung  the  roof  of  Zeph  Higgins's 
farmhouse  was  a  mixed  babble  and  confusion  of  sweet  bird 
voices."  An  oriole  from  her  swinging  nest  caroled  cheerfully, 
and  bobolinks  and  robins  replied,  and  the  sounds  blended 
pleasantly  with  the  whisper  and  flutter  of  leaves,  as  soft 
Bummer  breezes  stirred  them.  But  over  one  room  in  that 
house  rested  the  shadow  of  death ;  there,  behind  the  closed 
blinds,  in  darkened  stillness  days  passed  by ;  and  watchers 
came  at  night  t  t  d  d  niater ;  and  bottles  accumulated 
on  the  table        d  th  h    came  entered  softly  and  spoke 

with  hated  b     tl  d  th    doctor  was  a  daily  visitor;  and 

it  was  know  th  t  th  p  th  of  the  quiet  patient  who  lay 
there  was  st    d  ly  g      {,  1  wn  to  the  dark  river. 

Every  on  th  ghbcrhood  knew  it;  for,  in  the  first 
place,  everyhodj  th  t  cinity,  as  a  matter  of  course, 
knew  all  ab     t  )b  dy  else;    and  then,  besides  that, 

Mrs.  Higgia    h  d  be  t  only  an  inoffensive,  but  a  much 

esteemed  and  valued  neighbor.  Her  quiet  step,  her  gentle 
voice,  her  skillful  ministry,  had  been  ahrays  at  hand  where 
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there  had  heen  eicknesB  or  pain  to  he  relieved ;  and  how 
1  that  her  time  waa  eome  there  was  a  universal  sympathy. 
I  Kabby's  abelves  were   crowded  with  delicacies   made  up 
1  hy  one  or  another  goodwife  to  tempt  the  fail- 
ing appetite.     In  the  laborious,  simple  life  that  they  v 
living  in  those  days  there  was  small  physiological  know- 
ind  the  leading  idea  in  most  minda  in  relation  to 
I   of  sickness  was  the  importanne   of  gRtting  the 
I  patient- to  eat;  for  this  end,  dainties  that  might  endanger 
1  the  health  of  a  well  person  were  often  sent  in  as  a  tribute 
'  to   the    sick.      Then    almost   every  housemother   had    her 
I  favorite  specific,  of  Bovereien  YJituer  which  she  pre- 
pared and  seat  in  to  increase  the  army  of  bottles  which 
always  gathered  in  a  sick-room,      Mia'    Persia,    however, 
while   graciously  accepting  these    tributes,    had    her    own 
mental  reservations,  and  oftp^i  slyly  mjifji;  invny  with  j.hq 
-^Bft^eine  in  a  manner  that  satisfied  the  giver  and  did  not 
harm  the  patient.     Quite  often,  too,  Hiel  Jones,  returniag 
on  his  afternoon  course,  stopped  his  horses  at  the  farm- 
bouse  door  and  descended  to  hand   in  some   o&'ering  of 
sympathy  and  good  will    from    friends  who    lived    miles 
'  away.      Hiel  did  not  confine  himself  merely  to  transmitting 
le  messages  of  neighbors,  but  intereeted  himself  personally 
1  the  work  of  consolation,    going  after  Nabhy  wherever 
she  might  he  found  — at  the  spinning-wheel,  in  the  garret, 
1  the  dairy  below  ;  and  Nabhy,  in  her  first  real  tron- 
waa  so  accessible   and  so  confiding  that  Hiel  found 
voice  to  say  unreproved  what  the  brisk  maiden  might  have 
flouted  at  in  earlier  days. 

"I  'm  sure  I  don't  know  what  we  can  do  without 
mother,"  Nahby  said  one  day,  her  long  eyelashes  wet  with 
ears.      "Home  won't  ever  seem  home  without  her." 

"Well,"  answered  Hie!,  "I  know  what  /  shall  want 
■ou  to  do,  Nabby:  come  to  me,  and^ou  and  I  '11  have 
,  home  all  to  ouraelves." 


i 
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And  Ifabby  did  not  gainsay  the  word,  but  only  laid  her 
head  on  his  shoulder  and  sobbed,  and  said  he  was  a  real 
true  friend  and  she  should  never  forget  his  kindnees ;  and 
Hiel  kissetl  and  comfortpd  her  with  nil  sorta  of  promises 
of  future  devotion.  Truth  to  sny,  he  found  Nabby  in 
tears  and  sorrow  more  attractive  than  when  she  sparkled  in 
lier  gayest  spirits.  But  other  influences  emanated  from 
tliat  shadowy  room  —  influences  felt  through  all  the  little 
neighborhood.  Puritan  life  had  its  current  expressions 
significant  of  the  intense  eurneBtneBa  of  its  faith  in  the 
invisible,  and  among  these  waa  the  phrase  "a  triumphant 
_^gath."  There  seemed  to  be  in  the  calm  and  peaceful 
descent  of  this  quiet  spirit  to  the  grave  a  peculiar  and 
luminous  clearness  that  fulfilled  the  meaning  of  that  idea. 
The  "  peace  that  passeth  understanding "  brightened,  in 
the  sunset  radiance,  into  "joy  unspeakable  and  full  of 
glory."  Her  decline,  though  rapid  and  steady,  was  pain- 
lesH;  and  it  seemed  to  those  ffho  looked  upon  her  and 
heard  her  words  of  joy  and  trust  that  the  glory  so  visible 
to  her  must  be  real  and  near  —  as  if  in  that  sick-chamber 
a  door  had  in  very  deed  been  opened  into  heaven. 

When  she  became  aware  that  the  end  was  approaching 
she  expressed  a  wish  that  het  own  miniBter  should  be  sent 
for,  and  Dr.  Gushing  came.  The  family  gathered  in  her 
room.  She  was  propped  up  on  pillows,  her  eyes  shining 
and  cheeks  glowing  with  the  hectic  flush,  and  an  inde- 
scribable hrightnesa  of  expression  in  her  face  that  seemed 
almost  divine.  The  doctor  read  from  Isaiah  the  exidtant 
words:  "Arise,  shine,  for  thy  light  is  come,  and  the  glory 
of  the  Lord  is  risen  upon  thee.  For  behold,  darkness 
shall  cover  the  earth,  and  gross  darkness  the  people,  but 
the  Lord  shall  arise  on  thee,  and  his  glory  shall  he  seen 
on  thee.  The  sun  shall  no  more  he  thy  light  by  day, 
neither  for  brightness  shall  the  moon  give  light  to  thee, 
but  the  Lord  shall  be  unto  thee  an  everlasting  light,  and 


thy  God  thy  glory.  Thy  Bun  ahaJl  no  more  go  down  nor 
thy  moon  withdraw  itself,  for  the  Lord  shall  be  thy  ever- 
lasting light,  and  the  days  of  thy  mourning  sball  be 
ended."  In  the  prayer  that  followed  he  offered  thanks 
that  God  had  given  unto  our  sister  the  victory,  and  enabled 
her  to  rejoice  in  hope  of  the  glory  of  God,  while  yet 
remaining  with  them  as  a  witness  of  the  faithfulness  of  the 
promiBB,  Ke  prayed  that  those  dear  to  her  might  have 
grace  given  them  to  resign  her  wholly  to  the  will  of  God 
and  to  rejoice  with  her  in  her  great  joy.  When  they  rose 
from  prayer,  Zeph,  who  had  sat  in  gloomy  silence  through 
all,  broke  out:  — 

her  up!     It's  hard  on  me.      I 


"I  can't  — lea 
an't  do  it,  and  I 

She  turned  her 
I  of  love  and  sorro 
[  She  took  his 


m't." 


him,  and  a  wonderful  expression 
row  and  corapaBsion  came  into  her  face, 
d,  saying,  with  a  gentle  gravity  and  com- 
posure ;  — 

"I  want  to  see  my  huabund  alone." 

When  all  bad  left  the  room,  he  sunk  down  on  his  knees 
hy  the  bed  and  hid  his  face.  The  bed  was  shaken  by  his 
convulsive  sobbing,  "My  dear  husband,"  aha  said,  "you 
know  I  love  you." 

"Tea  —  yes,  and  you  are  the  only  one  that  does  —  the 
only  one  that  can.  I  'm  hard  and  cross,  and  bad  as  the 
devil.  Nobody  co»/(i  love  me  but  you;  and  I  can't  —  I 
,«ort'i_ give  you  up!" 

"  You  need  n't  give 
want  yoi 


;  you  must  come  with  me.      I 

am;   I  Bhall  wait  for  you; 

a  long.      But  oh,  do  listen 

r  to  heaven  till  yon  'ye-ptrf 

raway  all  hard  feeling  out  of  your  heart.  You  must  make 
lip  thai  i^U.uicl  iriLli  the  church.  When  you  know  you  've 
I  been  wrong,  you  must  say  so.  I  want  you  to  ptomiae 
this.      Please  do!" 
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There  was  silence;  and  Zeph'e  form  shook  with  the 
conflict  of  his  feelings.  Jtut  the  excitement  and  energy 
which  had  sustained  the  sick  woman  thus  far  had  heen  too 
much  for  her;  a  hlood- vessel  was  suddenly  ruptured,  and 
her  mouth  filled  with  blood.  She  throw  up  her  bands 
with  a  slight  cry.  Zeph  rose  and  rushed  to  the  door,  call- 
It  waa  evident  that  the  end  had  come. 
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On  that  morning,  before  Dr.  Cuahing  bad  left  the  par- 
aonage  to  go  to  the  bedside  of  his  dyiog  parishioner,  Dolly, 
always  sympathetic  in  all  that  absorbed  her  parents,  had 
listened  to  the  conversation  and  learned  how  full  of  peace 
and  JQT  were  thoae  last  days.     "When  her  father  was  gone, 
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Dolly  took  her  little  basket  and  went  out  into  the  adjoin- 
ing meadow  for  wild  strawberries.  The  afternoon  was 
calm  and  lovely;  email  patehea  of  white  cloud  were  drift- 
ing through  the  intense  blue  eky,  and  little  flutters  of 
breeze  shook  the  white  hats  of  the  daisies  as  Ehe  wandered 
hither  and  tiiither  among  them  looking  for  the  strawberries. 
Over  on  the  tallest  twig  of  the  apple-tree  in  the  corner  of 
the  lot  a  bobolink  had  seated  himself,  swinging  and  flutter- 
ing up  and  down,  beating  his  black  and  white  wings,  and 
singing  a  confused  lingo  about  "sweetmeats  and  sweet- 
meats," and  "cheer  'em  and  cheer  'em." 

I  This  bobolink  was  one  of  Dolly's  special  acquaintances. 
She  had  often  seen  him  perched  on  this  particular  twig  of 
the  old  apple-tree,  doubtless  because  of  a  nest  and  family 
establishment  that  he  had  somewhere  in  that  neighborhood, 
and  she  had  learned  to  imitate  his  jargon  as  she  crept  about 
in  the  tall  grass;  and  so  they  two  sometimes  kept  up 
quite  a  lively  conversation.  But  this  afternoon  she  was 
in  no  mood  for  chattering  with  the  bobolink,  for  the 
strings  of  a  higher  nature  than  his  had  been  set  vibrating; 
ahe  was  in  a  sort  of  plaintive,  dreamy  reverie  —  so  sorry 
for  poor  Nabby,  who  was  going  to  lose  her  mother,  and 
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SO  iull  of  awe  and  wonder  at  the  bright  mystery  now  open- 
ing on  the  soul  that  was  passing  away. 

Dolly  had  pondered  that  verse  of  her  catechism  which 
Bays  that  "  the  souls  of  believers  at  their  death  are  made 
perfect  in  holiness,  and  do  immediately  pass  into  glory," 
and  of  what  that  unknown  glory,  that  celestial  splendor, 
could  be  she  had  many  thoughts  and  wonderinga.  She  had 
devoured  with  earnest  eyes  Bunyan's  vivid  description  of 
the  triumphal  ascent  to  the  Celestial  City  through  the 
Biver  of  Death;  and  Hometimes  at  evening,  when  th«  west 
was  piled  with  glorious  clouds  which  the  setting  sun 
changed  into  battlements  and  towers  of  silvered  gold,  Dolly 
thought  she  could  fancy  it  was  something  like  that  beauti- 
ful land.  Now  it  made  her  heart  thrill  to  think  that  one 
she  had  known  only  a  little  while  before  —  a  meek,  quiet, 
patient,  good  woman  —  was  jiist  going  to  enter  upon  such 
glory  and  splendor,  to  wear  those  wonderful  white  robes 
and  aiiig  that  wonderful  song. 

She  filled  her  basket  and  then  sat  down  to  think  about 
it.  She  lay  back  on  the  ground  and  looked  up  through 
the  white  daisies  into  the  deep  intense  blue  of  the  sky, 
wondering  with  a  vague  yearning,  and  wishing  that  she 
could  go  there  too  and  see  what  it  was  all  like.  Just  then, 
vibrating  through  the  sunset  air,  came  the  plaintive  stroke 
of  the  old  meeting-house  hell.  Dolly  knew  what  that 
sound  meant  —  a  soul  "made  perfect  in  holiness"  had 
passed  into  glory;  and  with  a  solemn  awe  she  listened  as 
stroke  after  stroke  tolled  out  the  years  of  that  patient 
earth-life,  now  forever  past.  It  was  a  thrilling  mystery  to 
think  of  where  she  now  was.  She  knew  all  now !  she  had 
seeni  she  had  heardl  she  had  entered  inl  Oh,  what  joy 
and  wonder  I  Dolly  asked  herself  should  she,  too,  ever 
be  so  happy  —  she,  poor  little  Dolly;  if  she  went  up  to 
the  beautiful  gate,  would  they  let  her  in )  Her  father  and 
mother  would  certainly  go  there,   and  they  would  surely 


\or^^^    y  /v^rS,U.^-<^ 


THE    FUNERAL 


^^B  want  her  too:  couldn't  she  go  in  with  themi  So  thought 
^^B  Dolly,  vaguely  droanuDg,  with  the  daisy -hoRiIs  nodding 
^^B  over  her,  uiid  the  bobolink  singing,  and  the  bell  tolling, 
^^H  while  the  sun  wob  Binking  in  the  west.  At  la.st  she  heard 
^™  her  father  calling  her  at  the  fence,  and  made  haste  to  take 
up  her  biisket  and  run  to  him. 

The  day  but  one  after  this  I>oIly  went  with  her  father 

^^     and  mother  to  the  funeral      Funerals  in  those  old  days    ' 

^^fc  had  no  soothing  acce3aoriefii._  People  had  not  then  learned 

^^B  to  till  their  houses  with  flowers,  and  soften  by  every  out- 

^B.'    ward  appliance  the  deadly  severity  of  the  hard  central  fact 

/^  of  utter  separation.     The  only  leaves  ever  used  about  the 

I     dead  in  those  days  were  the  _^iifiy  "Tld  Tr'""'"""7  —  better 

I     herbs  of  affliction.      Every  pleasant  thing  in  the  house  was 

I      iihMjiiiipT'  ill  mliilii  I  inmij  picture  and  looking-gkas  in  ita 

I       winding-sheet.      The  coffin  was  jilp^ml    nju-n  in   the  best 

\     front  room;  and  the  mourners,  enveloped  in  clouds  of  black 

crape,  sat  around.     The  house  on  this  occasion  was  crowded; 

wagons  came  from  far  and  near;  the  lower  rooms  were  all 

open  and  filled,  and  Dr.  Cushing'a  voice  came  faintly  and 

plaintively  through  the  hush  of  silence. 

He  spoke  tenderly  of  the  departed:  "We  have  seen  our 
sister  for  many  weeks  waiting  in  the  land  of  Beulah  by 
the  River  of  Death.  Angels  have  been  coming  across  to 
visit  her;  we  have  heard  the  flutter  of  their  wings.  We 
have  seen  her  rejoicing  in  full  assurance  of  hope,  having 
laid  down  every  earthly  care ;  M'e  have  seen  her  going 
down  the  dark  valley,  leaning  on  the  Beloved;  and  now 
that  we  have  met  to  pay  the  last  tribute  to  her  memory, 
shall  it  be  with  tears  alone?  If  we  love  our  sister,  shall 
we  not  rejoice  because  she  has  gone  to  the  Father!  She 
has  gone  where  there  is  no  more  sickness,  no  more  pain, 
no  more  sorrow,  no  more  death,  and  she  shall  be  ever  with 
the  Lord.  Let  us  rejoice,  then,  >and  give  thanks  unto 
God,  who  hath  given  her  the  victory,  and  let  ua  strive  like 
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her,  by  patient  continuance  in  well-doing,  to  seek  for  glory 
&nd  honor  snd  immortality." 

And  then  aroBe  the  Bolemn  warble  of  the  old  funeral 


h 


"Thence  He  aroEe,  stcending  bigh, 
And  showed  our  feel  llie  WBy; 
Up  to  the  Lord  we,  too,  ahull  fly 
At  the  great  rising  day. 

"Then  let  tLe  tost  loud  trumpet  eound. 
And  bid  our  kindred  rise ; 
Awafcel  ye  nations  under  ground; 


with  its  V 

lournful  yet  majestic  movement, 
to  express  that  mysterious  defiance  of  earth's  bitterest  sor- 
that  solemn  assurance  of  victory  over  life's  deepest 
anguisli,  which  breathes  iu  those  words.  It  is  the  major 
kej;_investod  with  all  the  mournful  pathos  of  the  minor, 
yet  breathing  a  grand  sustained  undertone  of  triumph  — 
fit  voice  of  that  only  religion  which  bids  the  human  heart 
rejoice  in  sorrow  and  glory  in  tribulation.  Then  came  the 
prayer,  in  which  the  feelings  of  the  good  man,  enkindled 
by  sympathy  and  faith,  seemed  to  bear  up  sorrowing  souIb, 
SB  on  mighty  wings,  into  the  regions  of  eternal  peace. 

In  a  general  way  nothing  can  be  more  impressive,  more 
pathetic  and  beautiful,  than  the  Episcopal  Church  funeral 
service,  hut  it  bad  been  one  of  the  last  requests  of  the 
departed  that  her  old  pastor  should  minister  at  her  funeral; 
and  there  are  occasions  when  an  affectionate  and  devout 
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I-man,  penetrated  with  Imniftn  sympathy,  can  utter  prayers 
f  »Hch  aa  no  liturgy  can  equal.  There  a.-e  prayers  springing 
I  heavenward  from  devout  hearts  that  are  aa  much  superior 
r  to  all  written  ones  aa  living,  growing  flowers  outbloora  the 
I  dried  treaaurea  of  tbe  herbariiun.  Not  always,  not  liy 
1  «Tery  one,  come  these  inspirations;  too  often  what  is  called 
t  extemporary  prayer  is  but  a  form,  differing  from  the  liturgy 

E  the  Church    only  in    h^^iriy   TMli^|-|r   fiTltl   T"''^"-        ^"*  the 

I  prayer  of  Dr.  Cushing  melted  and  consoled;  it  was  an 
uplift  from  the  darknesa  of  earthly  Borrow  into  the  grand 
I  oertaintiea  of  the  unseen ;  it  had  the  undertone  that  can  be 
I  given  only  by  a  faith  to  which  the  invisible  is  even  more 
I  real  than  the  things  that  are  seen. 

After  the  prayer  one  and  another  of  the  company  paased 
I  through  the  room  to  take  the  last  look  at  the  dead.  Death 
1  bad  touched  her  gently.  As  often  happens  in  the  case  of 
[  i^ed  people,  there  had  come  back  to  her  face  something  of 
I  the  look  of  youth,  something  which  told  of  a  delicate,  lily- 
I  like  beauty  which  had  long  been  faded.  There  was,  too, 
'  that  mysterious  smile,  that  expression. of  rapturoua  repose, 
which  ia  the  seal  of  heaven  set  on  the  earthly  clay.  It 
fleemed  aa  if  the  softly  closed  eyes  must  be  gazing  on  some 
ineffable  vision  of  bliss,  aa  if,  iudeetl,   the  beauty  of  the 

I  Lord  her  God  was  upon  ber. 
Among  the  mourners  at  the  head  of  the  cofiin  sat  Zeph 
Higgins,  like  some  rugged  gray  rock  —  atony,  calm,  and 
stilL  He  shed  no  tear,  while  his  children  wept  and  sobbed 
aloud;  only  when  the  coffin-lid  was  put  on  a  convulsive 
movement  passed  across  his  face.  But  it  was  momentary, 
and  he  took  his  place  in  the  procession  to  walk  to  the 
grave  in  grim  calmness. 
The  graveyard  was  in  a  lovely  spot  on  the  Poganuo 
River.  No  care  in  those  days  had  been  bestowed  to  orna- 
ment or  brighten  these  last  resting-places,  but  Nature  had 
taken  thia  in  hand  kindly.      The  blue  glitter  of  the  river 
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sparkled  here  and  tbere  through  a  belt  of  pines  and  hem^ 
locks  OIL  one  side,  and  the  silent  mounds  were  sheeted  withl 
daisies,  brightened  now  and  then  with  golden  buttercups,  1 
which  bowed  their  fair  heads  meekly  as  the  fvmeial  trauiB 
passed  over  them.  T 

Arrived  at  the  grave,  there  followed  the  usual  sounda,  I 
80  terrible  to  the  ear  of  mourners^ the  setting  down  of  I 
the  coffin,  the  buBtle  of  preparation,  the  harsh  grating  of  I 
ropes  aa  the  precious  burden  was  lowered  to  its  last  resting-  F 
place.  And  then,  standing  around  the  open  grave,  the^fl 
sang:  — 

('  My  Ecah  shall  slumber  in  the  ground 
Till  the  last  tnimpet'a  JotIijI  souDd, 

Then  rose  the  last  words  of  prayer,  in  which  the  whole 
finished  service  and  all  the  survivors  were  commended  to 
God.  It  was  customary  in  those  days  for  the  head  of  a 
fnniily  to  return  thanka  at  the  grave  to  the  frienda  and 
neighhora  who  had  joined  in  the  last  tribute  of  respect 
the  departed.  There  was  a  moment's  pause,  and  evi 
eye  tunied  on  Zcph  Higgina.  He  made  a  movement  and 
stretched  out  his  hands  as  if  to  speak,  but  Lis  voice  failed 
him,  and  Le  stopped.  Ilia  atem  features  were  convulsed 
with  the  vain  eifort  to  master  his  feeling. 

Dr.  Cusbing  aaw  his  emotion  and  said,  "In  behalf  of 
our  brother  I  return  thanka  to  all  the  friends  who  have 
given  us  their  support  and  sympathy  on  this  occasion. 
Let  us  all  pray  that  the  peace  of  God  may  rest  upon  tl 
afflicted  family."  The  gathered  friends  now  turned  from' 
the  grave  and  dispersed  homeward.  With  the  instinct  of' 
_a    true  sonl-physioian.^who  divines    mental     state; 


10 


glance,  Dr.  CJushmgforbore  to  address  even  a  word  to  I 
Zeph  Higgins;  he  left  him  to  the  inward  ministration  of  a  J 
higher  Power. 

But  such  tact    and    reticence  belong   only  to  more  i 
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Btrueted  natures.  There  are  never  wanting  well-meaning 
80u]b  who,  with  the  very  beat  iotentiona,  take  hold  on 
the  sensitive  nerves  of  sorrow  with  a  coarse  hand.  Deacon 
Peaaley  was  inwardly  shocked  to  see  that  no  special  at- 
tempt had  been  made  to  "improve  the  dispensation"  to 
Zeph's  spiritual  state,  and  therefore  felt  called  on  to  essay 
his  skill. 

"Well,  my  friend,"  he  said,  coming  up  to  him,  "I  trust 
this  affliction  may  ho  sanctified  to  you." 

Zeph  glared  on  him  with  an  impatient  movement  and 
turned  to  walk  away;  the  deacon,  however,  followed  as- 
aiduously  by  his  side,  going  on  with  Lis  exhortfttion;  — 

"You  know  it  'a  no  use  contendin'  with  the  Lord." 

"Well,  who's  ben  a-contendin'  with  the  Lord!"  ex- 
claimed Zeph,  "I  hain't." 

The  tone  and  manner  were  not  hopeful,  but  the  deacon 

csevered:  — 

"  We  must  jest  let  the  Lord  do  what  he  will  with  us  and 


"  I  heo  let  him  —  how  was  I  goin'  to  help  it  J  " 

"We  mustn't  murmur,"  continued  the  deacon  in  a  fee- 
bler voice,  as  be  saw  that  his  exhortation  was  not  hopefully 
received. 

"Who's  ben  a-murmurin' I     /hain't!" 

"Then  you  feel  resigned,  don't  you)  " 

"I  can't  help  myself.  I  've  got  to  make  the  best  on  't," 
said  Zeph,  trying  to  outwalk  htm. 

"  But  you  know  "  — 

"T.KT  j)TT^  Ai;,ONEf  can't  ye  J'J-cried  Zeph  in  a  voice  of 
thunder;  and  the  deacon,  scared  and  subdued,  dropped 
behind,  murmuring,  "Drefful  state  o'  mind!  poor  critter, 
BO  unreconciled  1 — really  awful!" 


CHA-PTEE  XXVIII 


DOLLY    AT   THE   WICKET    GATE 

The  next  Sunday  rose  calm  and  quiet  over  the  hills  of 
Poganuc.  There  was  something  almost  preternatural  io  the 
sense  of  stillness  and  utter  repose  which  the  Sahhath  day 
used  to  bring  with  it  in  those  early  times.  The  absolute 
rest  from  every  earthly  employment,  the  withholding  even 
of  conversation  from  temporal  things,  marked  it  off  from 
all  other  days.  To  the  truly  devout  the  effect  was  some- 
thing the  same  as  if  the  time  hod  been  spent  in  heaven. 
On  this  particular  dewy,  fresh  summer  morning  it  seemed  as 
if  Nature  herself  were  hushing  her  breath  to  heat  the  music 
of  a  higher  sphere.  Dolly  stood  at  her  open  window  look- 
ing out  ou  the  wooded  hills  opposite,  feathered  with  tbeir 
varied  green,  on  the  waving  meadows  with  their  buttercups 
and  daisies,  on  the  old  apple-tree  in  the  corner  of  the  lot 
where  the  bobolink  was  tilting  up  and  down,  chattering 
and  singing  with  all  his  might.  She  was  thinking  of  what 
she  had  heard  her  father  saying  to  her  mother  at  breakfast: 
how  the  sickness  and  death  of  one  good  woman  had  been 
blessed  to  all  that  neighborhood,  and  how  a  revival  of  re- 
ligion was  undoubtedly  begun  there. 

All  this  made  Dolly  very  serious.  She  thought  a  great 
deal  about  heaven,  and  perfectly  longed  to  be  quite  sure 
she  ever  should  get  there.  She  often  had  wished  that 
there  were  such  a  thing  in  reality  as  a  Wicket  Gate,  and  an 
old  Interpreter's  house,  and  a  Palace  Beautiful,  for  then 
she  would  set  right  off  on  her  pilgrimage  at  once,  and  in 
time  get  to  the  Celestial  City.     But  how  to  get  this  spirit- 
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ual,   intangible  preparation    she    knew    nnt.      Tft-'JftT    "^^ — 
liiiiiii   iiiMiii  Hill  miPlltilll  §nn<Jay-  and  she  Ehould  see  all  the 
good  people  taking  t.h^t  Haprjfipial  bread  and  wine,  but  aha 
should  be  left  out.      And  how  to  get  in  I     There  were  no 
Sunday -scboola  in  those  days,  no  hymna  or  teachinga  ajie- 
ctally  adapted  to  the  chUd;  and  Dolly  remembered  to  have     i 
heard  serious  elderly  people  tell  of  bow  theywprn  limii|>>if     / 
^f  under  conviction  "  and  auliered  for  days  and  weeks  before    | 
the  strange  secret  of  mercy  was  revealed  to  them,  and  sha    ' 
wondered  how  she  ever  should  get  this  conviction  of  sin. 
Poor  Dolly  had  often  tried  to  foel  very  solemn  and  sad  and 
gloomy,   and  to  think  herself  a  dreadful  sinner,  but  had 
never  succeeded.     She  was  so  young  and  so  healthy  —  the 
blood  raced  and  tingled  so  in  her  young  veins;  and  if  she 
was  pensive  and  sad  a  little  while,  yet,  the  first  she  knew, 
she  would  find  herself  racing  after  Spring,  or  calling  to  her 
brothers,  or  jumping  up  and  down  with  her  skipping-rope, 
and  feeling  full  as  airy  and  gay  as  the  bobolink  across  in 
the  meadow.     This  morning  she  was  trying  her  best  to  feel 
her  sins  and  count  them  np;  but  the  birds  and  the  daisies 
and  the  flowers  were  a  sad  interruption,  and  she  went  to 
meeting  quite  dissatisfied. 

When  she  saw  the  white  simple  table  and  the  shining 
j<]]pB  nnrl  snowy  bread  of  the  Communion  ahe  inly  thought 
that  the  service  could  have  nothing  for  her — it  would  be 
all  for  those  grown-up,  initiated  Christians.  Nevertheless, 
when  her  father  began  to  speak  she  was  drawn  to  listen  to 
him  by  a  sort  of  pathetic  earnestness  in  his  voice.  The 
doctor  was  feeling  very  earnestly  and  deeply,  and  he  had 
chosen  a  theme  to  awaken  responsive  feeling  in  his  church. 
His  test  was  the  declaration  of  Jesus,  "I  call  you  not 
servants,  but  friends;"  and  his  subject  was  Jesus  as  the 
souUfriend  offered  to  every  human  being.  Forgetting  his 
doctrinal  Buhtieties,  he  spoke  with  all  the  simplicity  and 
tenderness  of  a  rich  nature  concerning  the  faithful,  generous, 
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tender  love  of  Christ,  how  he  cared  for  the  Boul'a  wants, 
how  he  was  patient  with  ita  eirore,  how  he  gently  led  it 
along  the  way  of  tight,  how  he  was  always  with  it,  teach- 
ing its  ignorance,  guiding  its  wanderings,  comforting  ita 
sorrows,  with  a  love  unwearied  hy  faults,  unchilled  hy 
ingratitude,  till  he  brought  it  through  the  darkneaa  of 
earth  to  the  perfection  of  heaven. 

Real,  deep,  earnest  feeling  inclines  to  simplicity  of  lan- 
guage, and  the  doctor  spoke  in  words  that  even  a  child 
could  understand.  Dolly  sat  absorbed,  her  large  bine  eyes 
gathering  tears  as  she  listened;  and  when  the  doctor  said, 
"Come,  then,  and  trust  your  soul  to  this  faithful  Friend," 
Dolly's  little  heart  throbbed  "I  will."  And  she  did.  For 
a  moment  she  was  discouraged  by  the  thought  that  she  had 

,^ot  had  any  conviction  "f  ain-^-liiit,  like  a  flash  came  the 
thought  that  Jesua  ctntld  BJga-Jier  that  °°  "■pll  °°  i"y- 
^thing  else,  and  that  she  could  trust  him  for  the  whole. 
And  so  her  little  earnest  child-soul  went  out  to  the  won- 
derful Friend.  She  sat  through  the  sacramental  service 
that  followed  with  swelling  heart  and  tearful  eyes,  and 
walked  home  filled  with  a  new  joy.      She  went  up  to  her 

^,father'a  study  and  fell  into  his  arms,  saying,  "Father, 
I  have  given  myself  to  Jesus,  and  he  has  taken  me." 

The  doctor  held  her  silently  to  hia  heart  a  moment,  and 
lis  tears  dropped  on  her  head. 

"  Is  it  so )  "  he  said.     "  Then  has  a  new  flower  b 
in  the  kingdom  this  day." 


CHAPTER    XXIX 

THE   CONFLICT 

There  is  one  clase  of  luckless  mortals  in  this  world  of 
outB  whose  sorrows,  though  often  more  real  than  those  of 
other  people,  never  bring  them  any  Bympathy.  It  is  those 
in  whom  aufferiag  excites  an  irritating  conflict,  which 
makes  them  intolerable  to  themselves  and  others.  The 
they  suffer  the  more  severe,  biting,  and  bitter  become 
their  words  and  octioafi.  The  very  sympathy  they  long  for, 
strange  contrariness  of  nature  they  throw  back  on  their 
rienda  as  an  injury.  Nobody  knowB  where  to  have  them, 
or  how  to  handle  them,  and  when  everybody  steers  away 
}m  them  they  are  inwardly  desolate  at  their  loneliness.  \ 
After  the  funeral  train  had  borne  away  from  the  old 
brown  farmhouse  the  silent  form  of  her  who  was  its  peace, 
its  light,  its  comfort,  Zeph  Higgins  wandered  like  an  un- 
quiet spirit  from  room  to  room,  feeling  every  silent  memo- 
rial of  her  who  was  no  longer  there  as  a  stab  in  the  yet 
throbbing  wound,  UnlaKfily  people  are  often  cursed  with 
an  intense  desire  to  be  loved,  and  the  more  unlovely  they 
grow  the  more  intense  becomes  this  desire,  Hia  love  for 
his  wife  had  been  unuamdly  strong  in  the  aonse  of  what  is 
often  called  loving  —  that  is,  he  needed  her,  depended  on 
her,  and  could  not  do  without  her.  He  was  always  sure 
that  she  loved  him;  he  was  always  sure  of  her  patient  ear 
to  wiiatever  he  wished  to  say,  of  her  wish  to  do  to  her 
utmost  whatever  be  wanted  her  to  do.  Then  he  was  not 
without  a  certain  sense  of  the  beauty  and  purity  of  her 
charactei',  and  had  a  sort  of  almost  superstitious  confidence 
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in  her  piayers  and  goodness,  like  what  the  Italian  peasant 
haa  in  his  patron  saint.  He  felt  a  sort  of  helplessness  and 
terror  at  the  idea  of  facing  life  without  her.  Besides  this, 
he  was  tormented  hy  a  secret  unacknowledged  sense  of  his 
own  unloveliness;  he  was  angry  with  himself  —  cursed 
himself,  called  himself  hard  names;  and  he  who  quarrels 
with  himself  has  this  disadvantage,  that  his  adversary  la 
inseparalily  his  companion  —  lies  down  and  rises,  eatsi 
drinks,  and  sleeps  with  him. 

What  intensified  this  conflict  was  the  remembrance  of 
his  wife's  dying  words,  enjoining  on  him  the  relinquish- 
ment of  the  bitter  quarrel  "which  had  alienated  him  from 
his  church  and  bis  neighbors,  and  placed  ber  in  so  false  a 

He  knew  that  he  was  in  the  wrong;  he  knew  that  she 
was  in  the  right,  and  that  those  words  spoken  on  her 
death-bed  were  God's  voice  to  him.  But  every  nerve  and 
libre  ia  him  seemed  to  rebel  &nd  resist;  he  would  not 
humble  himself;  he  would  not  confess;  he  would  not  take 
a  step  toward  reconciliation.  The  storm  that  was  raging 
within  expressed  itself  outwardly  in  an  impatience  and 
irritability  which  tried  his  cliildreH  to  the  utmost.  Poor 
Nabby  did  her  best  to  assume  in  the  famUy  all  her  mo- 
ther's cares,  but  was  met  at  every  turn  by  vexatious  fault- 
finding. 

"There  now!"  he  said,  coming  out  one  morning, 
"where  's  my  stockings!  Everything  's  being  neglected  — 
not  a.  pair  to  put  on ! " 

"  Oh  yes,  father,  I  sat  up  and  mended  your  stockings 
last  night  before  I  went  to  bed.  I  didn't  go  into  your 
room,  because  I  was  afraid  of  waking  you;  but  here  they 
are  on  my  basket," 

"Give  'em  here,  thenl"  said  Zeph  harshly.  "Iwant 
my  things  where  I  know  where  they  are.  Your  mother 
always  had  everything  ready  so  I  did  n't  have  to  ask  for  it." 


I 
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I,"  said  Zeph. 


,  and  you 
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"Well,  I  never  shall  be  as  good  as  mother  if  I  try  till 
I  'm  gray,"  said  Nabby  impatiently. 

"Don't  you  be  snapping  back  at  m 
it  'b  jest  so  everywhere.  Nobody  woi 
I  don't  expect  it." 

"Well,  father,  I'm  sure  I  try  the 
keep  Bcolding  me  ail  the  time.      It's  discourogmg. " 

"Oh  yes,  I  'm  a  devil,  I  suppose.  Everybody  's  right 
but  me.  Well,  I  shall  be  out  of  the  way  one  of  these 
daye,  and  nobody '1!  care.  There  ain't  a  critter  in  the 
world  cares    whether  I'm   alive  or  dead  —  not    even  my 

1  children." 

The  sparks  flashed  through  the  tears  is  Nabby's  eyes. 

I  was  cut  to  the    soul   by  the  cruel  injustice  of  these 
words,  and  a  hot  and  hasty  answer  rose  to  her  lips,  but    J 
I  was  smothered  in  her  throat.      Nabby  HaH  Viwnma  nno  f[f| 
the  converts  of  the  recently  cPinTt'i'""f'^-~'T™T'^r"licT"ti) 
and  had  begun  to  lay  the  discipline  of  the  Christian  life  on 
her  temper  and  her  tongue,  and  found  it  hard  work.      As  . 
yet  siio  halt  only  attainecf  so  far  as  repression  and  indi^-  I 
nant  silence,  while  the  battle  raged  tcmj%stl'""°^r  TYJfhin 

i  M  like  just  to  go  off  and  leave  things  to  take  care  of 
tbemselvea, "  she  said  to  herself,  "  and  then  he  'd  see 
whether  I  don't  do  anything.  Try,  and  try,  and  try,  and 
1  word  said  —  nothing  but  scold,  scold,  scold.  It's 
too  bad!  Flesh  and  blood  can't  stand  everything!  Mother 
did,  but  I  ain't  mother.  I  must  try  to  be  like  her,  though; 
but  it  'a  dreadful  hard  with  father.  How  did  mother  ever 
keep  so  quiet  and  always  be  so  pleasant?  She  used — to 
pray  a  great  deal.      Well,  I  must  pray." 

Yet  if  Nabby  could  have  looked  in  at  that  moment  and 
een  the  misery  in  her  father's  soul  her  indignation  would 
have  been  lost  in  pity ;  for  Zeph  in  his  heart  knew  that 
Nabby  was  a  good,  warm-hearted  girl,  honestly  trying  her 
very  best  to  make  her  mother's  place  good.     He  knew  it, 
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and  when  he  waa  alone  and  quiet  he  felt  it  so  that  tears 
came  to  his  eyea;  and  yet  this  miserable,  irritable  demon 
that  posseased  him.  had  led  him  to  say  these  crue!  words  to 
her  —  words  that  he  cursed  himself  for  saying  the  hour 
after.  But  on  this  day  the  interna!  conflict  was  raging 
Btronger  than  ever.  The  revival  in  the  neighborhood  waa 
making  itself  felt  and  talked  about,  and  the  Eriday  e 
ing  prayer-meeting  in  the  Bchoolhouse  was  at  hand. 

Zeph  was  debating  with  himself  whether  he  would  take 
the  first  etep  towards  reconciliation  with  his  church  liy 
going  to  it.  His  wife's  dying  words  haunted  him,  and  ho 
thought  he  might  at  least  go  as  far  as  this  in  the  right 
direction ;  but  the  mere  suggestion  of  the  first  step  ri 
perfect  whirlwind  of  opposition  within  him.  Certain  moral 
conditions  are  alike  in  all  minds,  and  this  stem,  gnarled, 
grizzled  old  New  England  farmer  had  times  when  he  felt 
exactly  as  Milton  has  described  a  lost  archangel  as  feel- 
ing;— 

I'H'Tii  'i\fn, "'  Ifi't  relp^'i !  I)'  thgfe  rw  place 
^■'^t  ffl'^r'P""""  '  nonefor  pajdon  left  7 
None  left  bat  by  Biibmiaaion,  and  Ihal  word 
Diadttin  forbids  me  and  my  dnad  of  shame." 

It  is  curious  that  men  are  not  generally  ashamed  of  any 
form  of  anger,  wrath,  or  malice ;  but  gf  the  first  steptowarda 
__a_aehler  nature  —  the  confession  of  a  wrong  —  they  are 
oshameJr'  Kever  had  Zeph  been  more  intolerable  and  nn- 
reasonable  to  his  sons  in  the  field-work  than  on  this  day. 
He  was  too  thoroughly  knit  up  in  the  habits  of  a  Puritan 
education  to  use  any  form  of  profane  language,  but  no  man 
knew  so  weD  how  to  produce  the  startling  effect  of  an  oath 
without  swearing;  and  this  day  he  drove  about  the  field  in 
such  a  stormy  manner  that  his  sons,  accustomed  bb  they 
were  to  bis  manners,  were  alarmed. 

"Tell  you  what,''  said  one  of  the  boys  to  Abner,  "the 
old  man  'a  awful  cranky  to-day.  Reely  seems  as  if  he  was 
a  little  bit  sprung.     I  don'Linow  but  he's  going  crazy!" 


CHAPTEE   XXX 


THE    CBIHIS 

1  B  warm,  soft  June  evening.  The  rosy  tints  of 
sunset  were  just  merging  into  brown  shadows  over  the 
landscape,  tlie  frogs  peeped  and  gurgled  in  the  marshes,  and 
the  whippoorwills  were  beginning  to  answer  each  other  from 
the  thick  recesses  of  the  trees,  when  the  old  ministerial 
chaise  of  I>r.  Gushing  might  have  been  seen  wending  its  way 
tip  the  atony  road  to  the  North  Pogaiinc  schoolhouse. 

The  doctor  and  his  wife  were  talking  confidentially,  and 
Dolly,  seated  between  them,  entered  with  eager  sympathy 
into  all  they  were  saying.  They  were  very  Lappy,  with  a 
simple,  honest,  earnest  happiness,  for  they  hoped  that  the 
great  object  of  his  life  and  labors  was  now  about  to  be 
accomplished,  that  the  power  of  a  Divine  Influence  was 
'descending  to  elevate  and  purify  and  lift  the  souls  of  his 
.people  to  God. 

My  dear,  I  no  longer  doubt,"  he  said.  "The  presence 
of  the  Lord  is  evidently  with  us.  If  only  the  church  will 
fully  awaken  to  their  duty  we  may  hope  for  a  harvest  now. " 

What  a  pity,"  answered  Mrs.  Gushing,  "that  that  old 
standing  quarrel  of  Zeph  Higgins  and  the  church  cannot  be 
made  up;  his  children  are  all  deeply  interested  in  religion, 
I  but  he  stands  light  tn  their  wSyr" 

I     "Why  don't  you  talk  to  him,  papa?"  asked  Dolly. 
"Nobody  can  speak  to  him  but  God,  my  child;  there  'a 
tt  man  that  nobody  knows  how  to  approach." 
Dolly  reflected  silently  on  this  for  some  minutes,  and 
then  said  1  — 
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1  him  J 


"Papa,  do  yott  auppoae  Christ 
for  him  1 " 

"  Yea,  my  child.      riii[iili  ]\i\  \  il   mil  ilii  il  Ini  nil  " 

"Do  you  think  he  believes  that  J"  asked  Dolly  ear- 
nestly. 

"I  'm  ofraid  he  doesn't  think  much  about  it,"  answered 
her  father.  Here  they  came  in  sight  of  the  little  schoo!- 
houae.  It  seemed  already  crowded.  Wagons  were  tied 
along  the  road,  am!  people  were  standing  around  the  doora 
and  windows.  The  doctor  and  Mrs.  Gushing  made  their 
way  through  the  crowd  to  the  seat  behind  the  little  pine 
table.  He  saw  in  the  throng  not  merely  the  ordinary  at- 
■tendance  at  prayer-meetings,  but  many  of  the  careless  and 
lidie  class  who  seldom  were  seen  inside  a  church.  There 
Iwere  the  unusual  faces  of  Abe  Bowles  and  Liph  Kingaley 
and  Mark  Merrill,  who  had  left  the  seductions  of  Glazier's 
bar-room  to  come  over  and  see  whether  there  was  really  any 
revival  at  North  Poganuc,  and  uot  perhaps  without  a 
secret  internal  suggestion  that  to  bo  converted  would  be  the 
very  best  thing  for  them  temporally  as  well  as  spiritually, 
laph's  wife,  a  poor,  discouraged,  forsaken- looking  woman, 
had  perauoded  him  to  come  over  with  her,  and  sat  there 

praying,  a^  wives  "f  ^'ir'Bl"'"   ' '    "'"'""   1 i    *"'"•    some 

help  from  above  to  save  him,  and  Iter,  and  her  children. 

Nothing  could  be  rougher  and  more  rustic  than  the  old 
Bchoolhouae,  — its  walls  hung  with  cobwebs;  its  rude  slab 
benches  and  desks  hacked  by  many  a  schoolboy's  knife;  the 
plain,  ink-stained  pine  table  before  the  minister,  with  its 
two  jjillnwiuinfllps,  whoso  dim  rays  scarcely  gave  light 
enough  to  read  thB~ hymns.  There  was  nothing  outward 
to  express  the  real  greatness  of  what  was  there  in  reality. 

There  are  aurroimdings  that  make  us  realize  objectively 
the  grandeur  of  the  human  soul  and  the  sublimity  of  the 
possibilities  which  Christianity  opens  to  it.  The  dim  cathe- 
dral, whose  arches  seem  to  ascend  to  the  skies,  from  whose 
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I  distant  recesses  pictured  forms  of  eaints  and  angels  look 
I-  down,  whose  far-reaching  aisles  thrill  with  chants  solemn 
I  and  triumphant,  while  clouds  of  incense  arise  at  the  holy 
I  sltar,  and  white-robed  priests  and  kneeling  throngs  pros- 
}  trate  themselves  before  the  Invisible  Majesty  —  all  this 
"pomp  of  dreadful  sacrifice  "  enkindles  the  ideas  of  the  in- 
[  finite  and  the  eternal,  and  makes  us  feel  how  great,  how 
,  how  mysterious  and  awful  is  the  destiny  of  man. 
I  But  the  New  England  Puritan  had  put  the  ocean  between 
tbim  and  all  auch  aeeniii  presentations  of  the  Tfili["'""°  ^^^^ 


[■  He  had  renounced  every  sensuous  aid,  and  tasked  himself 
to  bring  his  soul    to  face  the  solemn  questions  of    exist- 
ence and  destiny  in  their  simple  nakedness,  without  dra- 
pery or  accessories ;  there  were  times  in  the  life  of  an  earnest 
L  jninister  when  these  truths  were  made  bo  intensely  vivid 
I  and  effective  as  to  overhear  all  outward  disadvantages  of 
P  surrounding;  and  to-night  the  old  schoolhouse,  thoue^uaij^ 
and  coarse  as  the  manger  ^>f  RfitlJehem,  like  that  seemed 


hallowed  by  the  presence  of  a  God. 

From  the  moment  the  doctor  entered  he  was  conscious 
of  a  present  Power.  There  was  a  hush,  a  stillness,  and 
the  words  of  his  prayer  seemed  to  go  out  into  an  atmos- 
phere thrilling  with  emotion;  and  when  he  rose  to  speak 
he  saw  the  countenances  of  his  parishioners  with  that 
change  upon  them  which  comes  from  the  waking  up  of  the 
soul  to  higher  things.  Hard,  weather-beaten  faces  were 
enkindled  and  eager;  every  eye  was  fixed  upon  him;  every 
word  he  spoke  seemed  to  excite  a  responsive  emotion. 

The  doctor  read  from  the  Old  Testament  t^g--Bt»ry-^ 
Lchan.  He  told  how  the  host  of  the  Lord  had  been  turned 
"  back  because  there  was  one  in  the  camp  who  had  secreted 
in  his  tent  an  accursed  thing.  He  asked,  "Can  it  be  now, 
and  here,  among  us  who  profess  to  bo  Christians,  that  we 
are  secreting  in  our  hearts  some  accursed  thing  that  pre- 
vents the  good  Spirit  of  the  Lord  from  working  among  usl 


21G 


POGANUC    PEOPLE 


f 


Is  it  onr  pride!  Is  it  our  covetousness  1  Is  it  our  hnrd 
feeling  against  a  brother  I  Is  there  anything  that  we 
know  to  be  \7roiig  tliat  we  refuse  to  make  right  —  anything 
that  we  know  belongs  to  God  that  we  are  withholding? 
If  we  Christians  lived  as  high  as  we  ought,  if  we  lived  up 
to  our  professions,  would  there  bo  any  sinners  unconverted  ? 
Let  UB  beware  how  we  stand  in  the  way.  If  the  salt  have 
lost  ita  savor  wherewith  shall  it  be  salted  T  Oh,  my  bre- 
thren, let  UB  not  hinder  the  work  of  God.  I  loolc  around 
on  this  circle  and  I  miss  the  face  of  a  sister  that  was  always 
here  to  help  ua  with  her  prayers;  now  she  is  with  the  gen- 
era! assembly  and  church  of  the  first-born,  whose  names  are 
written  in  heaven,  with  the  spirits  of  the  just  made  per- 
fect. But  her  soul  will  rejoice  with  the  angels  of  God  if 
she  looks  down  and  sees  us  all  coming  up  to  where  we 
ought  to  be.  God  grant  that  her  prayers  may  be  fulfilled 
in  us.  Let  us  examine  ourselves,  brethren ;  let  us  cast  out 
the  stumbllBg- block,  that  the  way  of  the  Lord  may  be 
prepared. " 

The  words,  simple  in  themselvea,  became  powerful  by 
the  atmosphere  of  deep  feeling  into  which  they  were  ut- 
tered; there  were  those  solemn  pauses,  that  breathless  still- 
ness, those  repressed  breathings,  that  magnetic  sympathy 
that  unites  souls  under  the  power  of  one  overshadowing 
conviction.  When  the  doctor  sat  down  suddenly  there  was 
a  slight  movement,  and  from  a  dark  back  seat  rose  the  gaunt 
form  of  Zepb  Higgins.  He  was  deathly  pale,  and  his  form 
trembled  with  emotion.  Every  eye  was  fixed  upon  him, 
and  people  drew  in  their  breath,  with  involuntary  surprise 
and  suspense. 

"  Wal,  I  must  speak,"  he  said.    "I'm  a  stumbling-block. 
I've  allers  hen  one,      I  baia^t  hovgf  ben  a  Chiibtiaa-t_ 
that 's  jest  the  truth  on 't.    I  never  bed  oughter  'a*  ben  in 
the  church.      I've  ben  all  wrong  —  virong  —  wkonq!     I 
knew  I  was  wrong,  but  I  would  n't  give  up.     It 's  ben  jest 
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my  awful  will.  I  'vB_Bftt,  up  my  will  npin  Oral  Almip-lity- 
I  've  set  it  agin  my  neighbors  —  agin  the  minister  and  agiir 
the  chuiuh.  And  now  the  Lord  'a  come  out  agin  me;  he  'a 
struck  me  down.  I  know  he 'b  fjot  a  right  —  he  can  do 
what  he  pleases  —  but  I  ain't  resigned  —  not  a  grain.  I 
submit 'cause  I  can't  help  myself;  ^'*  -"y  ^"'"li'/i  ''urd  _^ 
nn'^  "-iilrnii  I  expect  my  day  of  grace  is  over,  I  ain't  a 
Christian,  and  I  can't  be,  and  I  shall  go  to  hell  at  last, 
and  sarve  me  right  I  " 

And  Zeph  sat  jniriii  griii  nnij  plr"Ti  a>i<i  ''^Q  aeighbota 
looked  one  on  another  in  a  sort  of  consternation.  There 
was  a  terrible  earnestneea  in  those  words  that  seemed  to 
appall  every  one  and  prevent  any  from  uttering  the  ordi- 
nary commonplaces  of  religious  exhortation.  For  a  few 
moments  the  circle  was  silent  as  the  grave,  when  Dr.  Cush- 
ing  sail!,  "Brethren,  let  us  pray;"  and  in  his  prayer  he 
seemed  to  rise  above  earth  and  draw  his  whole  flock,  with 
all  their  sins  and  needs  and  wants,  into  the  presence-cham- 
ber of  heaven.  He  prayed  that  the  light  of  heaven  might 
shine  into  the  darkened  spirit  of  their  brother;  that  he 
might  give  himself  up  utterly  to  the  will  of  God  ;  that  we 
might  all  do  it,  that  we  might  become  as  little  children  in 
the  kingdom  of  heaven.  With  the  wise  luiit  niliiiili  iliii 
tinguished  his  ministe-he  closed  the  meeting  immediately 
rtJie  prayer  wife  one  or  two  serious  words  of  exhorta- 
tion. He  feared  lest  what  had  been  gained  in  impression 
might  bo  talked  away  did  he  hold  the  meeting  open  to  the 
l-meant,  sincere,  hut  uninatructed  efforts  of  the  brethren 
to  meet  a  case  like  that  which  had  been  laid  open  before 

After  the  service  was  over  and  the  throng  slowly  dis- 
persed, Zeph  remained  in  his  place,  rigid  and  still.  One 
or  two  approached  to  speak  to  him ;  there  was,  in  fact,  a  tide 
of  genuine  sympathy  and  brotherly  feeling  that  longed  to 
express    itself.      He    might    have  been  caught  up  in  this 
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powerful  current  and  borne  into  a  haven  of  peace,  had  he 
been  one  to  trust  liimself  to  the  help  of  otliers ;  but  he 
looked  neither  to  the  right  nor  to  the  left;  his  eyes  were 
fised  on  the  floor;  his  brown,  bony  hands  held  his  old 
straw  hat  in  a  crushing  grasp;  his  whole  attitude  and  as- 
pect were  repeOing  and  stern  to  such  a  degree  that  none 
dared  address  him.  The  crowd  slowly  passed  on  and  out. 
Zeph  sat  alone,  as  he  thought;  but  the  minister,  his  wife, 
and  little  Dolly  had  remained  at  the  upper  end  of  the  room. 
Suddenly,  as  if  sent  by  an  irresistible  impulse,  Dolly 
stepped  rapidly  down  the  room  and  with  eager  gaze  laid  her 
pretty  little  timid  hand  upon  his  sliDulder,  crying,  in  a  voice 
tremulous  at  once  with  fear  and  with  intensity,  "  Oh,  why  do 
you  say  that  you  cannot  be  a  Christian)  Don't  you  know 
that  Christ  loves  yon  ?  " 

Christ  loves  you !  The  words  thrilled  through  his  soul 
with  a  strange,  new  power;  he  opened  his  eyes  and  looked 
astonished  into  the  little  eameBt,  pleading  face. 

"Christ  loves  yon,"  she  repeated;  "oh,  do  believe  itl" 

"  Loves  me  I  "  he  said  slowly.      "  Why  should  he  ? " 

"But  he  does;  he  loves  us  all.     He  died  for  us.     Ho 

died  for  you.      Oh,    believe  it.      He'll    help  you;    he'll 

make  you  feel  right.      Only  trust  him.      Please  say  yon 


Zeph  looked  at  the  little  face  earnestly,  in  a  softened, 
wondering  way.     A  tear  slowly  stole  down  hia  hard  cheek. 

"Thank'e,  dear  child,"  be  said. 

"You  will  believe  it!  " 

"I '11  try." 

"You  will  trust  Him  J" 

Zeph  paused  a  moment,  then  rose  up  with  a  new  and 
different  expression  in  his  face,  and  said  in  a  subdued  and 
earnest  voice,  " I  will." 

"Amen!"  said  the  doctor,  who  stood  listening ;  and  he 
silently  grasped  the  old  man's  hand. 
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THE   JOY    OF    HARVEST 

When  Zeph  turned  from  the  little  red  schoolhouse  to  go 

home,  after  the  prayer-meeting,  he  felt  that  peace  whioh 

comes  after  a  great  interior  crisis  has  passed.      He  had,  for 

the  first  time  in  his  life,  yielded  his  will,  absolutely  and 

I   thoroughly.      He  had  TiiimV-lnil  hJTiinnlfi    in  n  public  con- 

!   fesaion  of  wrong-doing,  before  all  his  neighbors,  before  those 

I  whom  he  had  felt  to  be  enemies.      He  had  taken  the  step 

convulsively,  unwillingly,  constrained  thereto  by  a  mighty, 

1  ovennafitering  power  which  wrought  within  him.      He  had 

Bubmitted,  without  love,  to  the  simnle.  atern  voice  nf  cn^- 

^  Bcience  and  authority  —  the  submission  of  a  subject  to  a 

monarch,  not  that  of  a  child  to  a  father.      Just  then  and 

I    there,  when  he  felt  himself  crushed,  lonely,  humbled,  and 

despairing,   the    touch   of    that  child's    hand  on  his,   the 

pleading,  childish  face,  the  gentle  childish  voice,  had  spoken 

to  him  of  the  love  of  Christ. 

There  are  hard,  sinful,  unlovely  souls,  who  yet  long  to 
be  loved,  who  sigh  in  ^hpir  dark  prjaim-fmi  I.IibIi  Uiuliii-nSHH^ 
that  devotion,  of  which  they  are  consciously  unworthy- 
Love  might  redeem  them;  but  who  can  love  them?  There 
13  a  taiile  of  a  prince  doomed  by  a  cruel  enciianter  to  wear 
a  loatliaome,  bestial  form  till  some  fair  woman  should  re- 
deem him  by  the  transforming  kiss  of  love.  The  fable  is 
a  parable  of  the  experience  of  many  a  lost  human  soul. 
The  religion  of  Christ  owes  its  peculiar  power  to  its  reveal- 
ing a  ra^-inn  T.nvpr.  thfl  Only  Pair,  the  Altofc  | itilii'  I  Tfiiiwtifnl , 
who  can  love  the  unlovely  back  into  perfectness.     The  love 
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of  Christ  hEis  been  the  dissolving  power  that  has  broken  the 
spells  and  enchantments  which  held  human  gouIb  in  bond- 
age and  has  given  them  power  to  rise  to  the  beauty  and 
freedom  of  the  sons  of  God,  As  Zeph  walked  homeward 
tlirough  the  lonely  stillness  of  the  night,  again  and  again 
the  words  thrilled  through  his  soul,  "  Christ  loves  you  "  — 
and  Huch  tears  as  he  had  never  wept  before  stood  in  hia 
eyes,  aa  he  said  wonderingly,  "Me  —  mel  Oh,  is  it  pos- 
sible !  Can  it  be !  "  And  Christ  died  for  him !  Ha  had 
known  it  all  these  years,  and  never  thanked  him,  never 
loved  him.  The  rush  of  new  emotion  overpowered  him; 
he  entered  his  house,  waited  straight  to  tlie  great  family 
Bible  that  lay  on  a  stand  in  the  best  room  of  the  house;  it 
was.  the  very  room  where  the  coffin  of  hia  wife  had  stood, 
nad  sat,  stony  and  despairing,  during  the  funeral 
Zeph  ouened  the  Bible  at  random  and  began 
/turning  the  leaves,  and  hie  eye  fell  on  the  words,  "  Unto 
'  Him  that  loved  us  and  washed  ub  from  our  sins  in  his 
own  blood  and  hath  made  na  to  our  God  kings  and 
priests,  to  him  be  glory!"  Hia  heart  responded  with  a 
strange  new  joy  —  a  thrill  of  hope  that  he,  too,  might  be 
washed  from  his  sins. 

Wlio  can  read  the  awful  mysteries  of  a  single  soul  1 
We  see  human  beings,  hard,  harah,  earthly,  and  appar- 
ently without  an  aspiration  for  anything  high  and  holy; 
but  let  us  never  say  that  there  is  not  far  down  in  the 
depths  of  any  soul  a  smothered  aspiration,  a  dumb,  repressed 
desire  to  be  something  higher  and  purer,  to  attain  the  per- 
fectnesB  to  which  God  calls  it.  Zeph  felt  at  this  moment 
that  Christ  who  so  loved  him  could  purify  him,  could  take 
away  hia  pride  and  willfulness;  and  he  fell  on  his  knees, 
praying  without  words,  but  in  the  spirit  of  him  of  old  who 
cried,  "If  thou  wilt,  thou  canst  make  me  clean."  As  he 
prayed  a  great  peace  fell  upon  bim,  a  rest  and  stillness  of 
Boul  such  as  he  had  never  felt  before;  he  lay  down  that 
night  and  slept  the  sleep  of  a  little  child. 


^M         But  whi 
^^P      Dicke  nson ' 
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But  when  nest  day  Zeph  Hi^ine  walked  iato  Deacon 


:  Etore,  and  uf  liis  o 


o  iiutbai:. 


;,  and  to  pay  whatever 
cost  and  damage  the  deacon  might  have  incurred  by  their 
having  been  thrown  out,  there  was  theu  no  manner  of  doubt 
that  aoniB  higher  power  thau  that  of  man  had  been  at  work 
in  hia  souL  The  deacon  himself  was  confounded,  almost  ap- 
palled, by  the  cliange  that  had  come  over  hia  neighbor.  Ho 
had  been  Having  all  hia  life  that  the  grace  of  God  could  do 
anything  and  convert  anybody,  but  he  never  eipected  to  see 
a  conver  jiiii  lilrt  tlinti  Instead  of  grasping  eagerly  at  the 
offered  reparation,  he  felt  a  strange  emotion  within  him- 
Belf,  a  sort  of  choking  in  bis  tluoat;  and  now  that  he  Kaw 
the  brother  with  whom  he  had  contended  yielding  so  un- 
conditionally, he  began  to  question  himself  whether  he  had  ■• 
no  wrong  to  confess  on  hia  side. 

"Wal  now,    I    expect  I've  ben  wrong  too,"   he  eaid. 

hain't  done  quite  right,  and  I  hain't  felt  right,  I  got  my 
hack  up,  and  I  've  said  things  I  had  n't  orter,  Wal,  we  '11 
shake  hands  on't.  I  ain't  perticklar  'bout  them  water- 
pipes  now;  we  '11  let  bygones  he  bygones," 

But  Zeph  had  set  hia  heart  on  reparation,  and  here  was 
a  place  where  the  pertinacity  of  his  nature  had  an  lioneat 
mission;  so  hy  help  of  reference  to  one  or  two  neighbors 
as  umpires  the  whole  loss  was  finally  made  good  and  the 
long-standing  controversy  with  all  its  ill  feeling  settled  and 
buried  forever  out  of  sight. 

The  news  of  this  wonderful  cbn^^nti  flprrni  tlirnii);)!  all 
the  town. 

"I  declar'  for  't,"  said  Liph  Kingsley  to  Bill  Larkins, 
"this  'ere 'a  a  reel  thing,  and  it's  time  for  me  to  be 
a-thinkin'.      I've  got  a  aoul  to  be  saved  too,  and  I  mean 

tn  j|iiit,  (^i-inT^-jp'  nn^  gi^B^r  t.ha-fcmH  " 

"Pohl"  said  Bill,  "you  may  say  bo  and  think  bo;  but 


n't  do  it.      You  '11  never  hold  out." 


222  POGANUO  PEOPLE  V'T^AC^ 

"DoE't  you  believe  that;  Christ  will  help  you,"  said 
Zeph  Higgins,  who  had  overheard  the  conversation,  "He 
haa  helped  me;  he  can  help  you.  He  can  save  to  tha 
uttermost.  There  'tis  in  the  Bible  —  try  it.  "We  '11  all 
stand  by  ye." 

A  voice  like  this  from  old  Zeph  Higgina  impressed  the 
neighbors  as  being  almost  as  much  of  a  miracle  as  if  one  of 
the  gray  cliffs  of  old  Bluff  Head  had  spoken ;  hut  his  beott 
was  full,  and  he  was  ready  everywhere  to  testify  to  the 
love  that  had  redeemed  him.  Xo  exhorter  in  the  weekly 
prayer- meeting  spoke  words  of  such  power  as  he.  The  few 
weeks  that  followed  were  marked  in  tbe  history  of  the 
town.  Everywhere  the  meetings  for  preaching  and  prayer 
were  crowded.     Glazier's  bar-room  was  shut  up  f( 

(custom,  atiiltTla.iiisr  j^irrBelf  renounced  the 
and  became  one  of  the  convprt"  ^f  thn  rflvi^ 
every  member  of  the  church  in  the  village  acted 
wonderful  things  which  they  all  professe< 
really  true  —  as  if  there  were  an  immortality  of  glory  to  he 
\    gained  or  lost  by  our  life  here. 

I       The  distinction  between    the  aristocracy  of  Town  Hill 
I  and  the   outlying    democracy  of    the    farming  people  was 
merged  for  the  time  in  a  seaaaof  a  higher  and  hql 
Colonel    Davenport    and    Judge    Gridley  were    seen  with 
Dr.  Gushing  in  the  echoolhouses  of  the  outlying  districts, 
exhorting  and  praying,  and  the  farmers  from  tbe  distant 
hills  crowded  in  to  the  Town  Hill  meetings.      Fo^ 
weeks  the  multitude  was  of  one  heart  and  oue  soul, 
loftier  and  mightier  influence  overshadowed  them,   under 
whose    power    all    meaner    differences    sunk  out  of 
^^_Such  seasons  as  these  are  like  warm  showers  that  open  leaf 
'-  and  flower,  buds  that  have  been  long  forming.     Everybody 
n  those  days  that  attended  Christian  services  had  more  or 
I  less  of  good  purposes,  of  in^sfinite  aspiration  to  be  better, 
of  intentions  that   related  to  some  future.     The   revival 
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brought  these  out  in  the  form  of  an  mmediate  practical 
purpose,  a  ''^^ni^"i  "'■I'"'!  >M-jjmuicg  in  a  new  ji^ 

"Well,  mother,"  said  Hiel  J  ones,  ■'  1  ve  made  up  my 
mind  to  be  a  Christian.  I  've  counted  the  coat,  and  it  will 
[  ^flal.8omething,  too.  I  was  a-goin'  up  to  Vermonl  ro  trade 
for  a  team  o'  bosses,  and  I  can't  make  the  trade  I  should 
'a'  made.  If  IJine  the  cburch  I  mean  to  live  up  to  't.  and 
I  can't  make  them  sharp  tradea  fellers  do,  I  could  beat 
'em  all  out  o'  their  boois,"  said  Hiel,  with  ratber  a  regret- 
ful twinkle  in  his  eye,  "but  I  won't;  1  'U  do  the  right 
thing,  ef  I  don't  make  so  much  by  't.  Nabby  and  me  'a 
both  agreed  'bout  that.  We  shall  jine  the  church  to- 
gether, and  lie  married  as  soon  as  I  get  back  from  Vermont. 
I  allers  meant  to  nil  religion  some  time  —  but  somebow, 
lately,  I  've  felt  that  now  is  the  time." 

On  one  bright  autumnal  Sabbath  of  that  season  the  broad 
aisle  of  the  old  meeting-house  was  filled  with  candidates 
solemnly  confessing  their  faith  and  purpose  to  lead  the 
Christian  life.  There,  standing  side  by  side,  were  all  ages, 
from  the  child  to  the  gray-haired  man.  There  stood  Dolly 
with  Iter  two  brothers,  her  heart  thrilling  with  the  sense  of 
the  Iioly  rite  in  which  she  was  joining;  there  Nabby  and 
Hie!  side  by  side;  there  all  the  sons  of  Zeph  Higgins;  and 
there,  lastly,  the  gray,  worn  form  of  old  Zeph  himself. 
Although  enrolled  as  a  church  member  he  had  asked  to 
stand  up  and  take  anew  those  vows  of  which  he  had  never 
before  understood  tho  meaning  or  felt  the  spirit,  and  thua 
reunite  himself  with  the  church  from  which  be  had  sepa- 
rated. That  day  was  a  recompense  to  Ih.  Cushing  for 
jnany  anxieties  and  sorrows.  He  now  saw  fully  that  though 
the  old  rdgime  of  New  England  had  forever  passed,  yet 
there  was  still  in  the  hands  of  her  ministry  that  mighty 
power  which  Paul  was  not  ashamed  to  carry  to  Rome  aa 
adequate  to  regenerate  a  world.  He  saw  that  intemper- 
ance and  profanity  and  immorality  could  be  subdued  by  the 
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power  of  religious  motive  working  in  the  hearts  of  indi- 
vidiml  men,  taking  away  the  desiTs  to  do  evil,  and  that 
the  Gospel  of  Christ  is  to-day,  £is  it  was  of  old  and  ever  will 
be,  the  power  of  God  and  the  wisdom  of  God  to  the  salva- 
tion of  every  one  that  helieveth. 


CHAPTEU  XXXn 

SIX    YEA&a    LATER 

Six  years  step  softly,  with  invisible  footstepe,  > 
plaia  of  life,  bearing  us  on  with  an  insensi 
Bix.  years  of  winter  snows  and  spring  thaws,  of  early  blue- 
birds and  pink  Mayflower  buds  under  leafy  banks,  of  ane- 
mone, crowfoot,  and  violet  in  the  fields,  of  apple  blossoms  in 
the  orchards,  and  new  green  leaves  in  the  forest;  six  years 
of  dark  green  summers  in  the  rustling  woods,  of  fire-lilies 
in  the  meadow-lota,  and  scarlet  lobelias  by  the  water- 
brooka,  of  roses  and  lilies  and  tall  phloxes  in  the  gardens ; 
six  years  of  autumnal  golden-rod  and  aster,  of  dropping  nuts 
and  raiubow- tinted  foresta,  of  ripened  grain  and  gathered 
corn,  of  harvest  home  and  Thanksgiving  proclamation  and 
gathering  of  families  about  the  home  table  to  consider  the 
loving-kindneaa  of  the  Lord:  —  by  such  easy  stages,  such 
comings  and  goings,  is  our  mortal  pilgrimage  marked  off. 
When  the  golden-rod  and  aster  have  bloomed  for  us  sixty 
or  seventy  seasons,  then  we  are  near  the  banks  of  the  final 
river,  we  are  coming  to  the  time  of  leaving  the  flowers  of 
earth  for  the  flowers  of  paradise. 

The  six  years  in  Poganuc  had  brought  their  changes,  not 
in  external  nature,  for  that  remained  quiet  and  beautiful 
as  ever;  the  same  wooded  hills,  with  their  sylvan  shades 
and  hidden  treasures  of  fruits  and  flowers,  the  same  brown, 
sparkling  river,  where  pickerel  and  perch  darted  to  uud  fro, 
and  trout  lurked  in  cool,  shadowy  hollows;  hut  the  old 
grat'eyard  bore  an  added  stone  or  two;  mounds  wet  with 
bitter    teurs  had  grown  green  and  llowery,  and  peaceable 
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fruits  of  righteouaaess  had  sprung  up  from  hnrvests  sown 
there  in  weeping, 

Aa  to  the  parsonage  and  its  inmates,  six  years  had  added 

a  little  sprinkle  of  silver  to  the  doctor's  head,  and  a  little 

new  learning  of  the    loving-kindness  of    the  Lord  to  his 

heart.     The  fruits  of  the  rcrival  gathered  into  his  chuich 

[     were  as  satisfactory  as  ordinary  human  weakness  allows. 

The  doctor  was  even  more  firmly  seated  in  the  respect  and 

affection  of  lua  parish  than  in  old  days,  when  the  ministry 

was  encompassed  by  the  dignities  and  protections  of  law. 

Pogonuc  was    a  town   where  an  almshouse  was  almost  a 

superfluous  institution,  and  almsgiving  made  diiflcult  by  the 

fact  that  there  were  no  poor  people ;  for  since  the  shutting 

|i  of  Glazier's  bar-roont,  and  the  reformation  of  a  few  noted 

/    drunkards,  there  was  scarce  anybody  not  in  the    way    of 

earning  a  decent  and  comfortable  living.      Such  were  our 

I  .    New  England  villages  in  the  days  when  its  people  were  of 

our   own  blood   and  race,  and  the   pauper  T"^p'ilfi^'inf  "f- — 

I    Europe  had  not  as  yet  been  landed  upon  our  shores. 

As  to  the  characters  of  our  little  Btory,  they,  also,  had 
moved  on  a  stage  in  the  journey  of  life,  Hiel  Jones  had 
become  a  thriving  man;  had  bought  a  share  in  the  stage- 
line  that  ran  through  the  town,  and  owned  the  finest  team 
of  horses  in  the  region.  He  and  our  friend  Nabby  were 
an  edifying  matrimonial  firm,  comfortably  established  at 
housekeeping  in  a  trim,  well-kept  dwelling  not  far  from 

the  parsonage,  with  lilac  bushes  over  tbe^ont-  uiiiuiew^ 

rgiL-Bgpnigs    and  yellow  lilies  in  the  dooryard. 


sturdy  youngster  of  three  years,  who  toddled  about,  u'pset- 
ting  matters  generally,  formed  a  large  part  of  the  eud  and 
aim  of  Nabby's  existence.  To  say  tlie  truth,  this  young, 
bright-eyed,  curly-pated  slip  of  humanity  was  enough  to 
furnish  work  for  a  dozen  women,  for  he  did  mischief  with 
a  rapidity,  ingenuity,  and  energy  that  was  perfectly  aston- 
ishing.    What  small  efforts  the  parents  made  in  the  diree- 
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I  tion  of  family  government  were  utterly  frustrated  by  the 
'  fond  and  idolatrous  devotion  of  old  Zeph,  who  eviJetitly 
considered  it  the  special  privilege  of  a  grandfather  to  spoil 
the  rising  generation,  Scarce  a  day  passed  that  Zeph  was 
not  at  the  house,  his  pockets  stuffed  with  applea,  cakea,  or 
nuts  for  the  boy.  The  old  man  bowed  hia  gray  head  to  the 
yoke  of  youth;  he  meekly  did  the  infaut'swiU:  he  was  the 
boy's  horse  and  cantered  for  him,  he  was  a  cock  and  crowed 
for  him,  he  was  a  hen  and  cackled  for  him;  he  ttacrificed 
dignity  and  consistency  at  those  baby  feet  as  the  wise  men 

rf    "H    Inid    linWn    thllir  ftnlli,     fraT.V;T.r-nn=»^     nnH    myl-l.— 

Zeph  had  ripened  like  a  winter  apple.  The  hard,  snarly 
aetringency  of  hia  character  had  grown  sweet  and  mild. 
His  was  a  nature  capable  of  a  great  and  laatinR  change^ 
When  he  surrendered  his  will  to  his  God  he  surrendered 
once  for  all,  ond  so  the  peace  of  Glod  fell  upon  him  and 
kept  him.  He  was  a  consistent  and  most  useful  member  of 
the  church,  and  began  to  be  known  in  the  neighhorbood  by 
li- affectionate  title  of  "Uncle  Zeph,"  asortot  brevet 
rank  which  indicated  a  certain  general  confidence  in  his 
disposition  to  neighborly  good  officea.  The  darling  wish 
of  bis  wife's  heart  bad  been  accomplished  in  his  eldest  son 
Abner.  He  had  sent  him  through  college,  sparing  no 
labor  and  no  hardship  in  himself  to  give  the  youth  every 
advantage.  And  Abner  had  proved  an  able  scholar;  hia 
college  career  had  been  even  brilliant,  and  he  haii-«ow  re- 
turnej^_ta-llia-nati.vo-plnoo  in  piiTiTiir  hiit  thnnlogirni 
un^ei.Ihv  Gushing. 

It  will  be  well  remembered  that  in  the  former  days  of 
New  England  there  were  no  Bgecjfic  thpnlngipH]  InBt.itii- 
~  ttons,  but  the  young  candidate  for  the  ministry  took  hia 
studies  under  the  care  of  some  pastor,  who  directed  hia 
preparatory  course  and  initiated  him  into  his  labors,  and 
this  course  of  things  once  established  was  often  continued 
from  choice  even  after  institutions  of  learning  were  foundeji^ 
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The  doctor  had  an  almost  paternal  pride  in  this  offshoot 
that  had  grown  np  in  his  parish;  ho  taught  him  with  en- 
I  took  him  in  his  old  chaise  to  the  aGsociatioiiB 
miniateriiil  meetings  ahout  the  state,  and  gave  him 
every  opportunity  to  exercise  hia  gifts  in  speaking.  It  was 
\  promt  Ouudaj  lui  old  Zeph  when  fiis  tray  preached  his 
first  api^p  in  t.iifl  fTnftnr'pi  piiipii-.  The  audience  in  the 
iwfc  meeting-house,  as  we  have  indicated,  was  no  mean 
one  in  point  of  education,  ability,  and  culture,  but  every 
one  saw  and  commended  the  dignity  and  aelf-possesaion  with 
which  the  young  candidate  filled  the  situation,  and  there 
a  universal  approval  of  hia  discourse  from  even  the 
most  critical  of  his  audience.  But  the  face  and  figure  of 
old  Zeph  as  he  leaned  forward  in  his  seat,  following  with 
breathless  eagerness  every  word ;  hia  blue  eyes  kindling, 
the  hard  lines  of  hia  face  relasing  into  an  expression  of 
absorbed  and  breatlileaa  interest,  would  have  made  a  study 
for  a  painter.  Every  point  ia  the  argument,  the  flaah  of 
every  illustration,  the  response  to  every  emotion,  could 
have  been  read  in  his  face  as  in  an  open  book;  and  when 
after  service  the  young  candidate  received  the  commenda- 
tions of  Colonel  Davenport,  Judge  Belcher,  and  Judge 
Gridley,  Zeph's  cup  of  happiness  was  full.  Abner  was 
an  exception  to  the  saying  that  a  prophet  hath  no  honor  in 
his  own  country,  for  both  classes  in  society  vied  with  each 
other  to  do  him  honor.  The  farming  population  liked  him 
for  being  one  of  themselves,  the  expression  of  what  they 
fe!t  themselves  capable  of  being  and  becoming  under  similar 
advantngee;  while  the  more  cultivated  class  really  appreci- 
ated the  talent  and  energy  of  the  young  man,  and  were  the 
better  pleased  with  it  as  having  arisen  in  their  omi  town. 
So  his  course  was  all  fair,  nntil,  as  Fate  would  have  it,  he 
asked  ono  thing  too  much  of  her  —  and  thereof  came  a 
heartache. 
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Our  little  friend  Dolly  had  shot  up  into  a  blooming  and 
beautiful  maiden  —  warm  hearted,  enthusiastic,  and  whole- 
VB  have  seen  her  in  her  childhood.  She  was  in 
everything  the  sympathetic  response  that  parents  love  to 
find  in  a  child.  She  entered  with  her  whole  soul  into  all 
her  father's  feelings  and  plane,  and  had  felt  and  expreased 
such  an  honest,  frank,  and  hearty  friendliness  to  the  young 

in,  such  an  interest  in  his  success,  that  the  poor  youth 

.  beguLled  into  asking  more  than  Dolly  could  give. 
Modern  young  ladies,  who  count  and  catalogue  their  vic- 
tims, would  doubtless  be  amused  to  have  seen  Dolly's  dis- 
may at  her  unexpected  and  undesired  couquest.  The  recoil 
was  HO  positive  and  decided  as  to  be  beyond  question,  but 
Dolly's  conscience  was  sorely  distressed.  She  had  meant 
nothing  but  the  ordinary  loving-kindness  of  a  good  and 
generous  heart.  She  had  wanted  to  make  him  happy,  and 
had  ended  in  making  him  apparently  quite  miserable;  and 
Dolly  was  sincerely  afflicted  about  it.  What  had  she  done  I 
Had  she  done  wrong  1  She  never  thought  —  never  dreamed 
—  of  such  a  thing. 

The  fact  was  that  Dolly  bad  those  large,  earnest,  persua- 
sive eyes  that  are  very  dangerous,  and  sometimes  seem  to 
say  more  than  they  mean;  and  she  had  quick,  sudden  smiles, 
and  twinkling  dimples,  and  artless,  honest  ways,  and  so 
much  general  good  will  and  kindliness,  that  one  might  par- 
donably be  deceived  by  her.  It  is  said  that  there  are  lakes 
whose  waters  are  so  perfectly  transparent  that  they  deceive 
the  eye  as  to  their  depth.  Dolly  was  like  these  crystal 
waters;  with  all  her  impulsive  frankness  there  was  a  deep 
world  within  —  penetralia  that  had  been  yet  uninvaded  — 
and  there  she  kept  her  ideals.  The  man  she  miy/i(  love  was 
one  of  the  immortals,  not  in  the  least  like  a  blushing  young 
theological  student  in  a  black  coat,  with  a  hymn-book  un- 
der bis  arm.      Precisely  what  ho  was  she  had  never  been 
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near  enougli  to  see ;  but  she  knew  in  a  minute  what  he  waa 
not.      Therefore  she  had  said  "Jio"  with  a  resolute  energy 
that  admitted  of  no  hope,  and  jot  with  a  distress  and  self- 
reproach  that  was  quite  genuine. 
This  was  Dolly's  first  real  trouUe. 


CHAPTER   XXXin 


TEtE    DOCTOK    I 


"Why,  wife,"  Bftid  the  doctor,  pushing  up  hie  s 
on  hiH  forehead  and  looking  up  from  hia  completed  sermon, 
"our  little  Dolly  ia  really  a  grown-up  young  lady," 

"Well,  of  course,  what  should  she  bel"  rejoined  Mrs, 
Cuahing,  with  the  decisive  air  which  hecomea  the  feminine 
partner  on  strictly  feminine  ground;  "she 'a  taller  than  I 
am,  and  she  's  a  handsome  girl,  too." 

"I  don't  think,"  said  the  doctor,  assuming  a  confidential 
tone,  "that  there  'a  a  girl  in  our  meeting-house  to  he  com- 
pared with  het  —  there  really  ia  not." 

"There  is  no  great  fault  to  be  found  with  Dolly's  looks," 
said  Mrs.  Gushing,  as  she  turned  a  stocking  she  had  been 
darning.      "Dolly  always  was  pretty." 

"Well,  what  do  you  think  Higgins  has  been  aitying  to  me 
alxiut  herj  "  continued  the  doctor. 

"Some  nonsense,  I  suppose,"  said  Mrs.  Cushing,  "some- 
thing he  might  as  well  have  left  unsaid,  for  all  the  good 
it  will  do." 

"Now,  my  dear,  Higgins  is  going  to  make  one  of  the 


1  bright,  strong, 
clear  mind;  he  is  a  thorough  scholar  and  a  fine  speaker,  and 
I  have  had  a  letter  from  the  churchinNorthhoro^_flbout_ 

sgjt.ling  him  thwe. " 

"  Ail  very  well.      I  'm  sure  I  'm  glad  of  it,  with  all  ray 

heart,"  said  Mrs.  Cushing;  "but  if  he  has  any  thoughts  of 

^H^    our  Dolly  the  sooner  he  gets  them  out  of  hia  head  the  bet- 

^^H  tei  for  him.    Dolly  has  felt  very  kindly  to  him,  as  she  does 
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to  everybody;  ahe  has  been  interested  in  him  simply  and 
only  as  a  friend;  but  any  suggestion  of  particular  interest 
on  his  part  would  exceedingly  annoy  her.  You  had  better 
apeak  very  decidedly  to  him  to  this  effect.  You  can  say 
that  I  understand  my  daughter's  mind,  and  that  it  will  he 
very  painful  to  her  to  have  anything  more  said  on  the 
subject." 

""Well,  really,  I'm  sorry  for  Higgins,"  said  the  doctor; 
"he's  such  a  good-hearted,  worthy  fellow,  and  I  believe 
he  's  very  deep  in  love." 

" Perhaps, "  said  Mrs.  Gushing  decidedly;  " but  our 
Dolly  can't  marry  every  good-hearted,  wortliy  fellow  that 
conies  in  her  way,  if  he  is  in  love;  and  I'm  sure  I'm  in 
no  hurry  to  give  her  away,  —  she  is  the  light  and  music  of 
the  house." 

"So  she  is,"  said  the  doctor;  "I  couldn't  do  without 
her ;  hut  I  pity  poor  Higgins. " 

I  "Oh,  you  may  spare  your  pity;  he  won't  break  his 
heart.  Never  fear.  Men  never  die  of  that.  There  'U 
be  girla  enough  in  his  parish,   and  he  '11  be  married  six 

months  after  he  gets  a  place  —  ministers  nlwavs  are."_ 

The  doctor  made  some  few  corrections  in  the  end  of  his 
sermon  without  contradicting  this  unceremonious  statement 
of  his  wife's. 

"But,"  continued  Mrs.  Gushing,  "the  thing  is  a  trial 
to  Dolly ;  I  think  it  would  he  quite  as  well  if  she 
should  n't  see  any  more  of  him  for  the  present,  and  I  hnve 
just  got  a  Ipt.tur.  from  Tiebrirah  urging  me  to  letAef-Rff-to — 
Boston  for  a  visit.  Mother  says  she  la  getting  old,  now, 
""and  that  she  shall  never  see  Dolly  unless  the  child  comes 

to  her.      Here  'a  the  letter." 
A      The  doctor  took  it,  and  we,  looking  over  his  shoulder, 
see  the  large,  sharp,  decided  style  of  writing  characteristic 
of  Miaa  Debby  Kittery :  ■ 
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IteAR  Sister,  —  Mother  ■wanta  you  to  let  us  have 
Dolly  to  make  a  good,  long  visit.  Mother  is  getting  oM 
now,  and  aays  she  hasn't  seen  Dolly  since  she  has  grown 
and  thinks  we  old  folks  will  be  the  better  for  a  little 
young  life  about  us.  You  remember  Cousin  Jane  Davies, 
that  married  John  Dunbar  and  went  over  to  England) 
"Well,  brother  Israel  Kittery  has  taken  a  fancy  to  her 
youngest  son  during  his  late  visit  to  England,  and  ia  going 
to  bring  him  to  Boston  and  turn  over  his  Lusiness  to  him 
and  make  him  his  heir.  We  are  expecting  them  now  by 
every  ~sliip|  SB.fl  have  invited  them  to  spend  the  Christ- 
mas holidays  with  us,  I  understand  this  youn^  Alfred 
Dunbar  is  a  bright,  quick-witted  young  slip,  iuat  ^aduated 
~  from  ^Eford.  and  one  that  finds  favor  in  all  eyes.  He 
will  help  make  it  lively  for  Dolly,  and  if  anything  should 
come  of  it,  why,  it  will  be  all  the  better.  So  if  you  will 
have  Dolly  ready  to  leave,  I  will  be  up  to  visit  you  in 
December  and  bring  her  home  with  me.  Mother  sends  a 
great  deal  of  love,  —her  rheumatism  has  gone  to  her  right 

I  arm  now,  which  ia  about  all  the  variety  she  is  treated  to ; 
but  she  is  always  serene,  as  usual,  and  sends  no  end  of 
loving  messf^s. 
Your  affectionate  sister, 
Debb?. 
P.    S.  —  Don't  worry  about  Dolly's  dress.      My  pink 
brocade  will  cut  over  for  her,  and  it  ia  nearly  as  good  as 
new.      I  '11  bring  it  when  I  come. 
coU 
kin 
tha 


On  reading  this  letter  the  doctor  fell  into  a  deep  muse. 

"Well,  what  do  you  think?"  asked  his  wife. 

"What)  Who!  11"  said  the  doctor,  with  difficulty 
collecting  himself  from  his  reverie. 

"Yes,  you,"  answered  his  wife  incisively,  with  just  the 

kind  of  a  tone  to  wake  one  out  of  a  nap.      The  fact  wag 

■  that  the  good  doctor  had  a  little  habit  of  departing  uucere- 
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monioTisly  into  some  celestial  region  of  tliought  in  tlie 
midst  of  conversation,  and  tho  notion  of  Dolly's  going  to 
Boston  had  aroused  quite  a  train  of  ideas  connected  with 
certain  doctrinal  disGuaaions  now  going  on  there  in  relation 
to  tho_Soeiniatt  controversy;  so  that  hia  wife's  voice  came 
to  him  from  afar  off,  as  one  hears  in  a  dream.  To  Mrs. 
Gushing,  whose  specific  work  lay  here,  and  now,  in  the 
matters  of  this  present  world,  this  little  peculiarity  of  her 
husband  was  at  times  a  trifle  annoying;  so  she  added,  "I 
do  wish  you  would  attend  to  what  we  were  talking  about. 
Don't  you  think  it  would  be  just  the  best  thing  in  the 
world  for  Dolly  to  make  this  visit  to  Boston  J " 

"Oh,  certainly  I  do  —  by  all  means,"  he  Boid  eagerly, 
with  the  air  of  a  man  just  waked  up  who  wants  to  show 
ho  hasn't  been  asleep.      "Yea,  Dolly  had  Ijetter  go," 

The  doctor  mused  for  another  moment,  and  then  added, 
in  a  sort  of  soliloquy:  "Boston  is  a  city  of  sacred  associa- 
tions; it  iH_couseciiited  f^romid;  the  graves  of  our  fathers. 

fi(  |lip  Biiitit.H,  and  the  martyrs  are  thera  I  shall  like  little 
Dolly  to  visit  thenr*^ 

This  was  not  precisely  the  point  of  view  in  which  thf 
was  contemplated  in  the  mind  of  his  wife;  but  the  ' 
mthusiaam  was  a  sincere  one.     Boston,  to  all  New  Eng- 
land, wHu  thp  .TqruaiilPTii  —  the  city  of  sacred  and  religious 
ries;  they  took  pleasure  in  her  stones,  and  favored 
lithe  dust  thereof. 
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I 


"Oklt  think,  Hiel,  Dolly's  going  to  Boston,"  said 
Nabby,  when  they  had  seated  themselvea  cosily  with  the 
infant  Zeph  between  them  at  the  eupper-table. 

"Ye  don't  say  bo,  now  I"  said  Hiel,  with  the  proper 
expression  of  surprise. 

"Yes,  Mias  Kittery,  her  Boston  aunt,  'a  comin'  next 
■week,  and  I  'm  goin'  in  to  do  up  her  muslins  for  her. 
Yes,  Dolly  's  goin'  to  Boston." 

"Good!"    said  Hiel.      "I  hope   she'll  get  a  husband 

"That's  jest  all  you  men  think  of,"  answered  Nabby. 
"Dolly  ain't  one  o'  that  kind;  she  ain't  lookiu'  out  for 
fellers  —  though  there  's  plenty  would  be  glad  to  have  her, 
She  ain't  one  o'  that  sort." 

"Wal,"  said  Hiel,  "she's  too  good  lookin'  to  be  let 
alone;  she'll  hev  to  hev  somebody." 

"Oh,  there's  enough  after  her,"  said  Nahby.  "There 
■was  that  Virginny  fellow  in  Judge  Belcher's  office,  waitin' 
on  her  home  from  meetin'  and  wanting  to  be  her  beau; 
she  wouldn't  have  nothin'  to  say  to  him.  Then  there 
■waa  that  Academy  teacher  used  to  walk  home  with  her,  and 
carry  her  hooka  and  go  with  her  to  singin'  school;  but 
Dolly  didn't  want  him.  And  there's  Abner  —  he  jest 
worships  the  ground  she  treads  on ;  and  slie  's  jeat  good 
friends  with  him.  She  's  good  friends  with  'em  all  ronnil, 
but  come  to  caae  in  hand  she  don't  want  any  on  'em." 

"Wal,  there  ain't  nothin'  but  the  doctrine  o'   'lection 
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for  Buch  gals,"  said  Hid.  "When  the  one  they  's  decreed 
to  marry  cornea  along  then  their  time  comes,  jeat  as  yours 
and  mine  did,  Nabby." 

The  conversation  was  here  interrupted  by  the  infant 
Zeph,  who  had  improved  the  absorbed  state  of  hiB  parents' 
minds  to  carry  out  a  pluu  he  had  been  some  time  meditat- 
ing, of  upsetting  the  molasaea  pitcher.  This  waa  done 
with  such  celerity  that  before  they  could  make  a  move 
both  his  fat  hands  were  triumphantly  spatted  into  the 
brown  river,  and  he  gave  a  crow  of  victory. 

"There!  clean  tablecloth  this  very  night!  Did  I  ever 
see  8uch  a  young  unl"  cried  Nabby,  as  she  caught  him 
away  from  the  table.  "Father  thinks  he  's  perfection,  I 
should  like  to  have  him  have  the  care  of  him  once,"  she 
added,  bustling  and  brightening  and  laughing  as  she 
Boolded;  while  Hiel,  making  perfectly  sincere  but  ill- 
directed  efforts  to  sci.ipe  up  the  molasses  with  a  spoon, 
succeeded  only  in  diatributing  it  pretty  equally  over  the 
tablecloth. 

"Well,  now,  if  there  ain't  a  pair  of  youl "  said  Nabby, 
when  she  returned  to  the  table.      "If  that  ain't  jest  like 

"Wal,  what  would  ye  hev  me  —  like  a  girl,  or  a  dog,  or 
what?"  asked  Hiel,  as  he  stood,  with  his  hands  in  his 
pockets,  surveying  the  scene.  "I  did  my  best;  but  I  ain't 
used  to  managing  molasses  and  babies  together;  that's  a 
fact." 

"It's  lucky  mother  went  out  to  tea,"  said  Nabby,  as 
she  whisked  off  the  tablecloth,  wiped  the  table,  reclothed 
it  with  a  clean  cloth,  and  laid  the  supper  dishes  back  in  a 
twinkling.  "Now,  Hiel,  we'll  try  again;  and  be  sure 
and  put  things  where  he  can't  get  'em;  he  does  beat  all 
for  mischief! " 

And  the  infant  phenomenon,  who  had  had  his  face 
washed  and  his  apron  changed  in  the  interim,  looked  up 
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confidingly  ia  the  face  of  each  patent  and  crowed  out  a 
confident  laugh. 

"Dou't  let's  tell  mother,"  eaid  Nabby;  "she'salwaja 
aayin'  we  don't  govern  him;  and  I  'm  sure  she  spoils  hiui 
more  than  we  do;  but  if  she  'd  been  here  she  would  n't  get 
oyer  it  for  a  week," 

In  fact,  the  presence  of  Mother  Jones  in  the  family  was 
the  only  drawback  on  Nabby's  domestic  felicity,  that  good 

tt'a  virtues,  aa  wo  have  seen,  being  much  on  the  plain-    / 

^tod  elegiac  order.      There  is,  indeed,  a  class  of  elderly    . 
I  life   being  ni 


I 


ViliM*es  who,  tlieir  work  i 
nothing  to  do  but  sit  and  pass  criticisms  o 
which  younger  pilgrims  are  bearing  the  heat  and  burden  of 
the  day.  Although  Nabby  was  confessedly  one  of  the 
most  capable  and  energetic  of  housekeepers,  though  every- 
thing in  her  domestic  domains  fairly  ahone  and  glittered 
with  neatness,  though  her  cake  always  rose  even,  though 
her  bread  woe  the  whitest,  hor  faiscuita  the  lightest,  and 
her  doughnuts  absolute  perfection,  yet  Mother  Jones  gen- 
erally sat  mildly  swaying  in  her  rocking-chair  and  declaring 
herself    consumed  by  care  —  and    averring    that    she    had 

everything  on  her  mind."     "I  don't  do   much,    but  I 
>he  old  lady  would  remark  l 

quavering  voice.      "  Young  folks  is  so  thougbtles 
don't  feel  care  as  I  do." 

At  fimT^abby  Traa  a  little  provoked  at  this  state  c 
things;  but  Hiel  only  laughed  it  off. 

"Oh,  let  her  talk.  Mother  likes  to  fee!  care;  ahe 
wants  something  to  worry  about;  she'd  be  as  torlbfn  as  a 
hen  without  a  nest-egg  if  ahe  hadn't  that.  Don't  you 
trouble  your  head,  Nabby,  so  long  as  I  don't." 

For  all  that,  Nabby  congratulated  herself  that  Mother 
Jones  was  not  at  the  tea-table,  for  the  nurture  and  admoni- 
tion of  young  Zeph  was  one  of  her  most  fruitful  and 
weighty  houtcbs  of  care.      She  was  always  declaring  that 
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"children  was  seeh  an  awful  responaibility,  that  she  won- 
'  dered  that  folks  dared  to  git  marind!"  She  laid  down 
precepts,  strict  even  to  ferocity,  aa  lo  the  early  necessity 
of  prompt,  energetic  goyemment,  and  of  breaking  children's 
wills;  and  then  gave  nmster  Zeph  everything  he  cried  for, 
and  indulged  all  his  whinia  with  the  most  abject  and  pros- 
trate submission. 

"I  know  I  hadn't  orter,"  she  would  say,  when  con- 
fronted with  this  patent  inconsistency;  "hut  then  I  ain't 
his  mother.  I  ain't  got  the  responsibility;  and  the  fact 
is  he  will  have  things  and  I  bev  to  let  him.  His  parents 
orter  break  his  ivill,  but  they  don't;  it's  a  great  care  to 
me ; "  and"  Moffier  Jones  would  end  hy  giving  him  the 
sugar-bowl  to  play  with,  and  except  for  the  immutable 
1  of  nature  she  would  doubtless  have  given  him  the 
r  any  part  of  the  solar  system  that  he  had  cried  for. 
Nevertheless,  let  it  not  be  surmised  that  Mother  Jones, 
notwithstanding  the  minor  key  in  which  she  habitually 
indulged,  was  in  the  least  unhappy.  There  are  natures  to 
whom  the  "unleavened  bread  and  bitter  herbs"  of  life  are 
an  agreeable  and  strengthening  diet,  and  Mother  Jones 
took  real  pleasure  in  everything  that  went  to  show  that 
this  earth  was  a  vale  of  tears.  A  funeral  was  a  moat 
enlivening  topic  for  her,  and  she  never  allowed  an  oppor- 
tunity to  pass  within  riding  distance  without  giving  it  her 
presence,  and  dwelling  on  all  the  details  of  the  state  of  the 
"corpse"  and  the  minutiie  of  the  laying-out  for  weeks 
after,  so  that  her  presence  at  table  between  her  blooming 
son  and  daughter  answered  all  the  moral  purposes  of  tiia— , 
skeleton  which  the  ancient  Egyptians  kept  at  their  feasts. 

'^^MotEef   JUUBS  "alSU; — in    a    literal    sense,     ""BSioyca^oo^ ^ 

health,"  and  petted_  hpT-  i^gijglis  and  her  rheumatisms.  : 


[    heal 

1\   that 
the 


particularly  discomposed  with  any  attempt  to'sliSW  her 
that  she  was  getting  better.  Yet  when  strictly  questioned 
the  good  lady  always  admitted,   though  with  a  moamful 
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slittko  of  the  head,  that  she  liail  everything  to  be  thankfnl 
for  — that  Iliel  was  a  good  Bon,  and  Jiabby  was  a  good 
daughter,  and  "since  Hiel  had  jined  the  church  and  hed 
prayers  in  hia  family,  ahe  hoped  he  'd  hold  on  to  the  end 
—  though  it  really  worried  her  to  see  how  li^lit.  iind  triflin' 

In  fact.  Hie!,  though  maintaining  on  the  whole  a  fairly 
eonsiatent  walk  and  profeBsion,  was  tindoubteilly  a  very 
gleesome  church  member,  and  about  as  near  Mother  Jones's 
idea  of  a  saint  aa  a  bobolink  on  a  clovei-top.  There  was 
a  worldly  twinkle  in  hia  eye,  and  the  lines  of  hia  cheery 
face  grew  rather  broad  than  long,  and  his  mother's  most 
lugubrious  BUggeations  would  often  aet  him  off  in  a  story 
that  would  upset  even  tlie  old  Jady's  gravity  and  bring 
upon  her  pangs  of  repentance.  For  the  Bpiritual  danger 
and  besetting  sin  thut  Mother  Jones  more  especially 
guarded  against  waa  an  "undue  levity;"  but  when  she  j 
remembered  that  Dr.  Gushing  himself  and  all  the  neighbor- 
ing clergymen,  on  an  occasion  of  a  "ministers'  meeting" 
when  she  had  been  helping  in  the  family,  had  vied  with 
each  other  in  telling  good  stories,  and  shaken  their  sides 
with  roars  of  heartiest  laughter,  she  was  somewhat  consoled 
about  Hiel.  She  eonfeased  it  was  a  mystery  to  her,  how- 
ever, "how  folks  could  hev  the  heart  to  bo  a-laughin'  and 
I  tellin'  storiaa  in  sigh  a  dying  world." 
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"To  Dr.  Cushing's,  ma'am)" 

This  question  met  the  ear  of  Misa  Detby  Kittery  jnst 
after  she  bad  deposited  her  umbrella,  witb  a  smart,  deci- 
sive tbump,  by  her  side,  and  settled  herself  and  her  band- 
box on  the  back  seat  of  the  creaking,  teetering  old  stage  on 
the  way  to  Poganuc, 

Miaa  Debby  opened  ber  eyes,  Burveyed  the  qnestioner 
witb  a  well-bied  stare,  and  answered,  irith  a  definite  air, 
"Yes,  air," 

"Oh  yis;  thought  so,"  said  Hiel  Jones,  "Miss  Kit- 
tery, I  B'pose ;  the  doctor's  folks  ifi  expecting  ye.  FoUcb 
all  well  in  Boston,  I  s'pose  1 " 

Misa  Debby  in  her  heart  tbonght  Hiel  Jones  very  pre- 
suming and  familiar,  and  endeavored  to  convey  by  her 
bebavior  and  manner  tbat  such  was  ber  opinion;  but  the 
effort  was  quite  a  vain  one,  for  the  remotest  conception  of 
any  audi  possibility  in  bis  case  was  so  far  from  Hial'a 
mind  tbat  there  was  not  there  even  the  material  to  make 
it  of.  The  look  of  dignified  astonishment  witb  whieb  the 
good  lady  responded  to  bis  question  as  to  tbe  "folks  in 
Boston  "  was  wholly  lost  on  him. 

The  first  sentence  in  the  Declaration  of  Independence, 
that  all  men  are  "created  equal,"  had  so  far  become  incar- 
nate ia  Hiel  tbat  be  never  yet  had  seen  tbe  human  being 
whom  he  did  not  feel  competent  to  address  on  equal  terms, 
and,  when  exalted  to  his  high  seat  on  the  stage-box,  couid 
not  look  down  upon  witb  a  species  of  patronage.     Even 
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the  haute  noblesse  of  Poganuc  allowed  Hiel's  familiarilies 
and  laughed  at  his  jokes;  he  was  one  of  tlieii  inatitutions ; 
and  wliat  was  tolerance  and  acceptance  on  the  part  of  the_ 
aristocracy  hecame  adulation^  on  the  part  oTthoae  ne 
hiM  6ira  rank  of  life.  And  ao  when  Miss  Dehby  Kittery 
made  him  short  answers  aud  turned  away  her  head,  Hie) 
merely  commented  to  hinLself,  "Don't  seem  sociable.  Poor 
old  lady!  Tired,  I  a'pose;  roads  is  pretty  rough,"  and 
gathering  up  his  reina,  dashed  off  cheerfully.  At  the  first 
stage  where  ho  stopped  to  change  horses  he  deemed  it  his 
duty  to  cheer  the  loneliness  of  the  old  lady  by  a  little 
more  convoreation,  and  sq,  after  offering  to  bring  her  a  t^ug^ 
tier  of  water,  he  resumed:  — 

Ye  hain't  ben  to  Poganuc  very  often,  — hain't  seen 
Dolly  since  alie  'a  growed  upl  " 

"Are  you  speaking  of  Miss  Gushing,  sir!"  asked  Miss 
Defaby  in  tones  of  pointed  rebuke. 

"Yia  —  wal,  vre  allers  call  her 'Dolly'  t'  our  house," 
6aid  Hiel.      "We  've  knowed  her  sonce  she  was  that  high. 
My  wife  used  to  live  to  the  doctor's — she  thioka  all  the 
^  world  of  Dolly." 

Misa  Debby  thought  of  the  verae  in  the  Church  Cate- 
chism in  which  the  catechumen  defines  it  as  hia  duty  to 
"order  himself  lowly  and  reverently  to  all  hia  betters," 
Evidently  Hiel  had  never  heard  of  thia  precept.  Perhapa 
if  he  had,  the  inquiry  as  to  who  are  betters,  as  presented 

I  to  a  shrewd  and  thoughtful  mind,  might  lead  to  embar- 
rassing results.  So,  as  he  seemed  an  utterly  hopeless  case, 
and  as  after  all  he  appeared  so  bright,  and  anxious  to 
oblige,  Misa  Debby  surrendered  at  discretion,  and  during 
the  last  half  of  the  way  fourol  Jierself  laughing  heartily  at 
some  of  Hiel's  stories  and  feeling  some  interest  in  the 
general  summary  of  Poganuc  news  which  he  threw  in 
gratis. 
"Yis,  the  doctor's  folks  is  all  well.     Doctor  's  had  lots 
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o'  tilings  seat  in  this  year,  Thanlisgiviiig  time  —  turkeye 
and  chickens  and  eggs  and  lard  ■ — ■  every  kind  o'  thing  you 
can  think  of.  Everybody  sent  — Town  Hill  folks,  and 
folks  out  seven  miles  round.  Everybody  likes  the  doctor; 
they  'd  orter,  too  I  There  ain't  sech  a  minister  nowhere. 
The  way  he  explaifl2-the  doctrinea  and  eeta  'em  home  -rr-- 
I  tell  ye,  there  ain't  no  mistake  about  £im;  he's  ahull 
team,  now,  and  our  folks  knows  it,  Orter  'a'  ben  here 
a  week  ago,  when  the  doctor  had  >iia  wjvi.^  =.^^.11 — ^ell 
ye,  if  the  sleds  didn't  come  inl  Why,  his  back  yard  'a  a 
perfect  mountain  o'  wood  —  liest  sort,  too,  good  oak  and 
hickory,  makes  good  solid  coals  —  enough  to  keep  him  a 
year  round.      Wal,   folks  orter  do  it.      He  'a  faithful  to 

,  they  'd  orter  do  wal  by  him." 

s  n't  there  an  Episcopal  chufch  in  yoar  town  1 "  asked 


I  little  church.      Squire  Lew 

ira  a^o,  and  there  ivus  cOUuld'ablf 


he 


fcy  signed  oil'  to  it.      But  our  Pogauuc  folks  somehow 

n't  made  for    'Piscopals.      A    'Piscopal    church    iu    our 

Miown  is  jest  like  a  hill  o'  potatoes  planted  under  a  big 

e-tree;  the  tree  got  a-growin'  afore  they  did,  and  don't 

give    'em    no   chance.     There   was  my  wife's  father,    he 

signed  off,  'cause  of  a  quarrel  he  hod  with  his  own  church; 

but  he  's  come  hack  agin,  and  so  have  all  his  boys,  and 

Nabby,  and  jined  the  doctor's  church.      Fact  is,  our  folks 

sort  o'  hanker  arter  the  old  me etin'- house. " 

"Who  is  the  rector  of  the  Episcopal  church!  " 

"Oh,   fiiijiU  ^m.  Coani ■  nice,  livfily-^yoiuig  felJer.  Sim 

lis;  but  cau'tTujld-ft-TanAte^o  the  doctor.      Sira  he  ain't 

'fraid    of   nobody  —  preaches    T^^.^iiL^iscopal   doctrine 

f  sharp,  and  stands  up  for  hia  side;  and  he  's  all  the  feasts 

and  fasts  and  anthems  and  thinga  at  his  tongue's  end;  s 

his  folks  likes  him  fuatjale._  JJut  the  church  don't  g 

I  much;  jesl  holds" iLiTown,  that's  all." 
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These  varied  items  of  inteUigence,  temporal  and  spirit- 
ual, were  poured  into  Miss  Debby'a  ear  at  sundry  periods 
when  horaea  were  to  be  changed,  or  in  the  interval  of  wait- 
ing for  dinner  at  the  sleepy  old  country  tavern;  and  by 
the  time  she  reached  Pogaimc  she  had  couceived  quite  a 
friendly  feeling  towards  Hiel  and  unbent  her  frigid  de- 
meanor to  that  degree  that  Hiel  told  Nabhy  "the  old  lady 
reely  got  quite  eociable  and  warmed  up  afore  she  got 
there. " 

Dolly  was  somewhat  puzaled  and  almost  alarmed  on  her 
first  introduction  to  her  aunt,  who  took  possession  of  her 
a  summary  manner,  turning  her  round  and  surreying 
her,  and  giving  her  opinion  of  her  with  a  distinct  and 
decisive  air,  as  if  the  damsel  had  been  an  article  of  pur- 
chase sent  home  to  be  looked  over. 

"So  this  ia  my  niece  DoUy,  is  iti"  she  said.      "Well, 

me  kias  your  old  aunty;  upon  my  word,  you.  are  taller 
than  your  mother."  Then  holding  her  at  arm's  length 
and  surveying  her,  with  her  head  on  one  side,  she  added, 
"There's  a  good  deal  of  Pierrepont  blood  in  her,  sister; 
that  is  the  Pierrepont  nose  —  I  should  know  it  anywhere. 
Her  way  of  carrying  herself  is  Pierrepont.  Blushing !  "  she 
added,  as  Dolly  grew  crimson  under  this  survey;  "that's 
a  family  trick.  I  remember  when  I  went  to  dancing- 
school  the  first  time,  my  face  was  crimson  as  my  sash. 
She  '11  get  the  tetter  of  that  aa  she  gets  older,  as  I  have. 
Sit  down  by  your  aunty,  child.  I  think  I  shall  like  you. 
That  'a  right,  eit  up  straight  and  hold  your  shoulders  back 
—  the  girls  of  this  generation  are  getting  round  shouldered." 

Though  Dolly  was  somewhat  confused  and  confounded 
by  this  abrupt  mode  of  procedure,  yet  there  was  after  all 
something  quaint  and  original  about  her  aunt's  manner  that 
amused  her,  and  an  honest  sincerity  in  her  face  that  won 

■  regard.  Miss  Debby  was  one  of  those  human  beings 
who  carry  with  them  the  apology  for  their  own  esistenee. 
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It  took  but  a  glance  to  see  that  ehe  was  one  of  those  forceB.I 
of  nature  which  move  always  in  straight  lines,  and  whieh  I 
mnat  be  turned  out  foi  if  one  wishes  to  avoid  a  collision. 
All  MisB  Debby's  opinions  had  been  made  up,  catalogued, 
and  arranged,  at  a  very  early  period  of  life,  and  she  had 
no  thought  of  change.      She  moved  in  a  rpgion  of  certain- 
ties, and  always  took  her  own  opinions  for  granted  with  a 
calm  supremacy  altogether  above  reason.      Yet  there  was    , 
all  the  while  about  her  a  twinkle  of  humorous  conscious- 
ness, a  vein  of  original  drollery,  which  gave  piquancy  to 
the  brusqueness  of  her  manner  and  prevented  people  from 
taking  offense.     So  this  first  evening  Dolly  stared,  laughed, 
blushed,  wondered,  had  half  a  mind  to  be  provoked,  but 
ended  in  a  hearty  liking  for  her  new  relative  and  most 
e  anticipations  of  her  Boston  visit. 


CHAPTEE   XXXVI 


PREPARATIONS    FOB 

The  getting  ready  for  Dolly's  journey  began  to  be  tbe 
engrossing  topic  of  the  little  household.  Miss  SlinpkinB, 
the  Poganuu  dressnuiker,  had  a  permanent  comer  ill  the 
Bitting-room,  and  discoursed  ej'  eathedra  on  "  piping-cord  " 
and  "tuiKing  cut  on  the  bins,"  and  Dolly  and  Mrs.  Gush- 
ing and  Mies  Deborah  obediently  ran  up  breadths,  hemmed, 
stitched,  and  gathered  at  her  word  of  command.  The 
general  courue  of  society  in  those  daya  as  to  dress  and 
outward  adornment  did  not  run  with  the  unchecked  and 
impetuous  current  that  it  now  does.  The  matter  of  dress 
has  become  in  our  day  a  yoke  and  a  burden,  and  many  a 
good  housemother  is  having  the  springs  of  her  existence 
sapped  by  reBponsibilities  connected  with  pinking  and  frill- 
ing and  (quilling,  and  an  army  of  devouring  cares  as  to 
hemming,  stitching,  and  embroidery,  for  which  even  the 
" consolations  of  religion"  provide  no  panacea. 

In  the  simple  Puritan  days,  while  they  had  before  their 
eyes  the  query  of  Sacred  Writ,  "Can  a  maid  forget  bet 
ornamental"  —  they  felt  that  there  was  no  call  to  assist 
the  maid  in  ber  meditations  on  this  subject.  Little  girls 
were  assiduously  taught  that  to  be  neat  and  clean  was  the 
main  beauty.  Good  mothers  who  had  pretty  daughters 
were  very  reticent  of  any  remarks  that  might  lead  in  the 
direction  of  personal  vanity;  any  extra  amount  of  time 
spent  at  tbe  toilet,  any  apparent  anxiety  about  individual 
adornment,  met  a  persistent  discouragement.  Never  in  all 
her  life  before  had  DoUy  heard  so  much  discourse  on  sub- 
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jeetB  connected  with  personal  appearance,  and,  to  say  the 
trutl],  she  did  not  at  all  enter  into  it  with  the  abandon  and 
zeal  of  a  girl  of  our  modem  days,  and  found  the  fitting 
and  trying  on  and  altering  rather  a  tribulation  to  be  con- 
Boientionsly  endured.  She  gathered,  hemmed,  stitched, 
and  sewed,  however,  and  submitted  herself  to  the  trying- 
on  process  with  lesiguation. 

"The  child  don't  seem  to  think  much  of  dress, 
Miss  Debby,  when  alone  with  her  sister,      "What  is  she 
thinking  of,  with  those  great  eyes  of  hers?" 

"Oh,  of  things  she  is  planning,"  said  her  mother;  ' 
books  she  is  reading,  of  things  her  fathex  reads  to  her, 
ways  she  can  help  me  -^in  snort,  ol  anything  but  lierseTf.' 

"She  is  very  pretty,"  said  Miss  Debby,  "and  is  sure  to 
he  very  attractive." 

"Yes,"  answered  her  mother,  "but  Dolly  hasn't  the 
smallest  notion  of  anything  like  coquetry,  Now,  she  has 
been  a  good  deal  admired  here,  and  there  have  been  one  or 
two  that  would  evidently  have  been  glad  to  go  further; 
but  Dolly  cuts  everything  of  that  liind  short  at  once.  She 
is  very  pleasant,  very  kind,  very  friendly,  up  to  a  certain 
point,  but  the  moment  she  is  made  love  to  —  everything  is 


"Well,"  said  Miss  Deborah,  "I  am  glad  I  came  after 
her.  There  's  everything,  with  a  girl  like  Dolly,  in  put- 
ting her  into  proper  society.  When  a  girl  comes  to  her 
years  one  should  put  her  in  the  way  of  a  suitable  connec- 
tion at  once." 

"As  to  that,"  said  Mrs.  Cusbing,  "I  always  felt  that 
things  of  that  kind  must  be  left  to  Providence, " 

"I  believe,  however,  your  husband  preaches  that  we 
must  'use  the  means,'  doesn't  hej  One  must  put  chil- 
dren in  proper  society,  to  give  Providence  a  chance." 

"  Well,  Debby,  you  have  your  schemes,  but  I  forewarn 
you  Dolly  is  one  who  goes  her  own  path.      She  seems  very 
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BWcet,  very  gentle,  very  yielding,  but  she  has  a  little  nuiet 
way  of  her  own  of  looking  at  things  and  deciding  for  lier-' 
aeil;  sfttf  aJways  knows  her  own  mind  very  definitely,  too." 
"  Good !  "  f«iid  Miss  Debby,  taking  a  loDg  and  consider- 
ate pinch  ot  snulT.      "We  shall  see." 

Miss  Debby  had  uoboimded  confidence  in  Ler  own 
powers  of  manngement.  She  looked  upon  Dolly  as  a  very 
creditably  educated  young  person  so  far,  but  did  not  in  the 
least  doubt  her  own  ability  to  add  a  few  finishing  touches 
here  and  there,  which  should  turn  her  out  a  perfected 
specimen. 

On  Sunday  morning  Miss  Debby.  arose  with  the  spirit 
of  a  confessor.  For  her  brother-in-law  the  good  lady  had 
the  sincerest  respect  and  friendship,  but  on  this  particular 
day  she  felt  bound  to  give  her  patronage  and  support  to 
the  little  church  where,  in  her  view,  the  truly  appointed 
minister  dispensed  the  teaching  of  the  true  Church.  The 
doctor  lifted  hia  glasses  and  soberly  smiled  83  he  ettw  her 
compact,  energetic  figure  walkinj;_jigjgggJlifc^(£aeB_ta_t^e 
little  church.  Dolly's  cheeks  flamed  up;  she  was  indig- 
nant; to  her  it  looked  like  a  slight  upon  her  father;  and 
Dolly,  as  we  have  seen,  had  a  very  active  spirit  of  parti- 
sanship. 

I     "Well,  I  must  say  I  wonder  at  her  doing  so,"  she  com- 
mented.     "Does  she  not  think  we  are  Christians?  " 
"She  has  a  right  to  her  own  faith,  my  child,"  said  the 
doctor, 
"Yes,  hut  what  would  she  think  of  me,  when  I  am  in 
Boston,    if    I  should  go  off  to  some  other  church  than 
hersl" 
"My  dear,  I  hope  you  will  give  her  no  snch  occasion," 
said  Mrs,    Cuahing.      "Your  conscience  requires  no  such 
course  of  you;  hers  does." 
"Well,   it  seems  to  me  that  aunty  has  a  very  narrow 
and  bigoted  way  of  looking  at  things,  "  said  Dolly. 
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an  old  lady  —  very  decided  in  all  lietj 
L  the  least  likely  to  be  changed  by  any- 
r  anybody  can  say  to  her.      It  ia  best  to 

aid  the  doctor,  "she  has  as  much  right  to 
think  I  am  in  the  wrong  as  I  have  to  think  she  is.  Let 
every  one  be  fully  persuaded  in  hia  own  mind," 

"I  was  very  glad,  my  dear,  you  answered  Dolly  as  you 
did,"  said  Mrs,  Cuahing  to  her  husband  tliat  night  when 
they  were  alone.  "She  has  such  an  intense  feeling  about 
all  that  relates  to  you,  and  the  Episcopal  party  have  been 
so  often  opposed  to  you,  thiit  she  will  need  some  care  and 
caution  now  she  is  going  where  everything  ia  to  he 
changed.  She  will  have  to  see  that  there  can  be  truth 
and  goodness  in  both  forma  of  worship." 

"Oh,  certainly;  I  will  indoctrinate  Dolly,"  said  the 
"Yea,  I  will  set  the  whole  thing  before  her. 
a  good  clear  mind.      I  can  make  her  understand." 


CHAPTER   XXXVn 


I 
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"i  last  all  the  preparations  were  made,  and  Dolfy'a 
modest  wardrobe  packed  to  the  very  lost  article,  bo  that 
her  bureau  drawers  looked  mournfully  empty.  It  was  a 
little  hair  trunk,  with  "D,  C."  emboeaed  in  brass  nails 
upon  one  end,  that  contained  all  this  young  lady's  armor 
. —  a  very  different  afl'air  fromtheSaratoga  trunka  of  our 
modem  belles.  The  pink  brocade,  with  ita  bunches  of 
rosebuds;  some  tuckers  of  choice  old  lace  that  had  iigured 
in  her  mother's  bridal  toilet ;  a  few  bita  of  ribbon ;  a  white 
India  muslin  drese.  embroidered  by  her  own  hands,  — 
these  were  the  stock  in  trade  of  a  young  damsel  of  hec 
times,  and,  strange  as  it  may  appear,  young  ladies  then 
were  stated  by  good  authority  to  have  been  just  as  pretty 
and  bewitching  as  now,  when  their  trunks  are  several 
times  as  large.  Dolly's  place  and  Aunt  Debby'a  had  been 
properly  set  down  on  Kiel's  stage-hook  for  the  nest  morn- 
ing at  six  o'clock;  and  now  remained  only  an  evening  of 
last  words. 

So  Dolly  sits  by  her  father  in  his  study,  where  from 
infancy  she  has  retreated  for  pleasant  quiet  hours,  where 
the  books  she  never  read  seem  to  her  like  familiar 
friends  from  the  number  of  times  she  has  pondered  the 
titles  upon  their  backs.  And  now,  though  she  wants  to 
go,  and  feels  the  fluttering  eagerness  of  the  young  bird, 
who  has  wings  to  use  and  would  like  to  try  the  free  air, 
yet  the  first  flight  from  the  neat  is  a  little  feaiful.  Boston 
long  way  ofl',  —  three  long  days,  —  and  Dolly  has  never 
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been  farther  from  Poganuc  than  ehe  has  ridden  by  her 
father's  aide  in  the  old  chaise;  so  that  the  very  joui'ney 
has  as  much  imjioitance  in  her  eyea  as  fifty  yeiirs  later  a 
modern  young  lady  will  attach  to  a  voyage  to  England. 

"My  dflughtoT,"  said  the  doctor,  "I  know  you  will  have 
B  pleasant  time;  I  hope,  a  profitable  one.  Your  aunt  ia 
a  good  woman.  I  have  great  confidence  in  her  affection 
for  you;  your  own  mother  could  not  feel  more  sincere 
desire  for  your  happiness.  And  your  grandmother  is  an 
eminently  godly  womaii.  Of  course,  while  with  them  you 
will  attend  the  services  of  the  Episcopal  Church;  for  that 
you  have  my  cordial  consent  and  willingness.  The  liturgy 
of  the  Church  ia  full  of  devout  feelings,  and  the  Thirty- 
Nine  Articles  (with  some  few  slight  exceptions)  are  a  very 
excellent  statement  of  truth.  In  adopting  the  spirit  and 
language  of  the  prayers  in  the  service  you  cannot  go  amiss; 
very  exceDent  Christians  have  been  nourished  and  brought 
up  Upon  them.  So  have  no  hesitation  about  uniting  in 
all  Christian  exercises  with  your  relatives  in  Boston." 

"Oh,  papa,  I  am  almost  sorry  I  am  going,"  said  Dolly 
impulaively.  "My  home  has  been  always  so  happy,  I  feel 
almost  afraid  to  leave  it.  It  seems  as  if  I  ought  not  to 
leave  you  and  mother  alone." 

The  doctor  smiled  and  stroked  her  hair  gently  in  an 
absent  way.  "We  shall  miss  you,  dear  child,  of  course; 
you  are  the  last  bird  in  the  nest,  but  your  mother  and  I 
are  quite  sure  it  is  for  the  best. " 

And  then  the  conversation  wandered  back  over  many  a 
pleasant  field  of  the  past  —  over  walks  and  talks  and  happy 
Iioiu's  long  gone ;  over  the  plans  and  hopes  and  wishes  for 
her  brothers  that  Dolly  had  felt  proud  to  he  old  enough  to 
share ;  until  the  good  man's  voice  sometimea  would  grow 
husky  as  he  spoke  and  Dolly's  long  eyelashes  were  wet 
and  tearful.  It  was  the  kind  of  pleaeant  little  summer 
rain  of  tears  that  comes  so  easily  to  yoimg  eyes  that  have 
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rer  known  what  real  sorrow  is.  And  when  Dolly  after 
lier  conference  caine  to  bid  her  mother  good-night,  ahe  fell 
upon  lier  neck  and  wept  for  reasons  Bhe  could  scarce 
explain  herself. 

"I  should  like  to  know  what  you've  hoen  saying  to 
Dolly,"  said  Mrs.  Gushing  to  the  doctor,  suddenly  appear- 
ing at  the  study  door. 

"Saying  to  Dolly  1"  exclaimed  the  doctor,  looking  up 
dreamily,  "why,  nothing  particular." 

"Well,  you've  made  her  cry.  I  declare!  you  men  have 
no  kind  of  idea  how  to  talk  to  a  girl." 

The  doctor  at  lirst  looked  amazed,  and  then  an  amused 
expression  passed  slowly  over  his  face.  He  drew  his  wife 
down  beside  him,  and  passing  his  arm  around  her,  said  sig- 
nificantly ;  — 

"There  was  a  girl,  once,  who  thought  I  knew  how  to 
'   talk  to  her  —  but  that  is  a  good  many  years  ago." 

Mrs.   Cuahing   laughed   and   blushed,   and  said,    "Oh, 


But  the  doctor  looked  triumphant. 

"Aa  to  Dolly,"  he  said,  "never  fear.  She  'a  a  tender- 
hearted little  thing,  and  made  herself  cry  thinking  that  we 
should  be  lonesome,  and  a  dozen  other  little  pretty  kindly 
things  that  set  her  tears  going.  She's  a  precious  child, 
and  we  shall  miss  hor.  I  have  settled  hei  mind  aa  to  the 
church  question." 
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My  dear  1'arestb,  —  Here  I  am  in  Boston  at 
and  take  the  very  first  quiet  opportunity  to  write  to  you, 
Hiel  Jones  said  lie  woulii  caJI  and.  tell  you  imniediateiy 
about  how  we  got  through  the  first  day.  He  was  very 
kind  and  attentive  to  ua  all  day,  taking  care  at  every  stop- 
ping-place to  get  the  bricks  heated,  bo  that  our  feet  were 
kept  quite  warm,  and  in  everything  he  was  so  thoughtful 
and  obliging  ,that  Aunt  Deborah  in  time  quite  forgave  hha 
for  presunjK&g  on  his  rights  as  a  human  being  to  keep  up 
fre^^nversation  with  us  at  intervals,  which  he  did  with 
jsual  cheerful  good  will. 

all  the  time  to  talk  with  aunty.  All  her 
'thoughts  are^_a  ceetury  back,  and  ahe  is  so  unconscious 
and  positive  about  them  that  it  is  reaUy  entertaining.  All 
thia  talk  about  the  "lower  clsssea,"  and  the  dangers  to  be 
apprehended  from  them ;  of  "  first  families  "  and  their  ways 
and  laws  and  opinions;  and  of  the  impropriety  of  being 
too  familiar  with  common  people,  amuses  me.  She  seems 
to  me  like  a  woman  in  a  hook  — one  of  the  Old  World 
. —  ppnpla  nnn  rniula-  of-jn  Scott's  novels.  She  ia  veiyidnd 
to  me;  no  mother  could  be  kinder  —  but  all  in  a  sort  of 
taking- possession  way.  She  tells  me  where  to  ait,  and 
what  to  do,  and  what  to  wear,  and  seems  to  feel  a  comfort- 
able sense  that  she  has  me  noif  all  to  herself.  It  amuses 
me  to  think  how  little  she  knows  of  what  I  really  am 
inaiile. 

We  stoppetl  the  first  night  at  a  Rloomy  little  tavern,  and 
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oui  room  was  so  cold  that  auuty  and  I  puffed  at  eacli 
other  like  two  goblios,  a  cloud  coming  out  of  oui  mouths 
every  time  we  opened  them.  They  made  a  fire  in  the 
chimney,  but  the  chimney  had  Bwallowa'  neats  in  it  and 
smoked ;  so  we  had  to  open  our  windows  to  let  out  the 
amoke,  which  did  not  improve  matters. 

The  nest  pight  we  slept  at  Worcester,  and  thought  we 
would  try  not  having  a  lire  m  our  room;  so  it  grew  colder 
and  colder  all  night,  and  in  the  morning  we  had  to  break 
the  ice  in  our  pitchers.  My  tingers  felt  like  ao  many 
iciclea,  and  my  hair  anapped  with  the  electricity.  But 
aunty  kept  up  good  cheer  and  made  me  luugh  through  it 
all  with  her  odd  sayings.  She  is  very  droll  and  has  most 
original  ways  of  taking  things,  and  is  so  active  and  coura- 
geous nothing  cornea  amiss  to  her. 

Our  third  and  last  day  waa  in  a  driving  snowstorm,  and 
he  stage  waa  upon  runners.  I  could  see  nothing  all  day 
but  white  drifts  and  eddies  of  enow-feathera  filling  tlie  air; 
but  at  aunaet  ail  cleared  away  and  the  sun  came  out  just  as 

I  were  coming  into  Boston.  My  heart  beat  quite  fast 
when  I  saw  the  dome  of  the  State  House  and  thought  of 
all  the  noble,  good  men  that  had  lived  and  died  for  our 
country  in  that  brave  old  city.  My  eyes  were  full  of 
tears,  but  I  didn't  say  a  word  to  aunty,  for  she  doesn't 
£eol  about  any  of  these  thinga  aa  I  do.  I  dare  eay  ahe 
thinks  it  a  great  pity  that  the  old  Ghureh  and  King  times 
cannot  come  round  again. 


i  quite  dark  when 
and  a  lovely,    real  home  ; 
i  30  glad  to  se' 
i  and  cried,  and  said  I 


I  got  home  to  grandmamma's, 
seems  to  me.  Dear  grand- 
uc,  and  she  held  me  in  her 
s  just  my  mother  over  again; 


and  that  pleased  me,  for  I  like  to  hear  that  I  look  like 
mother.  Mamma  knows  juat  bow  the  old  parlor  looks, 
with  grandmamma's  rocking-chair  by  the  fire  and  her  table 
of  books  by  her  side.     The  house,  and  everything  about  it. 
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is  lite  a  story-book,  the  furniture  ia  old  and  dark  and 
quaint,  and  the  pictures  on.  the  wall  are  all  of  old-time 
people  —  aunts  and  cousins  and  uncles  and  grandfatheiB  -r- 
looking  down  Botiably  at  us  in  the  flickering  lirelight. 

It  was  all  nice  and  sweet  and  good.  By  and  by  Uncle 
Israel  came  in,  and  I  was  introduced  to  him  and  to  out  new 
English  cousin,  Alfred  Dmibar,  Tbey  both  seemed  glad 
to  see  me,  and  we  had  a.  very  cheerful,  pleasant  e 
Uncle  Israel  is  a  chai'ming  old  gentleman,  full  of  talk  and 
stories  of  bygone  times,  and  Cousin  Alfred  is  not  stiff  and 
critical  as  Englishmen  often  are  when  they  c 
country.  He  likea  America,  and  says  he  conies  here  to 
make  it  hie  country,  anil  so  far  he  is  delighted  with  all  he  | 
has  seen.  He  seems  to  be  one  of  those  who  have  the  gift 
of  seeing  the  best  side  of  everything.  I  think  it  i 
great  a  gift  as  any  we  read  of  in  fairy  stories. 

Well,  altogether  we  had  a.  very  pleasant  evening,  and  at 
nine  o'clock  the  servants  came  in,  and  grandmamma  read 
prayers  out  of  the  great  Prayer-Book  by  her  aide.  It  was 
very  sweet  to  hear  her  trembling  voice  commending  us  all 
to  God's  care  before  we  lay  down  to  rest.  Grandmamma 
ia  really  altogether  lovely.  I  feel  as  if  it  was  a  blessing 
to  be  in  the  house  with  her.  I  am  so  sleepy  that  I  must 
leave  this  letter  to  bo  finished  to-morrow. 

December  34th. 

I  have  not  written  a  word  to-day,  bacause  aunty  said 
that  we  had  come  home  so  iate  that  it  would  be  all  we 
could  do  to  get  the  house  trimmed  for  Christmas;  and  the 
minute  breakfast  was  done  there  was  a  whole  cart-load  of 
greens  discliarged  into  the  hall,  and  we  set  to  work  to 
adorn  everything.  I  made  garlands  and  wreaths  and 
crosses,  and  all  sorts  of  pretty  things,  and  Cousin  Alfred 
put  them  up,  and  aiinty  said  that  really,  "for  a  blue  Pres- 
byterian girl,"  I  showed  wonilertul  skill  and  insight  in  the 
matter. 
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Cousin  Alfred  seemed  puzzled,  and  asked  me  privately 
if  our  family  were  "Dissenters."  I  explained  to  him  how 
in  QUI'  country  the  tables  were  turned  and  it  ia  the  Episco- 
paliaos  that  are  the  dissentera;  and  he  was  quite  interested 
and  wanted  to  know  all  about  it.  So  I  told  him  that  you 
could  tell  much  better  than  I  could,  and  he  said  he  was 
coming  some  day  to  see  his  relalioflB  in  the  country,  and 
inquire  all  about  these  things.  He  seems  to  be  studying 
/the  facta  in  our  country  philosophically ;  and  when  I  told 
him  how  I  meant  to  visit  thr    I'njip'i  Hill   liiiiiii|il|  iiHfr~ 

the_ other  grnTTBi-nr^ a  Till rillll|i|    li'iii  limliil.  he  said 

should  like  to  go  with  me.  He  is  not  at  all  trifling 
land  worliUy,  like  a  great  many  young  men,  but  seems  to 
tkiak  a,  great  deal  and  to  want  to  know  everything  about 
■the  country,  and  I  know  papa  would  be  interested  to  talk 
with  him. 

Between  us,  you've  no  idea  how  like  a  bower  we  have 
made  the  old  house  look.  Aunty  prides  herself  on  keep- 
ing the  old  English  customs,  and  had  the  Yule  log  brought 
ia  and  laid  with  all  ceremony,  and  we  had  all  the  old 
Christmas  dishes  for  supper  in  the  evening,  and  grew  very 
merry  indeed.  And  indeed  we  have  made  it  so  late  that, 
if  1  am  to  sleep  at  all  to-night,  I  must  close  this  letter 
which  I  want  to  have  ready  to  be  posted  to-morrow  mom- 
Qg- 

Dear  parents,  I  know  you  will  be  glad  that  I  am  happy 
and  enjoying  everything,  but  I  never  forget  you,  and  think 
of  you  every  moment. 

Your  affectionate  Dolly, 
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Mt  deak  Parents,  —  We  had  such  a  glorious  Cbrist.  I 
mas  moniiag  —  clear,  clean  white  snow  lying  on  the  earth 
and  on  all,  even  the  little  hronthea  of  the  trees.  Yon 
know,  manima,  the  great  square  garden  back  of  the  house. 
Every  little  tree  there  was  glittering  like  fairy  frostwork. 
We  all  hung  our  stocIiiiigB  up  the  night  before,  and  at 
breakfast  examined  our  presents.  I  bad  lovely  things  — ■ 
a  beautiful  Fray er-Book  bound  iu  piyple  velvet  from  grand- 
mamma, and  a  charming  necklace  of  pearls  from  Uncle 
Israel,  and  a  scarlet  cloak  trimmed  with  lace  from  Aunt 
Deborah,  and  a  beautiful  Chinese  fan  from  Cousin  Alfred. 
Aunty  has  been  putting  up  the  usual  Christmas  bundle  for 
you ;  80  you  will  all  share  my  prosperity. 

I  was  waked  in  the  morning  hy  tlip  f)lH_j^ni't>i  t.>i;.j|^3^ 
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which  nliiy'"^  °n  Rfitts  o^  psalm  tunes  and  seemed  to  fill 
the  air  with  beautiful  thoughtent  was  very  sweet  to  ma    i 
to  think  of  what  it  was  all  about.      It  is  not  necessary  to 

^  believe  that  our  Saviour  really  was  born  this  very  day  of 
all  others;  but  that  he  jvaaJjom  cw  »viiir  ifat-^'e  fllJ  knuw. 
So  when  we  walked  to  chiirch  together,   and  the  church 

I  was  like  one  green  bower,  and  the  organ  played,  and  the 
cboir  sung,  it  seemed  as  if  all  there  was  in  me  was  stirred. 
T  ppvpr  bef)r^  ^])t  Tp.  'Pniim  hrfrr,  ""''  lioi'^  glorious,  how 
wonderful  it  is!  It  took  me  up  to  the  very  gates  of 
heaven.  I  felt  as  if  I  was  bearing  the  angels  sing;  and 
when  I  thought  of  the  prophets,  the  apostles,  the  martyrs, 
and  the  holy  church  of  Christ  throughout  the  world,  I  felt 
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that  I  waa  oae  with  them,  and  wob  bappy  to  be  one  drop 
in  that  great  ocean  of  joy.  For  though  I  waa  only  a  little 
one  I  felt  in  it,  and  with  it,  and  a  port  of  it,  and  all  the 
joy  and  glory  was  mine.      I  trembled  with  happiness. 

When  the  Communion  service  came  I  went  with  grand- 
mamma and  knelt  at  the  altar.  It  seemed  as  if  Cbritit 
himself  was  there  giving  me  the  bread  and  the  wine.  I 
never  felt  so  near  to  Him,  After  chureh  I  went  home. 
I  waa  30  full  that  I  could  ngt  speak.  No  one  else  seemed 
to  feel  03  I  did  —  they  were  all  nsed  to  it  —  but  it  waa  all 
new  and  wonderful  to  me,  and  made  heavenly  tbinga  ao 
real  that  I  felt  almoat  averse  to  coming  back  to  every-day 
life,  I  wanted  to  go  alone  to  my  room  and  dwell  on  it. 
There  was  quite  a  company  invited  to  dinner,  and  I  did 
not  feel  like  joining  them,  but  I  knew  aunty  wanted  me 
to  make  myself  agreeable,  and  so  I  tried  my  best,  and  after 
a  while  took  my  part  in  the  conversation,  as  gay  as  the  rest 
of  them,  Only  once  in  a  while  some  of  those  noble  words 
I  had  been  hearing  came  back  to  me  with  a  sudden  thrill, 
and  would  bring  tears  to  my  eyes  even  while  I  was  gayest. 

Cousin  Alfred  noticed  that  I  was  feeling  very  much 
about  something;  and  in  the  evening  when  we  were  alone 
for  a  few  minutes,  he  asked  me  about  it,  and  then  I  told 
him  all  how  the  service  affected  me  and  made  me  feel. 
He  looked  a  little  surprised  at  first,  and  then  he  seemed 
tlioughtfulj  and  when  I  said,  "I  should  think  those  who 
hear  and  say  such  glorious  things  at  church  ought  to  live 
the  very  noblest  lives,  to  he  perfect  Christians,"  he  said, 
"Cousin,  I  am  sorry  to  say  it  is  not  ao  with  me.  We 
hear  these  things  from  childhood;  we  hear  them  Sunday 
after  Sunday,  in  all  sorts  of  moodti,  and  I  'm  afraid  many 
3  form  a  habit  of  not  really  thinking  how  much  they 


I  wish  I  could  hear  o 
(or  the  first  time,  and  that  it  would  s 
nest  to  me  as  it  does  to  yon." 


.3  you  have  done, 
i  real  and  e 
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"VVe  talked  a,  good  deal  after  this ;  he  has  a  deep, 
thoughtful  mind,  and  I  wish  you,  my  dear  father,  could 
talk  with  him.  I  know  you  will  like  him.  la  n't  it 
pleasant  to  find  relations  that  one  can  like  and  esteem  BO 
much  J  Cousin  Alfred  ia  like  a  hrother  to  me  already,  and 
lo-inorrow  ive  ate  going  out  to  explore  the  antiquities  of 
Boston.      He  seems  as  much  interested  ia  thera  as  I  do. 

Dear  parents,  this  Christmas  puts  rae  in  mind  of  the 
time  years  ago  when  they  dressed  the  little  church  in 
Poganuc,  and  I  ran  away  over  to  the  church,  and  got 
asleep  under  a  groat  cedar  bush,  listening  to  the  Christmas 
music.  It  afTected  me  then  just  as  it  has  done  now.  Is 
it  not  heautiful  to  think  we  are  singing  words  that  Chris- 
tians have  been  singing  for  more  than  a  thousand  years! 
It  gives  you  the  feeling  of  being  in  a  great  army  —  one  of 
a  great  host;  and  for  a  poor  little  ineigniflcant  thing  like 
me  it  is  a  joyful  feeling. 

You  ought  to  see  how  delighted  Aunt  Deborah  is  that 
I  take  so  kindly  to  the  Prayer-Book  and  the  service.  She 
gives  me  little  approving  nods  now  and  then,  and  taps  me 
on  the  shoulder  in  a  patronizing  way  and  says  there  is  good 
Mood  in  my  veins,  for  all  I  was  brought  up  a  Presbyterian  1 
This  is  all  very  well;  but  when  she  goes  to  unchurching 
all  our  churches  and  saying  there  are  no  ordained  ministers 
in  the  United  States  except  the  few  in  Episcopal  pulpits, 
I  am  dreadfully  tempted  to  nm  a  tilt  with  her,  though  I 
know  it  would  do  no  earthly  good.  I  believe  I  should  do 
it,  however,  if  Cousin  Alfred  did  not  take  up  the  argument 
on  our  side,  and  combat  her  so  much  better  than  I  could 
that  I  am  content  to  let  her  alone.  She  tells  him  that  he 
is  no  Englishman  and  no  Churchman,  but  a  very  radical; 
and  be  tells  her  that  he  came  to  America  to  learn  to  lue 
his  common  sense  and  get  rid  of  old  rubbish! 

For  all  this  they  are  excellent  friends,  and  dear  old 
grandmamma  always  takes  our  part  because  she  is  so  afraid 
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Aunt  Debby  will  hurt  my  feelings,  though  aunty  says  that 
a  hei  heart  grandmamma  is  a  regular  old  Toty. 
I  aaked  graudma  about  this  oue  day,  when  we  were 
alone,  and  she  said  she  always  loved  and  honored  the  king 
and  royal  family,  and  was  grieved  when  tliey  stopped 
praying  for  them  in  the  churches.  If  she  waa  a  Tory  she 
was  so  from  love,  and  it  is  quite  charming  to  hear  her  talk 
about  the  old  times.  It  seems  to  me  do  great  change 
ever   comes    on    this    earth  without   grieving   Gome    good 


But  it  is  past  midnight  and  I  must  not  sit  up  writing 
any  longer.      Dear  parents,  I  wish  you  a  happy  Christmas! 
Your  loving  Dolly. 


CHAPTER  XL 
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Deab  old  pEr.LOW,  —  Here  I  am  in  America,  - 
Boston,  — and  every  day  I  spend  hero  makea  mo  more  and 
more  satisfied  with  my  change  of  situation.  The  very  air 
here  is  free  and  inspiring,  ful!  of  new  hope  and  life,  Tlie 
Old  World  with  all  its  restraints  and  bounds,  its  musty 
prejudices,  its  time-honored  inconveniencea  and  liindtances, 
is  a  thing  gone  by ;  it  is  blue  in  the  dim  distance,  and  I 
see  before  me  a  free,  generous,  noble  country  that  offers 
everything  equally  to  all.  I  like  Massachusetts;  I  like 
Boston;  and  more  and  more  I  feel  that  I  am  a  fortunate 
fellow  to  have  been  selected  by  my  uncle  for  this  lot. 

He  is  all  that  is  kind  and  generous  and  fatherly  to  me, 
and  I  should  be  an  ungratefid  cur  if  I  did  not  give  him 
the  devotion  of  a  son.  He  is  so  amiable  and  reasonable 
that  this  is  not  at  all  a  hard  task. 

We  are  spending  our  Christmas  holidays  with  his  mother 
and  sister;  after  that  be  will  go  to  housekeeping  in  his 
own  house.  He  wants  me  to  get  married  with  all  conven- 
ient dispatch,  but  I  am  one  that  cannot  enter  into  the  holy 
state  simply  to  furniab  a  housekeeper  to  my  uncle  or  to 
place  a  well-dressed,  well-mannered  woman  at  the  head  of 
my  mm  table. 

You  at  home  called  me  fastidious  and  romantic.  Well, 
I  am  so  to  this  degree,  that  I  never  shall  marry  unless  I 
see  the  woman  I  cannot  live  without.  The  feast  of  matri- 
mony may  be  well  appointed,  the  oxen  and  fatlings  be 
killed,  and  all  things  ready,  but  I  never  shall  accept  unless 
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e  divine  power  compels  me  to  come  in,  —  and  up  to 
thia  day  I  have  felt  no  such  call. 

Mark  me,  I  say,  up  to  this  day  ;  for  I  am  by  no  means 
certain  I  shall  say  aa  much  a  month  hence.  To  be  frank 
with  you,  there  is  spending  the  Ohriatmas  holidays  under 
the  aame  roof  with  me  a  very  charming  girl  whom  I  am 
inatrtictod  by  my  Aunt  Deborah  to  call  "Couain  Dolly." 

Now,  in  point  of  fact,  this  oasumption  of  relationship  is 
the  most  transparent  moonshine.  I  am,  I  believe,  second 
or  third  couain  to  my  "Uncle  Israel,"  who  is  real  uncle 
to  this  Miss  Itolly.  Of  course  mj  cousinship  to  her  must 
be  of  a  stUl  more  remote  and  impalpable  nature ;  but  if  it 
ia  agreed  that  we  call  each  other  "eouBin,"  certainly  it  is 
not  /  that  aan  going  to  object  to  the  position  and  its  immu- 
nities—  oh  no!  A  cousin  stands  on  a  vantage-ground;  all 
sorts  of  delightful  freedoms  and  privileges  are  permitted  to 

I  "take  tha  good  the  goda  provide"  me,  and  ao  Couain 
Dolly  and  I  have  become  the  best  of  friends,  and  we  have 
a  busy  making  wreaths  and  crosses  and  Chiistmaa  deco- 
rations under  the  superintendence  of  Aunt  Deborah,  in  the 
most  edifying  and  amicable  way.  This  Aunt  Deborah  is 
the  conventional  upright,  downright,  good,  opinionated, 
honest,  sincere  old  English  wo  man,  of  whom  there  are 
sns  at  every  turn  in  the  old  country,  but  who  here  in 
America  have  the  interest  that  appertains  to  the  relics  of 
I  past  age.  But  she  ia  vigorously  determined  that  in  her 
domains  the  old  customs  shall  be  in  full  force,  and  every 
rule  of  Christmas-keeping  observed. 

Of  course  I  put  up  mistletoe  in  all  the  proper  places, 
and  I  found  my  new  cousin,  having  grown  up  as  a  New 
England  Congregational  minister's  daughter,  knew  nothing 
of  its  peculiar  privileges  and  peculiarities,  so  that  when  the 
kissing  began  I  saw  a  bright  flush  of  amazement  and  almost 
resentment  pa^  over  her  face;   though  when  it  was  ex- 
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plained  to  be  an  old  Chiistmas  custom  she  laughed  and 
gave  way  with  a  good  grace.  But  I  observed  my  young 
lady  warily  inspecting  the  trimmings  of  the  room,  and 
quietly  avoiding  all  the  little  green  traps  thereafter. 

It  ia  quite  evident  that,  though  she  has  all  the 
neas  of  a  dove,  she  has  some  of  the  wisdom  of  the  serpent, 
aud  posaeases  very  definite  opiniona  as  to  what  she  lilcea 
and  doea  not  like.  She  impresaea  me  as  having,  behind 
an  air  of  softneaa  and  timidity,  a  very  positive  and  decided 
character.  There  ia  a  sort  of  teaerved  force  in  her;  and 
one  must  atudy  her  to  become  fully  acquainted  with  her. 
Thus  far  I  hope  I  have  not  lost  ground. 

I  find  she  ia  an  enthusiast  for  her  country,  for  her  reli- 
gion, for  everything  high  and  noble;  and  not  one  of  the 
mere  dolls  that  have  no  capability  for  anything  but  ribbons 
and  laces.  She  has  promised  to  show  me  the  antiquities 
of  Boston  and  put  me  in  the  way  of  knowing  all  that  a 
good  American  ought  to  know;  you  see,  our  time  for  the 
holidays  is  very  agreeably  planned  out  in  advance. 

And  now,  my  dear  old  fellow,  I  see  you  shake  your 
head  and  say,  What  is  to  come  of  all  this  1  Wait  and  see. 
If  it  should  so  happen  that  I  should  succeed  in  pleasing 
this  little  American  princess  —  if,  having  gained  her  ear  aa 
cousin,  I  should  succeed  in  proving  to  her  that  I  am  no 
cousin  at  all,  hut  want  to  be  more  than  cousin  or  brother 
or  the  whole  world  together  to  ber  — if  all  this  should 
come  to  pass,  why  —  there  have  stranger  things  happened 
in  this  world  of  ours. 

But  I  am  running  before  my  time.  Miss  Dolly  ie  yet 
an  unknown  quantity  and  there  may  be  a  long  algebraic 
probkm  to  he  done  before  I  can  know  what  may  be;  and 
BOj  good-night  for  the  present. 

Yours  ever  truly,  Alfked  DuHBAB. 


J 
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reading  the  preceding  letters,  there  ii 
who  has  cared  to  follow  Dolly's  foi'tiinea  thus  far  that  ia 
not  ready  to  declare  the  end  of  the  story.  One  aeea  how 
the  Christmas  holidays  stretched  on  and  on;  how  aunt  and 
grandmaiuina  importuned  Dolly  to  stay  longer;  how  Dolly 
stayed,  and  how  she  anJ  Cousin  Alfred  walked  and  talked 
and  studied  New  England  history,  and  visited  all  the 
shrines  in  Boston  and  Cambridge  and  the  region  round 
about;  how  Aunt  Debby  plumed  herself  on  the  interesting 
state  of  things  evidently  growing  up,  but  wisely  said 
nothing  to  either  party ;  how  at  last  when  spring  came,  and 
April  brought  hack  the  Mayflower  buda,  and  Dolly  felt 
that  she  could  slay  no  longer  but  must  go  home  to  her 
parents,  "Cousin  Alfred"  declared  that  he  could  not  think 
of  her  taking  a  three  days'  journey  alone,  that  he  must  go 
with  her  and  prot-ect  her,  and  improve  the  opportunity  to 
make  the  acquaintance  of  hia  relations  in  the  country. 

All  this  cnme  to  pass,    and  one   fine   evening,    just  at 

sunset,   Hiel  drove  into  Poganuc  in  glory,  and  deposited 

Dolly  and  her  little  hair  trunk  and  her  handsome  attendant 

at  the  parsonage  door.      There  was  a  bluebird  singing  on 

I  the  top  of  the  tall  buttonwood-tree  opposite,    Just  as  he 

I  used  to   sing  years  before;    and  as  to  Hiel,   he  returned 
home  even  better  content  with  himself  than  ordinarily. 
"There  now,  Nabbyl  didn't  I  tell  ye  what  would  hap- 
pen when  Dolly  went  to  Boston!     Wal,  I  've  just  set  her 
down  to  the  doctor's  with  as  fine  a  young  sprig  as  you  'd 
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wisli  to  BBo,  who  came  all  the  way  from  Eoaton  with  her. 


I  tell  J 


,  that  'i 


!  eot;  he  knows    | 


)  young  1 
what  he  's  come  to  Poganuc  fer,  cf  no  one  else  don't." 

"Dear  me!"  exclaimed  Nabby  and  Mother  Jones,  both 
rushing  to  the  window  Bimultaneously  with  the  Tain  hope 
of  getting  a  glimpse. 

"Oh,  there's  no  use  lookin'l"  said  Hiel;  "they're 
gone  in  long  ago.  Dr.  and  Mis'  Gushing  was  standia'  in 
the  doorway  when  I  come  up,  and  mighty  glad  they  was 
to  see  her,  and  him  too,  and  shook  hands  with  him.  Oh, 
thet  'ere  'a  a  fixed-up  thing,  you  may  depend." 

"Dear  me,  what  iahet"  queried  Mother  Jones.  "Do 
you  know,  Hiel  1 " 

"Of  course  I  know,"  said  Hiel;  "he'e  a  merchant  in 
the  Injy  trade  up  there  to  BoBton.  I  expect  he  makes  lots 
o'  money.'" 


set  their  hearts  on  w< 
a  lugubrious  tone ; 


rldly 


"Dear  mel  I  hope  they  w 
prosperity,"  said  Mother  Joe 
'ere  's  a  dyin'  world." 

"For  all  that,  mother,"  said  Hiel,  as  they  sat  down  to 
the  tea-table,  "you  enjoy  a  cup  o'  hot  tea  as  well  as  any 
woman  livin',  and  why  shouldn't  the  parson's  folks  be 
glad  o'  their  good  things!  " 
I  "Wal,  I  don'  know,"  answered  Mother  Jonea,  "but  it 
allers  kind  o'  scares  mo  when  everything  aeems  to  be  goin' 
jest  right  fer  foHa  Ye  know  the  hymn  says:  — 
p*r  nigh  -J 

I  remember  p5or  Bill  Parmerlee  fell  down  dead  the  very 
week  he  was  married!  " 

"  Well,  Nabby  and  I  neither  of  us  fell  down  dead  when 
lee  was  married,"  said  Hiel,  "and  nobody  else  that  ever  I 
heerd  on,  so  we  won't  weep  and  wnil  if  Dolly  Gushing  hez 
got  a  rich,  handsome  feller,  and  is  goin'   to  live  in  Bos- 
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But,  aiter  all,  Dollj  and  Alfred  Dunbar  were  not  yet 
3n gaged.  No  decisive  word  had  been  spoken  between 
them;  though  it  seemed  now  as  if  but  a  word  were  waut- 

;,  It  was  after  a  week  of  happy  visiting,  when  he  had 
made  himself  moat  charming  to  all  in  the  house,  ivhen 
Dolly  and  he  had  together  explored  every  wait  and  glen 
and  waterfall  around  Poganuc,  tljat  at  last  the  young  man 
found  voice  to  ask  the  doctor  for  what  he  wanted,  and, 
armed  with  the  parental  approval,  to  put  the  decisive  (|ueB- 
tion  to  Dolly.  Her  answer  is  not  set  down.  But  it  is  on 
record  that  in  the  month  of  June  there  was  a  wedding  at 

gaauc  which  furnished  the  town  with  things  to  talk 
.    about  for  weeks. 

It  was  a  radiant  June  morning,  when  the  elms  of  Poga- 
nuo  were  all  alive  with  biida,  when  the  daisies  were  white 
in  the  meadows,  and  the  bobolink  on  the  apple-tree  was 
outdoing  himself,  that  Hiel  drove  up  to  the  door  of  the 
parsonage  to  take  Dolly  and  her  husband  their  iirst  day's 
journey  tn'Trrriifi  thrir  nr^  j'"mi'  There  were  the  usual 
smiles  and  tears  and  kissing  and  crying,  and  then  Uiel 
shut  the  stage-door,  mounted  his  box,  and  drove  away  in 
triumph.  It  was  noticed  that  he  Iiad  otnaroented  his 
horses  with  a  sprig  of  lilac  bloasoms  over  each  ear,   and 

I  wore  a  great  bouquet  in  his  buttonhole, 
And  so  OUT  Dolly  goes  to  her  new  life,   and,  save  in 
memories  of  her  childhood,  is  to  be  no  longer  one  of  the 
good  people  of  Poganuo. 
aiD' 
at 
the 
fari 


Years  have  passed  since  then.  Dolly  has  held  her  place 
among  the  matronage  of  Boston;  hei;  sons  have  graduated 
at  Harvard,  and  her  d.iughters  have  recalled  to  memory 
the  bright  eyes  and  youthful  bloom  of  tlioir  mother. 

As  to  Poganuc,  all  whom  wo  knew  there  have  passed 
I  away;    all    the  Town  Hill    aristocracy    and    the    laboring 
i  of  the  outskirts  have  gone,    ono  by  one,    to  the 
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peaceful  sleep  of  the  Poganuc  graveyard.  There 
the  powdered  head,  stately  form,  and  keen  blue  eye  of 
Colonel  Davenport;  there  came  in  time  the  once  active 
hrain  and  ready  tongue  of  Judge  Belcher;  there,  the 
bright  eyes  and  genial  smile  of  Judge  Gridley;  there,  the 
stalwart  form  of  Tim  Hawkins,  the  gray,  worn  frame  of 
Zeph  Higgins.  Even  Hiel's  cheery  face  and  vigorous  arm 
had  theii  time  of  waxing  old  and  piKsing  away,  and  were 
home  in  to  lie  quiet  under  the  daisies.  The  pastor  and 
hia  wife  sleep  there  peacefully  with  their  folded  flock 
around  them. 


A  village  of  white  stones  stands  the  only  witness  of  thft 
persons  of  our  story.     Even  the  old  meeting-house 
solved  and  gone. 

"  Generation  passeth,  generation  cometh,  aaith  thi 
man,  but  the  earth  ahideth  forever.  The  hills  of  Poganni 
are  still  beautiful  in  their  summer  woodland  dres 
Poganuc  Eiver  still  winds  at  their  feet  with  gentle  munnur»l 
The  lake,  in  its  steel-blue  girdle  of  pines,  still  reflects 
heavens  as  a  mirror;  its  silent  forest  shores  are  full  of  life 
and  wooded  beauty.  The  elms  that  overarch  the  streets 
of  the  central  village  have  spread  their  branches  wider, 
and  form  a  beautiful  walk  where  other  feet  than  those 
we  wot  of  are  treading.  As  other  daisies  have  sprung  in 
the  meadows,  and  other  bobolinks  and  bluebirds  sing  in 
the  treetops,  so  other  men  and  women  have  replaced  those 
here  written  of,  and  the  story  of  life  still  goes  on  from  day 
to  day  among  the  Poganuc  People. 


ftr--''    V^ 
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"Who  IB  that  beautiful  craatureT"  said  John  Seymour, 
f  «  a  light,   Bjlplilike  form    tripped    Up  the    steps   of  the 
Teranda   of   the  hotel  nbere   be  was   lounging  away   his 
summer  vacation. 

"That!     Why,    don't  you  know,   man?     That   is    the 

celebrated,  the  divine  Lillie  Ellis,  the  most  adroit  '  fisher 

if  men  '  that  has  been  seen  in  our  diiya." 

"By  George,   but  she  "a   pretty,   tboughl"  said  John, 

I  following  with  enchanted  eyes  the  distant  motions  of  th* 

1  Bylphide. 

on  that  he  saw  was  of  a  delicate  little  fairy 
I  form;  a  complesion  of  pearly  white,  with  a  cheek  of  the 
h\ie  of  a  pink  shell;  a  fair,  sweet,  infantine  face  surrounded 
by  a   fleecy    radiance    of   soft    golden    hair.     The    viHioii 
I  appeared  to  float  in  some  white  gauzy  robes;   and  when 
1  spoke  or  smiled,  what  an  innocent,  fresh,  untouched, 
led  look  there  was  upon  the  face  I     John  gazed,  and 
thought  of  all  sorts  of  poeticid  similes;  of  a  "daisy  just 
'   wet  with  morning  dew ;  "  of  a  "  violet  by  a  moasy  stone ;  " 
in  short,  of  all  the  things  that  poets  have  made  and  pro- 
Tided  for  the  use  of  young  gentlemen  in  the  way  of  fall- 
ing in  love. 

This  John  Seymour  was  about  as  good  ainl  honest  a  man 
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as  there  is  going  in  this  world  of  ours.  He  wae  a  gener- 
ous, just,  maiilj,  religious  young  fellow.  He  was  heii  to 
a  large,  solid  property;  he  was  a  well-read  lawyer,  estab- 
lished in  a  flourishing  business ;  he  was  a  man  that  all  the 
world  spoke  well  of,  and  had  cause  to  sjieak  well  of.  The 
only  duty  to  society  which  John  had  left  aa  yet  unper- 
formed was  that  of  matrimony.  Three -and-thirty  yeata 
had  passed;  and  with  every  advantage  for  supporting  a 
wife,  with  a  charming  home  all  ready  for  a  mistress,  John, 
as  yet,  Lad  not  proposed  to  be  the  defender  and  provider 
for  any  of  the  more  helpless  portion  of  creation.  The 
cause  of  this  was,  in  the  first  place,  that  John  was  very 
happy  in  the  society  of  a  sister,  a  little  older  than  himself, 
who  managed  his  house  admirably,  and  was  a  charming 
companion  to  his  leisure  hours;  and,  in  the  second  place, 
that  he  had  a  secret,  bashful  self -depreciation  in  regard  to 
his  power  of  pleasing  women,  which  made  him  ill  at  ease 
iiL  tlieii  society.  Kot  that  be  did  not  mean  to  marry.  He 
certainly  did.  But  the  fair  being  that  he  was  to  marry 
was  a  distant  ideal,  a  certain  undefined  and  cloudiike  crea- 
ture; and  up  to  this  time  he  had  been  waiting  to  meet 
her,  without  taking  any  definite  steps  towards  that  end. 
To  say  the  truth,  John  Seymour,  like  many  other  out- 
wardly solid,  sober-minded,  respectable  citizens,  had  deep 
within  himself  a  little  private  bit  of  romance.  He  could 
not  utter  it,  he  never  talked  it;  he  would  have  blushed 
and  stammered  and  stuttered  woefully,  and  made  a  very  poor 
figure,  in  trying  to  tell  any  one  about  it;  but  oevertlielese 
it  was  there,  a  secluded  chamber  of  imagery,  and  the  future 
Mrs,  John  Seymour  formed  its  principal  ornament. 

The  wife  that  John  had  imaged,  his  dream-wife,  was 
not  at  all  like  hie  sister;  though  he  loved  his  sister  heart- 
ily, and  thought  her  one  of  the  best  and  noUest  women 
that  could  possibly  he.  But  his  sister  was  all  plain  prose, 
—  good,  strong,  earnest,  leepectable  prose,  it  is  true,  but 
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yet  proae.  He  coulJ  read  Engliali  history  with  her,  talk 
accounts  and  buBineea  with  her,  discusa  politics  with  her, 
and  valued  her  opinions  on  all  these  topics  as  much  as  that 
of  any  man  of  his  acquaintance.  But  with  the  viaioonry 
Mrs.  John  Seymour  aforesaid  he  never  seemed  to  himself 
to  bo  either  reading  hiatory,  or  settling  accounts,  or  talking 
politics;  he  was  off  with  her  in  some  sort  of  enchanted 
doudland  of  happiness,  where  she  was  all  to  him,  and  he 
to  her,  — a  sort  of  rapture  of  protective  love  on  one  side, 
and  of  confiding  devotion  on  the  other,  quite  inexpressible, 
and  that  John  would  not  have  talked  of  for  the  world. 

So  when  he  Baw  this  distant  vision  of  airy  gauzes,  of 
pearly  whiteness,  of  sea-ahell  pink,  of  infantine  smiles, 
and  waving,  golden  curia,  he  stood  up  with  a  shy  desire 
to  approach  the  wonderful  creature,  and  yet  with  a  sort  of 
embarrassed  feeling  of  being  very  awkward  and  clumay. 
He  felt,  somehow,  as  if  he  wore  a  great,  coarse  behemoth; 
his  arms  seemed  to  lum  awkward  appendages;  his  bands 
suddenly  appeared  to  him  rough,  and  hia  fingers  swelled 
and  stumpy.  When  he  thought  of  asking  an  introduction, 
he  felt  himself  growing  very  hot,  and  blushing  to  the  roots 
of  hia  hair. 

"Want  to  be  introduced  to  her  Seymour V  said  Carryl 
Etbridge.      "I  '11  trot  you  up,      I  know  her," 

"So,  thank  you,"  said  John  stiffly.  Id  his  heart  he 
felt  an  absurd  anger  at  Carryl  for  the  easy,  assured  way  in 
which  he  spoke  of  the  sacred  creature  who  seemed  to  him 
something  too  divine  to  bo  lightly  talked  of.  And  then 
he  saw  Carryl  marching  up  to  her  with  hia  air  of  easy 
assurance.  He  saw  the  bewitching  smile  come  over  that 
fair,  flowery  face;  he  saw  Carryl,  with  unabashed  familiar- 
ity, take  her  fan  out  of  her  band,  look  at  it  as  if  it  were 
earthly  fan,  toss  it  about,  and  pretend  to 
fan  himself  with  it. 

I  did  n't  know  he  was  such  a  puppy ! "  said  John  to 
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himself,  as  he  stood  in  a  sort  of  angi-y  bashfulneaa,  envying 
the  man  that  was  so  familiar  witli  that  loveliness.  Ah! 
John,  Johnl  You  wouldn't,  for  the  world,  have  told  to 
man  or  woman  what  a  fool  you  were  at  that  moment. 
"What  a  fool  I  ami"  was  his  mental  commentary;  "just 
as  if  it  was  anything  to  me."  Aiid  he  turned  and  walked 
to  the  other  end  of  the  veranda. 

"I  think  you've  hooked  another  fish,  Lillie,"  said  Belle 
Trevors  in  the  ear  of  the  little  divinity. 

"Who  J" 

"Why!  that  Seymour  there,  at  the  end  of  the  veranda,    i 
He  is  looking  at  yon,   do  you  know  1     He  is  rich, 
ricli,  and  of  an  old  family.     Didn't  you  see  how  he  startei 
and  looked  after  you  when  you  came  up  on  the  veranda!  " 

"Oh!  I  saw  plain  enough,"  said  the  divinity,  with  one 
of  her  unconscious,  babylike  smiles. 

"What  are  you  ladies  talking!  "  said  Carry!  Ethridge. 

"Oh,  secrets!"  said  Belle  Trevors,  "You  are  very 
presuming,  sir,  to  inquire." 

"Mr,  Ethridge,"  said  Lillie  Ellis,  "don't  you  think  it 
would  be  nice  to  promenade  1 " 

This  was  said  with  such  a  pretty  oooLness,  sueh  a  quiet 
composure,  as  showed  Miss  Lillie  to  be  quite  mistress  of  . 
the  situation ;  there  was,  of  course,  no  sort  of  design  in  it, 

Ethridge  offered  his  arm  at  once;  and  the  two  sauntered 
to  the  end  of  the  veranda,  where  John  Seymour  was  stand- 
ing.  The  blood  rushed  in  hot  currents  over  him,  and  he 
could  hear  the  beating  of  his  heart;  he  felt  somehow  as  if 
the  hour  of  his  fate  was  coming.  He  had  a  wild  desire 
to  retreat,  and  put  it  off.  He  looked  over  the  end  of  the 
veranda,  with  some  vague  idea  of  leaping  it;  but  alas,  it 
was  ton  feet  above  ground,  and  a  lover's  leap  would  have 
only  ticketed  him  as  out  of.  his  head.  There  was  nothing 
for  it  hut  to  meet  hia  destiny  like  a  man. 

Carryl  came  up  with  the  lady  on  his  arm;  and  as  he 
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stood  there  for  a  luomeat,  in  the  coolest,  most  indifferent 
tone  in  the  world,  said,  "Oh!  bj  the  bye.  Miss  Ellis,  let 
me  present  my  friend  Mr.  Seymour." 

TLe  die  wua  cast.  John's  face  burned  like  fite;  he 
muttered  something  about  "being  happy  to  make  Mise 
EUis's  acquaintance,"  looking  all  the  time  as  if  he  would 
be  glad  to  jump  over  the  railing,  or  take  wings  and  fly,  to 
get  rid  of  the  happiness. 

Miss  Ellis  was  a  belle  by  profession,  and  she  understood 
her  business  perfectly.  In  nothing  did  she  show  herself 
master  of  her  craft  more  than  in  the  adroitness  with  which 

i  could  soothe  the  bashful  pangs  of  new  votaries,  and 

ice  them  on  an  easy  footing  with  her.  "Mr.  Seymour," 
she  said  affably,  "to  tell  the  truth,  I  have  been  desirous 
of  the  honor  of  your  acquaintanco  ever  since  I  saw  you  in 
the  breakfast-room  this  morning, " 

"I  am  sure  I  am  very  much  flattered,"  said  John,  hia 
heart  beating  thick  and  fast,  "May  I  ask  why  you  honor 
me  with  such  a  wish  t  " 

"Well,  to  tell  the  truth,  because  you  strikingly  resemble 
a  very  dear  friend  of  mine,"  said  Miss  Ellis,  with  her 
sweet,  unconscious  sinipiicity  of  manner. 

"I  am  still  more  flattered,"  said  John,  with  a  quicker 
beating  of  the  heart;  "only  I  fear  that  you  may  find  me 
an  unpleasant  contrast." 

"Oh!  I  think  not,"  said  LilHe,  with  another  smile; 
"we  shall  soon  be  good  friends,  too,  I  trust." 

"I  trust  so  certainly,"  said  John  earnestly. 

Belle  Trevors  now  joined  the  party;  and  the  four  were 
soon  chatting  together  on  the  best  footing  of  acquaintance. 
John  was  delighted  to  feel  himself  already  on  easy  terms 
with  the  fair  vision. 

"Ton  have  not  been  here  iongl  "  said  Lillie  to  John. 

"No,  I  have  only  just  arrived." 

"  And  you  were  never  here  before ) " 
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"No,  Misa  ElliB,  I  am  entirely  new  to  the  place." 

"I  am  an  old  habitttie  here,"  said  LilUe,  "and  can 
recommend  myself  as  authority  on  all  points  connected 
with  it." 

"Then,"  said  John,  "I  hope  you  will  take  me  under 
your  tuition. " 

"Certainly,  free  of  charge,"  she  eaid,  with  another  rav- 
ishing smile.  "  You  have  n't  seen  the  boiling  spring 
yet! "  she  added. 

"No,  I  haven't  seen  anything  yet." 

"Well,  then,  if  you'll  give  me  your  arm  across  the 
hiwn,  I  '11  show  it  to  you." 

All  of  this  was  done  in  the  easiest,  most  matter- of -courso 
manner  in  the  world;  and  off  they  started,  John  in  a  flut- 
ter of  flattered  delight  at  the  gracious  acceptance  accorded 


Dhil 

Ethrii 


1  with  t 


1  and  Belle  Trevors  looked  after 
nod  of  intelligence  at  each  other. 

"Hooked,  by  George!"  said  Ethridge. 

"Well,  it '11  be  a  good  thing  for  Lillie,  won't  it?" 

"For  her)     Oh  yes,  a  capital  thing  for  her!  " 

"Well,  for  him  too." 

"Well,  I  don't  know.  John  ia  a  pretty  nice  fellowj 
a  very  nice  fellow,  besides  being  rich,  and  all  that;  and 
Lillie  is  somewhat  shox>-worn  by  this  time.  Let  me  see: 
she  must  be  seven-and- twenty." 

"Oh,  yes,  she's  all  that!"  said  Belle,  with  ingenuoua 
ardor.  "Why,  she  was  in  society  while  I  was  a  school- 
girl! Tes,  dear  Lillie  is  certainly  twenty-seven,  if  not 
more;  hut  she  keeps  her  freshncBs  wonderfully." 

"Well,  she  looks  fresh  enough,  I  suppose,  to  a  good, 
honest,  artless  fellow  like  John  Seymour,  who  knows  as 
little  of  the  world  as  a  milkmaid.  John  is  a  great,  inno- 
cent, country  steer,  fed  on  clover  and  dew,  and  aa  honest 
and  ignorant  of  all  sorts  of  naughty,  wicked  things  as  his 
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mother  ot  sieteT.  He  takes  Lillie  in  a  sacted  Bunplicity 
qaite  rofieshmg;  but  to  me  Lillie  is  played  out.  I  know 
her  like  a  book.  I  know  all  her  amiles  and  wiles,  advices 
and  deviceB;  and  her  ajstera  of  tactics  is  an  old  etory  with 
me.  I  sha'n't  interrupt  any  of  her  little  games.  Let  her 
have  her  little  field  all  to  herself;  it's  time  she  was  mai- 
rie.!,  to  be  sure." 

Meanwhile,  John  was  being  charmingly  ciceroned  by 
Lillie,  and  scarcely  knew  whether  he  was  in  the  body  or 
out.  All  that  he  felt,  and  felt  with  a  sort  of  wonder,  was 
that  he  seemed  to  be  acceptable  and  pleasing  in  the  eyes 
of  this  little  fairy,  and  that  she  was  leading  him  into  won- 
derland. They  went  not  only  to  the  boiling  spring,  but 
up  and  down  so  many  wild  woodland  paths  that  had  been 
cut  for  the  adornment  of  the  Cormel  Springs;  and  bo  well 
pleased  were  both  parties,  that  it  was  aupper-tinie  before 
they  reappeared  on  the  lawn;  and  when  they  did  appear, 
Lillie  was  leaning  confidentially  on  John's  arm,  with  a 
wreath  of  woodbine  in  her  hair  that  he  had  arranged  there, 
wondering  all  the  while  at  his  own  wonderful  boldness, 
and  at  the  grace  of  the  fair  entertainer. 

The  returning  couple  were  seen  from  the  windows  of 
Mrs.  Chit,  who  sat  on  the  lookout  for  useful  information; 
and  who  forthwith  ran  to  the  apartments  of  Mrs.  Chat, 
and  told  her  to  look  out  at  them.  Billy  This,  who  was 
smoking  his  cigar  on  the  veranda,  immediately  ran  and 
called  Harry  That  to  look  at  them,  and  laid  a  bet  at  once 
that  Lillie  had  "hooked"  Seymour, 

"  She  '11  have  him,  by  George,  she  wUl !  " 

"Oh,  pshaw  1  she  is  always  hooking  fellows,  but  you 
see  she  don't  get  married,"  said  matter-of-fact  Harry.  "It 
won't  come  to  anything,  now,  I'll  bet.  Everybody  said 
she  was  engaged  to  Danforth,  but  it  all  ended  in  smoke." 

Whether  it  would  be  an  engagement,  or  would  all  end 
in  smoke,  was  the  talk  of  Carmel  Springs  for  the  next  two 
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weeks,  At  the  end  of  that  time  the  mind  of  Carmel 
Springs  was  relieved  by  the  announce meiit  that  it  was  an 
engagement.  The  important  deciding  announcement  was 
first  authentically  made  by  Lillie  to  Belle  Trevors,  who 
bad  been  invited  into  her  room  that  night  for  the  pur- 


"Well,  Belle,  it's  aU  over.      He  epoke  out  to-night." 

"  He  offered  himself  1 " 

"Certainly." 

"  And  you  took  him  1 " 

"Of  course  I  did;  I  should  be  a  fool  not  to." 

"  Oh,  BO  I  think,  decidedly ! "  aaid  Belle,  kissing  her  ' 
friend  in  a  rapture.  "You  dear  creature!  how  nicel  it 'a  | 
splendid ! " 

Lillie  took  the  embrace  with  her  usual  aweet  composure, 
and  turned  to  her  looking-glass,  and  began  taking  down 
her  hair  for  the  night.  It  will  be  perceived  that  this 
young  lady  was  not  overcome  with  emotion,  but  was  in  a 
perfectly  collected  state  of  mind. 

"He  'a  a  little  bald,  and  getting  rather  stout,"  she  said 
reflectively,  "but  he '11  do." 

"I  never  saw  a  creature  so  dead  in  love  as  he  is,"  aaid 
Belle. 

A  quiet  smile  passed  over  the  soft,  peachblow  cheeks 
as  Lillie  answered,  "Oh,  dear,  yea!  He  perfectly  wor- 
shipa  the  ground  I  tread  on." 

"Lil,  you  fortunate  creature,  youl  Positively,  it's  the 
best  match  that  there  has  been  about  here  this  summer. 
He  'a  rich,  of  an  old,  respectable  family;  and  then  he  has 
good  principles,  you  know,  and  all  that,"  said  Belle. 

"I  think  he's  nice  myself,"  said  Lillie,  &s  she  stood 
brushing  out  a  golden  tangle  of  curls.  "Dear  me  I"  she 
added,  "how  much  better  he  is  than  that  Danforthl 
Keally,  Danforth  was  a  little  too  horrid;  his  teeth  were 
dreadful.      Do  you  know,  I  should  have  had  t 
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a  struggle  to  take  him,  though  he  waa  ao  terribly  rich  J 
Then  Danforth  had  been  horridly  dieaipated, — you  don't 
know,  —  Maria  Sanford  told  me  such  shocking  things  about 
him,  and  she  knows  they  ate  true.  Now,  I  don't  think 
John  has  ever  bean  dieaipated," 

"Oh  no!"  said  Bella.  "I  beard  all  about  him.  He 
joined  the  church  when  he  was  only  twenty,  and  has  been 
always  spoken  of  as  a  perfect  model,  I  only  think  you 
may  iind  it  a  little  slow,  living  in  Springdale.  He  has  a, 
fine,  large,  old-faahioned  house  there,  and  hia  sister  is  a 
very  nice  woman ;  but  they  are  a  sort  of  respectable,  retired 


ir  go  into  fashionable  a 


"Oh,   I  don't  mind  it! 
things  my  own  way,  I  know. 


said  Lillie, 
One  i 


"I  shall  have 
ligad  to  live  in 


Springdale,  nor  irith  poky  old  sisters,  you  know ;  and 
John  wDl  do  juat  aa  I  aay,  and  live  where  I  please," 

She  said  this  with  her  simple,  soft  air  of  perfect  asanr- 
anoe,  twisting  her  shower  of  bright,  golden  curls;  with 
her  gentle,  childlike  face,  and  soft,  beseeehing  blue  eyes, 
and  dimpling  little  mouth,  looking  back  on  her,  out  of 
the  mirror.  By  tbeae  the  tittle  queen  had  always  ruled 
from  her  cradle,  and  should  she  not  rule  nowl  Was  it 
any  wonder  that  John  was  half  out  of  hia  wita  with  joy  at 
thought  of  possessing  her?  Simply  and  honestly,  she 
thought  not.  He  waa  to  be  congratulated ;  though  it 
was  n't  a  bad  thing  for  her,  either, 

"Belle,"  said  Lillie,  after  an  interval  of  reflection,  "I 
won't  be  married  in  white  satin,  —  that  I  'm  resolved  on. 
Now,"  she  aaid,  facing  round  with  increasing  earnestness, 
"there  have  been  five  weddings  in  our  set,  and  all  the 
girls  have  been  married  in  Just  the  same  dress,  —  white 
satin  and  point  lace,  white  satin  and  point  lace,  over  and 
over,  till  I  'm  tired  of  it.  I  'm  determined  I  '11  have 
something  new." 

"Well,   I  would,  I'm  sure,"  aaid  Belle.      "Say  white 
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tulle,  for  instance;  you  know  you  a 
like." 


I  petite  and  faiiy- 


"No;  I  ahall  write  out  to  Madame  La  Roche,  and  tell 
her  she  must  get  up  something  whoUy  original.  I  shall 
send  for  my  whole  trousaeaii.  Papa  will  be  glad  enough 
to  come  down,  since  he  gets  me  off  hia  hands,  and  no  more 
fusB  about  bills,  you  know.  Do  you  know.  Belle,  that 
creature  is  just  wild  about  me;  he'd  like  to  ransack  all 
the  jewelers'  shops  in  New  York  for  me.  He  's  going 
up  to-morrow,  juat  to  choose  the  engagement  ring.  He 
says  he  can't  trust  to  an  order;  that  he  must  go  and  choose 
one  worthy  of  me." 

"Ob!  it's  plain  enough  that  that  game  is  all  in  your 
hands,  as  to  him,  Liliie;  but,  Lil,  what  will  your  Cousin. 
Harry  say  to  all  this!  " 

"Well,  of  course  he  won't  like  it;  but  I  can't  help  it  if 
he  don't.  Harry  ought  to  know  that  it  'b  all  nonsense  for 
him  and  me  to  think  of  marrying.     He  does  know  it." 

"To  tell  the  tmth,  I  always  thought,  Lil,  you  were 
more  in  love  with  Harry  than  with  anybody  you  ever 
knew." 

Liliie  laughed  a  little,  and  then  the  prettiest  sweet-pea 
flush  deepened  the  pink  of  her  cheeks.  "To  say  the 
truth.  Belle,  I  could  have  been  if  he  bad  been  in  circum- 
stances to  marry.  But,  you  see,  I  am  one  of  those  to 
whom  the  luxuries  are  essential,  I  never  could  rub  and 
scrub  and  work ;  in  fact,  I  had  rather  not  live  at  all  than 
live  poor;  and  Harry  is  poor,  and  he  always  will  be  poor. 
It 's  a  pity,  too,  poor  fellow,  for  he's  nice.  Well,  he  is 
off  in  India!  1  know  be  will  be  tragical  and  gloomy,  and 
all  that,"  she  said;  and  then  the  soft  child-face  smiled  to 
itself  in  the  glass,  — such  a  pretty  little  innocent  smile! 

All  this  while  John  sat  up  with  his  heart  beating  very 
fast,  writing  all  about  his  engagement  to  hia  sister,  and, 
up  to  this  point,   his  nearest,    dearest,    most  confidential 
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friend.      It  is  otraOBt  too  bad  to  copy  the  letter  of  a  shy 
who  finds  himself  in  love  for  the  first  time  in  his  life, 
but  we  venture  to  make  an  extract;  — 

It  is  not  her  beauty  merely  that  drew  me  to  her, 
though  she  19  the  most  beautiful  human  being  I  ever  saw; 
it  is  the  esquisite  feminine  softness  and  delieaoy  of  het 
character,  that  eympathetic  pliability  by  wliich  she  adapta 
herself  to  every  varying  feeling  of  the  heart.  You,  my 
dear  sister,  are  the  noblest  of  women,  and  your  place  in 
my  heart  is  still  what  it  always  was;  but  I  feet  that  this 
dear  little  creature,  while  she  fills  a  place  no  other  has 
ever  entered,  will  yet  be  a  new  bond  to  unite  ub.  She 
will  love  us  both;  she  will  gradually  come  into  all  our 
ways  and  opinions,  and  be  insensibly  formed  t^  ue  into 
a  noble  womanhood.  Her  extreme  beauty  and  the  great 
admiration  that  hae  always  followed  her  have  exposed  her 
to  many  temptations,  and  caused  most  uugeoeroua  things 
to  be  said  of  her. 

Hitherto  she  has  lived  only  in  the  fashionable  world ; 
and  her  literary  and  domestic  education,  as  she  herself  is 
sensible,  has  been  somewhat  neglected.  But  she  longs  to 
retire  from  all  this;  she  is  sick  of  fashionable  folly,  and 
will  come  to  us  to  be  all  our  own.  Gradually  the  charm- 
ing circle  of  cultivated  families  which  form  our  society 
will  elevate  her  taste  and  form  her  mind. 

Love  ia  woman's  inspiration,  and  love  will  lead  her  to 
all  that  ia  noble  and  good.  My  dear  aister,  think  not  that 
any  new  ties  are  going  to  make  you  any  less  to  me,  or 
touch  your  place  in  my  heart.  I  have  already  spoken  of 
you  to  Lillie,  and  she  longs  to  know  you.  You  must  to 
to  her  what  you  have  always  been  to  me,  — guide,  philoso- 
pher, and  friend. 

am  sure  I  never  felt  better  impulses,  more  humble, 
e  thankful,  more  religious,  than  I  do  now.      That  the 
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happineBS  of  this  soft,  gentle,  fragile  creature  is  to  be 
hoacefotth  ia  my  hands  ia  to  me  a  solemn  and  inspiring 
thought.  What  man  is  worthy  of  a  refined,  delicate 
woman  1  I  feel  my  unworthiness  of  her  every  hour ;  but, 
so  help  me  God,  I  shall  try  to  he  all  to  ber  that  a  husband 
should;  and  you,  my  siater,  I  know,  will  help  me  to  make 
happy  the  future  which  she  so  confidingly  trusts  to  me. 

Believe  me,  dear  sister,  I  never  was  so  much  your  affec- 
tionate brother,  John  Seymoue. 

P,  9. — I  forgot  to  tell  you  that  Lillie  remarkably 
resembles  the  ivory  miniature  of  our  dear  sainted  mother. 
She  was  very  much  affected  when  I  told  her  of  it.  I 
think  naturally  Lillie  has  very  much  such  a  character  as 
our  mother;  though  (lircumstancea,  in  .her  case,  have  been 
unfavorable  to  the  development  of  it. 

Whether  the  charming  vision  was  realized,  whether  the 
little  sovereign  Pow  enthroned  will  be  a  just  and  dement 
one,  what  immunities  and  privileges  aho  will  allow  to  her 
slaves,  —  is  yet  to  be  seen  in  this  story. 


CHAPTER   II 


WHAT    SHE    THINKS    OF    IT 

Springdale  was  one  of  those  beautiful  rural  towns 
wlioae  fiourishiug  aspect  is  it  striking  exponent  of  the  pecu- 
liaritiea  of  New  England  life.  The  ride  through  it  pre- 
sents a  refreshing  picture  of  wide,  tool,  grassy  streets, 
overhung  with  green  arches  of  elm,  with  rowa  of  large, 
handsome  houses  on  either  aide,  each  standing  hack  from 
the  street  in  its  own  retired  square  of  garden,  green  turf, 
ahady  trees,  and  flowering  shrubs.  It  was,  so  to  speak, 
a  little  city  of  country-seats.  It  spoke  of  wealth,  thrift, 
leisure,  cultivation,  quiet,  thoughtful  habits,  and  moral 
tastes. 

Some  of  these  mansions  were  of  ancestral  reputation,  and 
had  been  in  the  family  whose  name  they  bore  for  genera- 
tions back;  a  circumstance  sometimes  otcurring  even  in 
New  England  towns  where  neither  law  nor  custom  unites 
to  perpetuate  property  in  certain  family  lines.  The  Sey- 
mour house  was  a  well-known  respected  mansion  for  gener- 
ations back.  Old  Judge  Seymour,  the  grandfather,  was 
the  lineal  descendant  of  Parson  Seymour,  the  pastor  who 
first  came  with  the  little  colony  of  Sprjngdale,  when  it 
was  founded  as  a  church  in  the  wilderness,  amid  all  the 
dangers  of  wild  beasts  and  Indians.  This  present  Sey- 
mour mansion  was  founded  on  the  spot  where  the  house  of 
the  iirst  minister  was  built  by  the  active  hands  of  his 
parishioners;  and  from  generation  to  generation,  order, 
piety,  education,  and  high  respectability  had  been  the  tra- 
dition of  the  place. 
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The  reader  will  come  in  with  ua,  oil  this  bright  Jiine 
iQoming,  through  t!ie  grassy  front  yard,  which  has  only 
the  usual  New  England  fault  of  being  too  densdy  shaded. 
The  house  we  enter  has  a  wide,  cool  hall  running  through 
its  centre  and  out  into  a  hack  garden,  now  all  aglow  with 
every  beauty  of  June.  The  broad  alleys  of  the  garden 
showed  bright  stores  of  all  sorts  of  good  old-fashioned 
flowers,  well  tended  and  kept.  Clumps  of  stately  hoUy- 
hocka  and  scarlet  peonies;  roses  of  every  hue,  purple, 
blush,  gold-eolor,  and  white,  were  ahowering  down  their 
leaves  on  the  grassy  turf;  honeysuckles  climbed  and  clam- 
bered over  arbors;  and  great,  stately  tufts  of  virgin-white 
liliea  exalted  their  majestic  heads  iu  saintly  magnificence. 
The  garden  was  Miss  Grace  Seymour's  delight  and  pride. 
Every  root  in  it  was  fragrant  with  the  invisible  blosBoms 
of  memory,  —  meraorica  of  the  mother  who  loved  and 
planted  and  watched  them  before  her,  and  the  grandmother 
who  had  cured  for  them  before  that.  The  spirit  of  thesQ 
charming  old-fashioned  gardens  ia  the  si>irit  of  family  love; 
anil  if  ever  blessed  soula  from  their  better  home  feel  drawn 
buck  to  anything  on  earth,  we  think  it  must  bo  to  their 
flower  gardens. 

Miss  Grace  had  been  up  early,  and  now,  with  her  garden 
hat  on,  and  acisaora  in  hand,  was  coming  up  the  steps  with 
her  white  apron  full  of  roses,  white  lilies,  meadowsweets, 
and  honeysuckle,  for  the  parlor  vases,  when  the  aervant 
banded  her  a  letter. 

"From  John,"  she  said,  "good  fellow;"  and  then  she 
laid  it  on  the  mantel-shelf  of  the  parlor,  while  aha  busied 
heraeif  in  arranging  her  flowera.  "I  must  get  these  into 
water,  or  they  will  wilt,"  she  said. 

The  large  parlor  was  like  many  that  you  and  I  have 
spen  in  a  certain  respectable  class  of  houses,  —  wide,  cool, 
Khady,  and  with  a  mellow  old  tone  to  everything  in  its 
furniture  and  belongings.     It  was  a  parlor  of  the  past,  and 
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^^H  not  of  to-d^y,  yet  exquiEitely  neat  and  well  kept.  The 
^^H  Turkey  carpet  ^vae  faded;  it  had  been  part  of  the  wedding 
^^H  furnishing  of  Graca's  mother,  years  ago,  Tlie  great,  wiiLe, 
^^H  motherly,  chintz- cove  red  eofa,  which  tilled  a  recess  coiu- 
^^H  manding  the  window,  was  as  different  as  possible  from  any 
^^H  BUart  modern  article  of  the  name.  The  heavy,  claw- 
^^H  footed,  mahogany  cliairs;  the  tall  clock  that  ticked  in  one 
^^H  comer;  the  footstoob  and  ottomans  in  faded  embroidery, 
^^H  — all  spoke  of  days  past.  So  did  the  portraits  on  the 
^^H  -wall.  One  was  of  a  fair,  rosy  young  girl,  in  a  white 
^^H  gown,  with  powdered  hail  dressed  high  over  a  cushion. 
^^H  It  was  the  portrait  of  Grace's  mother.  Another  was  t!iat 
^^^^  of  a  minister  in  gown  and  bands,  with  block -silk -gloved 
^^H  hands  holding  up  (conspicuously  u  large  Bible.  This  was 
^^H  the  remote  ancestor,  the  minister.  Then  there  was  the 
^^1  picture  of  John's  father,  placed  lovingly  where  the  eyes 
^^H  Beemed  always  to  be  following  the  slight,  white-rolxid 
^^H  figure  of  the  young  wifo.  Tlie  walls  were  pa]ieTed  with 
^^H  an  old-fashioned  paper  of  a  peculiar  pattern,  bought  in 
^^f  France  aeventy-five  years  before.  The  vases  of  India 
china  that  adorned  the  mantels,  the  framed  engravings  of 
arcliitecture  and  pictures  in  Eome,  — ^all  were  memorials  of 
the  taste  of  those  long  passed  away.      Yet  the  room  had 

IB  fresh,  sweet,  sociable  air.  The  roses  and  honeysuckles 
looked  in  at  the  windows;  the  table  covered  with  books 
and  magazines,  and  the  familiar  work-basket  of  Miss  Grace, 
with  its  work,  gave  a  sort  of  impression  of  modern  family 
household  life.  It  was  a  wide,  open,  hospitable,  gener- 
ous-minded room,  that  seemed  to  hreuthe  a  fragrance  of 
invitation  and  general  sociability;  it  was  a  room  full  of 
associations  and  memories,  and  its  daily  arrangement  and 
ornamentation  made  one  of  the  pleasant  tasks  of  Miss 
Grace's  life. 
She  spreEid  down  a  newspaper  on  the  large,  square  cen- 
tre table,  and  emptying  her  apronful  of  llowers  upon  it, 
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took  her  vbsbs  from  tho  ehelf,  and  with  her  scissors  sat 
down  to  the  taak  of  clipping  and  arranging  them. 

Just  then  Letitia  Fecpison  came  acToss  the  garden,  and 
entered  the  back  door  after  her,  with  a  knot  of  choice  roses 
in  het  hand,  and  a  plate  of  seed-cakes  covered  with  a  hem- 
stitched napkin.  The  Fergusons  and  the  Seymours  occu- 
pied adjoining  houses,  and  were  on  footing  of  the  most 
perfect  undress  intimacy.  They  crossed  each  other's  gnr- 
dens,  and  came  without  knocking  into  each  other's  doors 
twenty  times  a  day,  apropos  to  any  hit  of  chit-chat  that 
they  might  have,  a  question  to  ask,  a  passage  in  a  hook 
to  show,  a  household  receipt  that  they  had  been  trying. 
Letitia  was  the  most  intimate  and  confidential  friend  of 
Grace.  In  fact,  the  whole  Ferguson  family  seemed  like 
another  portion  of  the  Seymour  family.  There  were  two 
daughters,  of  whom  Letitia  was  the  eldest.  Then  eamo 
the  younger  Eose,  a  nice,  charming,  well-informed,  good 
girl,  always  cheerful  and  chatty,  and  with  a  decent  shaie 
of  abiHty  at  talking  lively  nonsense.  The  brothers  of  the 
family,  like  the  young  men  of  New  England  country  towns 
generally,  were  oft'  in  the  world  seeking  their  fortunes. 
Old  Judge  Ferguson  was  a  gentleman  of  the  old  school,  — 
forma],  stately,  polite,  always  complimentary  to  ladies, 
and  with  a  pleasant  little  budget  of  old-gentlemanly  hob- 
bies and  prejudices,  which  it  afforded  him  the  greatest 
pleasure  to  air  in  the  society  of  his  friends.  Old  Mrs. 
Ferguson  was  a  pattern  of  motherlinesa,  with  her  quaint, 
old-fashioned  dress,  her  elaborate  caps,  her  daily  and  mi- 
nute inquiries  after  the  healtli  of  all  her  acquaintances,  and 
the  tender  pityingness  of  her  nature  for  everything  that 
lived  and  breathed  in  this  world  of  sin  and  sorrow. 

Letitia  and  Grace,  as  two  older  sisters  of  families,  had 
a  peculiar  intimacy,  and  discussed  everything  together,  from 
the  mode  of  clearing  jelly  up  to  the  profoundest  problems 
of  science  and  morals.      They  were  both  charming,  well- 
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I  mannered,  well- educated,  well-read  women,  and  trusted  each 
I  other  to  the  uttermost  with  every  thought  and  feeling  and 
I  purpose  of  their  hearts, 

3  we  have  said,  Letitia  Ferguson  came  in  at  the  back 

I   door    without  knocking,   and    coming  softly  hehind  Miss 

1   Grace,  laid  down  her  bunch  of  roses  among  the  flowers, 

*  and  then  set  down  her  plate  of  seed-cakea.     Then  she  said, 

"I  brought  you  soma  specimens  of  my  Souvenir  de  Mal- 

maison  bush,  and  my  first  trial  of  your  receipt." 

"Oh,  thanks  I"  said  Miss  Grace;  "how  charming  those 
I  rosea  are!     It  was  too  had  to  spoil  your  buah,  though." 
"Ko;  it  does  it  good  to  cut  them;  it  will  flower  all  the 
jre.      But  try  one  of  those  cakes,  —  are  they  right  ? " 
" Excellent !    you    have    bit    it    exactly,"    said    Grace ; 
jxactly  the  right  proportion  of  seeds.      I  was  hurrying," 
she  added,  "  to  get  these  Bowers  in  water,  because  a  letter 
from  John  is  waiting  to  bo  read." 

A   letter!     How   nice!"   said   Miss   Letitia,   looking 
\  towards  the  shelf.      "John  is  as  faithful  i 
le  were  your  lover." 

"He  IB  the  best  lover  a  woman  can  hav 
s  she  busily  sorted  and  arranged  the  flow( 
part,  I  ask  nothing  better  than  John." 

Let  me  arrange  for  you,  while  you  rec 
said  Letitia,  taking  the  flowers  from  her  friend's  hands. 

Miss  Grace  took  down  the  letter  from  the  mantelpiece, 
ipened,  and  began  to  read  it.  Miss  Letitia,  meanwhile, 
watched  her  face,  as  we  often  carelessly  watch  the  face  of 
&  person  reading  a  letter.  Miss  Grace  was  not  technically 
handsome,  but  she  bad  an  interesting,  kindly,  sincere  face; 
and  her  friend  saw  gradually  a  dark  cloud  rising  over  it, 
le  watches  a  shadow  on  a  field.  When  she  had  fin- 
ished the  letter,  with  a  sudden  movement  she  laid  her 
[I  forward  on  the  table  among  the  flowers,  and  covered 
her  face  with  her  hands.  She  seemed  not  to  i 
I   that  any  one  was  present. 


n  writing  as  if 

aid  Grace, 
"For  my 

i  your  letter," 
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r  hand  gently  on 
a  B  hnsky  voice, 


Letitia  came  up  to  her,  and  laying  hei 
berK,  auid,  "What  is  it,  dear)" 

Miss  Grace  lifted  her  head,  and  said  i 
"Kothing,  only  it  is  so  eudden!     John  is 

"Engaged I  to  whom?" 

"To  LiUie  EUis." 

"John  engaged  to  Lillie  Ellis  J  "  said  Mias  Ferguson  in 
a  tone  of  shocked  aatoniBhment. 

"So    he  writes  me.      He  is   completely   infatuated  by 

"  How  very  sudden  I "  eaid  Mies  Letitia.  "Who  could 
have  expected  it!  Lillie  EUis  is  bo  entirely  out  of  the 
line  of  any  of  the  women  he  has  ever  known." 

"That  'a  precisely  what  'a  the  matter,"  said  Mies  Grace. 
"John  knowa  notbuig  of  any  biit  good,  Doble  women;  and 
he  thinks  he  sees  all  this  in  Lillie  EUia." 

"Tlieve  's  nothing  to  her  but  her  wonderful  complexion," 
said  Miss  FerguBon,  "and  her  pretty  little  coaxing  ways ; 
hut  she  is  the  most  utterly  selfish,  heartless  little  creature 
that  ever  breathed." 

"Well,  she  is  to  be  John's  wife,"  aaid  Misa  Grace, 
sweeping  the  remainder  of  the  flowers  into  her  apron ; 
"and  BO  ends  my  life  with  John.  I  might  have  known  it 
would  come  to  thia.  I  must  make  arrangements  at  once 
for  another  house  and  home.  This  house,  so  much,  ao 
dear  to  me,  will  he  nothing  to  her;  and  yet  she  must  bo 
its  mistress,"  she  added,  looking  round  on  everything  in 
the  room,  and  then  hurating  into  tears. 

Now,  Miss  Grace  was  not  one  of  the  crying  sort,  and  so 
this  emotion  went  to  her  friend's  heart.  Miss  Letitia 
went  up  and  put  ber  arma  round  her.  "Come,  Gracie," 
she  said,  "you  must  not  take  it  so  seriously.  John  is  a 
noble,  manly  fellow.  Ho  loves  you,  and  be  will  always 
be  master  of  his  own  house." 

"!Ko,  be  won't, — no  married  man  ever  is,"  said  Miss 
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Grace,  wiping  her  eyes  and  Bitting  up  very  attaiglit. 
"No  man,  that  is  a  gentleman,  is  ever  master  in  his  own 
hoTiee.  He  has  only  such  rights  there  as  his  wife  chooses 
to  give  him;  and  this  woman  won't  like  me,  I  'm  sure." 

"Perhaps  she  will,"  saiii  Letitia  in  a  faltering  voice, 

"No,  she  won't;  because  I  have  no  faculty  for  lying, 
or  playing  the  hypocrite  in  any  way,  and  I  sha'n't  approve 
of  her.  These  soft,  slippery,  pretty  little  fibbing  women 
have  always  been  my  abomination." 

"Oh,  my  dear  Grace!"  said  Miss  Ferguson,  "do  let  us 
make  the  best  of  it." 

"I  did  think,"  suid  Miss  Grace,  wiping  her  eyes,  "that 
John  had  some  sense.  I  wasn't  such  a  fool,  nor  so  selfish, 
as  to  want  him  always  to  live  for  me.  I  wanted  him  to 
marry;  and  if  he  had  got  engaged  to  your  Kose,  for  in- 
stance—  Oh,  Letitia  1  I  always  did  so  hope  that  he  and 
Rose  would  like  each  other." 

"Wa  can't  choose  for  out  brothers,"  Baid  MiaB  Letitia, 
"and,  hard  as  it  is,  we  must  make  up  our  minds  to  love 
those  they  bring  to  us.  Who  knows  what  good  influences 
may  do  for  poor  Lillie  Ellis  1  She  never  has  had  any  yet. 
Her  family  are  extremely  common  sort  of  people,  without 
any  culture  or  breeding,  and  only  her  wonderful  beauty 
brought  them  into  notice;  and  they  have  always  used  that 
as  a  sort  of  stock  in  tru.de." 

"And  John  says,  in  this  letter,  tliat  she  reminds  him 
of  our  mother,"  said  Misa  Grace;  "and  he  thinks  that 
naturally  she  was  very  much  such  a  character.  Just  think 
of  that,  now!" 

"He  must  Ije  far  gone,"  said  Miss  Ferguson ;  "but  then, 
you  see,  she  is  distractingly  pretty.  She  has  just  the 
most  exquisitely  pearly,  pure,  delicate,  saintlike  look,  at 
times,  tliat  you  ever  saw;  and  then  she  knows  exactly  how 
she  does  look,  and  just  how  to  use  her  looks;  and  John 
can't  be  blamed  for  lielieving  in  her.  I,  who  know  all 
about  her,  am  sometimes  taken  in  by  hei." 
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"Well,"  said  Miss  Grace,  "Mrs,  Lennos  was  at  New- 
port last  summer  at  the  time  that  she  was  there,  and  she 
told  me  all  about  her.  I  think  her  au  artful,  unscrupu- 
lous, unprincipled  woman,  and  her  being  made  mistress  of 
this  house  just  breaks  up  our  pleasant  sociable  life  here. 
She  has  no  literary  tastes;  she  does  not  care  for  reading 
or  study;  she  won't  like  oui  set  here,  and  she  will  grad- 
ually drive  them  from  the  house.  She  won't  like  me, 
and  she  will  want  to  alienate  John  from  mo,  —so  there  is 
just  the  situation.  You  may  read  that  letter,"  added  Miss 
G-race,  wiping  her  eyes  and  tossing  her  brother's  letter 
into  Miss  Letitia's  lap. 

MisB  Letitia  took  the  letter  and  read  it.  "Good  fal- 
low!" she  exclaimed  warmly,  "you  see  just  what  I  say, 
^bia  heart  is  all  with  yon." 

"Oh,  John's  heart  is  all  right  enoughl"  said  Miaa 
Grace;  "and  I  don't  doubt  his  love.  He's  the  best, 
noblest,  most  affectionate  fellow  in  the  world.  I  only 
think  he  reckons  without  his  host,  in  thinking  he  can 
keep  all  our  old  relations  iinbroken  when  he  puts  a  new 
mistress  into  the  house,  and  such  ii  mistress." 

"But  if  she  really  loves  him"  — 

"Pshawl  she  don't.  That  kind  of  woman  can't  love. 
They  are  like  eats,  that  want  to  he  stroked  and  caressed, 
and  to  be  petted,  and  to  lie  soft  and  warm;  and  they  will 
purr  to  any  one  that  will  pet  them,  —  that  'a  all.  As  for 
love  that  leads  to  any  self-sacrifice,  they  don't  begin  to 
know  anything  about  it. " 

"Gracie  dear,"  said  Miss  Ferguson,  "this  sort  of  thing 
will  never  do.  If  you  meet  your  brother  in  this  way,  you 
will  throw  him  off,  and,  maybe,  make  a  fatal  breach. 
Meet  it  like  a  good  Christian,  as  you  are.  You  know," 
she  said  gently,  "where  we  have  a  right  to  carry  our  trou- 
bles, and  of  whom  we  should  ask  guidance." 

"Oh,  I  do  know,  'Titial"  said  lIw^fGraoe;  "but  I  am 
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letting  myself  be  wicked  just  a  little,  you  know,  to 
my  uiiiid.      I  ought  to  put  myself  to  scUool  to  luuke  the 
beat  of  it;  but  it  cniuo  oa  me  so  via-y  suddenly.      Y 
she  added,  "I  am  ^oinp  tp  tnL-n  n  mi^rgp  of  mv  Bible  and 
Fumjloa  before  I  see  John,  —  poor  fellow," 

"And  try  to  have  faith  for  her,"  said  Miss  Letitia. 

"Well,  I'll  try  to  have  faith,"  said  Miss  Grace;  "but 
I  do  trust  it  will  be  some  days  before  John  comes  down 
on  me  with  his  raptures,  men  in  love  are  such  fools," 

"But,  dear  rae!"  said  Miss  Letitia,  as  her  head  ac- 
cidentally turned  towards  the  window,  "who  is  this  rid- 
ing up  ]     Gracie,  as  sure  as  you  live,  it  is  John  himself ! " 

"John  himself!"  repeated  Miss  Grace,  becoming  jmle. 

"Now  do,  dear,  be  careful,"  said  Miss  Letitiii.  "I'll 
just  run  out  this  back  door  and  leave  you  alone;"  and 
just  as  Miss  Letitia's  light  heels  were  heard  going  down 
the  back  steps  John's  heavy  footsteps  were  coming  up  the 
frout  ones. 
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Grace  Seymour  was  a  Bpecimen  of  a  class  of  whom  we 
are  happy  to  say  New  England  possessea  a  great  many. 
She  was  a  highly  cultivated,  intelligent,  and  refined 
woman,  arrived  at  the  full  age  of  mature  womanhood  un- 
married, and  with  no  present  thought  or  prospect  of  mar- 
riage. I  presume  all  my  readers  who  are  in  n  jiosition  to 
run  over  the  society  of  our  rural  New  England  towns  can 
recall  to  their  minda  hundreds  of  Buuh.  They  are  women 
too  thoughtful,  too  eonacieptious,  tflo  delicate,  to  marry  for 
anything  hut  a  purely  personal  affection ;  tmcl  ttiis  aSectfon, 
for  various  reasons,  has  not  fallen  iu  their  way. 

The  tendency  of  life  iu  these  towns  is  to  throw  the 
yoTing  mea  of  the  place  into  distant  fields  of  adventure  and 
enterprise  in  the  far  Western  and  Southern  States,  leaving 
at  their  old  homes  a  population  in  which  the  feminine 
element  largely  predominates.  It  is  not,  generally  speak- 
ing, the  most  cultivated  or  the  most  attractive  of  the  hre- 
thren  who  remain  in  the  place  where  they  were  horn.  The 
ardent,  the  daring,  the  enterprising,  are  off  to  the  ends  of 
the  earth ;  and  the  choice  of  the  aistcra  who  remain  at 
Jiome  is,  therefore,  confined  to  a  restricted  list;  and  so  it 
ends  in  these  delightful  rose  gardens  of  single  women 
which  abound  in  New  England,  — women  who  remain  at 
home  as  housekeepers  to  aged  parents,  and  charming  per- 
sona in  society ;  women  over  whose  graces  of  conversation 
and  manner  the  married  men  in  their  vicinity  go  off  into 
raptures  of  enlogium,  which  generally  end  with,  "T\Tiy 
has  n't  that  woman  ever  got  married  1 " 
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[  It  often  liappena  to  such  women  to  expend  on  egme 
Wpt.KfT  tiint.  stock  of  liero-worship  and  devotion  which  it 
I  has  not  come  in  their  way  to  give  to  a  nearer  friend. 
Alas,  it  is  building  on  a  sandy  fouailation;  for  just  as 
the  union  of  hearts  is  complete,  thu  chemical  affinity  wldch 
began  in  the  cradle,  and  atrengtheoa  with  every  year  of 
life,  is  dissolved  by  the  introduction  of  that  third  element 
which  makes  of  the  brother  a  husband,  while  the  now 
combination  casta  out  the  old,  —  sometiiues  with  a  dis- 
agreeable elferveacence. 

John  and  Grnce  Seymour  were  two  only  children  of  a 
very  affectionate  family;  and  they  had  grown  up  in  the 
closest  habits  of  intimacy.  They  had  written  to  each  other 
those  long  letters  in  which  thoughtful  people  who  live  in 
retired  situations  delight;  letters  not  of  outward  events, 
but  of  sentiments  and  opinions,  the  phases  of  the  inner 
life.  They  had  studied  and  pursued  courses  of  reading 
together.  They  hud  together  organized  imd  carried  on 
works  of  benevolence  and  charity. 

The  brother  and  sister  had  been  left  joint  heira  of  a 
large  manufacturing  property,  employing  hundreds  of 
hands,  in  their  vicinity ;  and  the  care  and  cultivation  of 
these  work-people,  the  education  of  their  children,  had 
been  most  eouacientiously  upon  their  minds.  Half  of 
every  Sunday  they  devoted  together  to  laJrara  in  the  Sun- 
day-school of  their  manufacturing  village;  and  the  two 
worked  ao  harmoniously  together  in  the  interests  of  their 
life,  that  Grace  had  never  felt  the  want  of  any  domestic 
ties  or  relations  other  than  those  that  she  had. 

Our  readers  may  perhaps,  therefore,  concede  that,  among 
the  many  claimants  for  their  sympathy  in  this  croaa-grained 
world  of  ours,  some  few  grains  of  it  may  properly  be  due 
to  Grace.  Things  are  triala  that  try  us ;  afflictions  arc 
what  afflict  us;  and  under  this  showing  Grace  waa  Ixilh 
tried  and  afflicted  by  the  sudden  engagement  of  her  brother. 
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Wheu  the  whole  groundwork  on  which  one's  daily  life  is 
built  caves  in,  and  faila  into  the  cellar  without  one  mo- 
ment's warning,  it  ia  not  in  human  nature  to  pick  one's 
self  uj),  and  reconstruct  and  rearrange  in  a  moment.  So 
Grace  thought,  at  any  rate;  but  she  made  a  hurried  effort 
to  dash  back  her  tears,  and  gulp  down  a  rising  in  her 
throat,  anxious  only  not  to  be  selfish,  and  not  to  disgust 
her  brother  in  the  outset  with  any  personal  egotism.  80 
she  ran  to  the  front  door  to  meet  him,  and  fell  into  hia 
arms,  trying  so  hard  to  seem  congratulatory  and  affection- 
ate that  she  broke  out  into  sobbing. 

"My  dear  Gracie,"  said  John,  einbraciEg  and  kissing 
her  with  that  gushing  fervor  with  which  newly  engaged 
gentlemen  are  apt  to  deluge  every  creature  whom  they 
meet,  "you  've  got  my  letter.  Well,  were  not  you  aston- 
ished!" 

"  Oh,  John,  it  was  so  sudden  I "  was  all  poor  Grace  eould 
say.  "Aad  you  know,  John,  eince  mother  died,  you  and 
I  have  been  all  in  all  to  each  other." 

"And  so  we  shall  be,  Gracie.  Why,  yes,  of  course  we 
shall,"  he  said,  stroking  her  hair,  and  playing  with  her 
trembling,  thin,  white  hands.  "Why,  this  only  makes 
me  love  you  the  more  now;  and  you  will  love  my  little 
Lillie:  fact  is,  you  can't  help  it.  We  shall  both  of  us  bo 
happier  for  having  her  here." 

"Well,  you  know,  John,  I  never  saw  her,"  said  Grace 
depreeatingly,  "and  so  you  can't  wonder." 

"Oh  yes,  of  course  I  Don't  wonder  in  the  least.  It 
cornea  rather  sudden,  —  and  then  you  haven't  seen  her. 
Look,  here  is  her  photograph ! "  said  John,  producing  one 
from  the  most  orthodox  innermost  region,  directly  over  his 
heart.      "Look  there  I  isn't  it  beautiful  1" 

"It  is  a  very  sweet  face,"  said  Grace,  exerting  herself 
to  be  sympathetic,  and  thankful  that  she  could  say  that 
much  truthfully. 
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"I  can't  imagine,"  soid  John,  "what  ever  made  her  like 
le.  You  know  she  has  refused  half  the  fellows  in  the 
country.  I  hadn't  the  remotest  idea  that  ehe  would  have 
anything  to  say  to  me;  but  you  see  there  'a  no  accounting 
for  tastes; "  and  John  plumed  himself,  as  young  gentlemen 
do  who  have  carried  off  prizes.  "You  see,"  he  added, 
"it's  odd,  but  she  took  a  fancy  to  me  the  first  time  she 
saw  me.  Now,  yoAi  know,  Gtacie,  I  never  found  it  easy 
to  get  along  with  ladies  at  first;  but  Lillie  has  the  most 
extraordinary  way  of  putting  a  fellow  at  hia  ease.  Why, 
she  made  me  feel  like  an  old  friend  the  first  hour." 

"Indeed! " 

"Look  here,"  said  John,  triumphantly  drawing  out  hia 
pocketbook,  and  producing  thence  a  knot  of  tose-colored 
satin  ribbon.  "Did  jou  ever  see  such  a  lovely  color  as 
this)  It's  so  exquisite,  you  see!  Well,  she  always  is 
wearing  just  such  knots  of  ribbon,  the  moat  lovely  shades. 
Why,  there  ia  n't  one  woman  in  a  thousand  could  wear  the 
things  she  does.  Everything  becomes  her.  Sometimes 
it 's  rose  color,  or  lilac,  or  pale  blue,  — just  the  most  try- 
ing things  to  others  are  what  she  can  wear." 

"Dear  John,  I  hope  you  looked  for  something  deeper 
than  the  complexion  in  a  wife,"  said  Grace,  driven  to 
moral  reflections  in  apite  of  herself. 

"Oh,  of  course  I"  said  John;  "she  has  such  soft,  gen- 
tle, winning  ways;  she  is  so  sympathetic;  she's  just  the 
wife  to  make  home  happy,  to  be  a  bond  of  union  to  us  aU. 
Now,  in  a  wife,  what  we  want  is  just  that.  Lillie's  mind, 
for  instance,  hasn't  been  cultivated  as  yours  and  Letitia's. 
She  is  n't  at  all  that  sort  of  girl.  She  's  just  a  dear,  gen- 
tle, little  conlidiug  creature,  that  you  '11  delight  in.  You  '11 
form  her  mind,  and  she  'U  look  up  to  you.  You  know 
she's  young  yet." 

"Young,  John!  Why,  she's  seven- and- twenty,"  said 
Grace,  with  astonishment. 
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older  than    she   is.      But   I    do    assure   you,    she  'i 
twenty.      She  told  me  so  herself." 

"Oh,  indeed  I"  said  Grace,  prudently  choking  tack  the 
contradiction  which  she  longed  to  utter,  "I  know  it 
seems  a  good  many  summers  since  I  heard  of  her  as  a  belle 
at  Newport. " 

"Ah,  yes,  exactly!  You  see,  she  went  into  company, 
as  a  young  lady,  when  she  was  only  thirteen.  She  told 
me  all  abont  it.  Hei  parents  were  very  injudicious,  and 
they  pushed  her  forward.  She  regrets  it  now.  She 
knows  that  it  was  n't  the  thing  at  all.  She  's  very  sensi- 
tive to  the  defects  in  her  early  education;  but  I  made  her 
understand  that  it  was  the  heart  more  than  the  head  that 
I  cared  for.  I  iliire  bay,  Gracio,  she'll  fall  into  nil  our 
little  ways  without  really  knowing ;  and  you,  in  point  of 
fact,  will  he  mistress  of  the  house  as  much  as  yoii  ever 
were.  Lillie  is  delicate,  and  never  has  had  any  care,  and 
will  be  only  too  happy  to  depend  on  you.  She's  one  of 
the  gentle,  dependent  sort,  you  know." 

To  this  statement  Grace  did  not  reply.  She  only 
began  nervously  sweeping  together  the  debris  of  leaves  and 
flowers  which  encumbered  the  l^hle,  on  which  the  newly 
arranged  flower  yasea  were  standing,  Then  she  arranged 
the  vases  with  great  precision  on  the  mantel-shelf.  As 
she  waa  doing  it,  bo  many  memories  rushed  over  her  of 
that  room  and  her  mother,  and  the  happy,  peaceful  family 
life  that  bad  hitherto  been  led  there,  that  she  quite  broke 
down;  and  sitting  down  in  the  chair,  sbo  covered  her 
face,  and  went  off  in  a  good,  hearty  crying  spell. 

Poor  John  was  inexpreasihly  shocked.  He  loved  and 
revered  his  sister  beyond  anything  in  the  world;    and  it 
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occurred  to  hiin,  in  a  dim  wise,  that  to  bo  suddenly  dia- 
slint  out  in  the  cold,  when  one  has  liilhorto 
i  been  the  Kvst  object  of  affectioa,  is,  to  moke  the  best  of  it, 
'  a  real  and  sore  trial. 

But  Grace  soon  recovered  herself,  and  rose  np  smiling 
through  her  tears.  "  '\Yliat  a  fool  I  am  making  of  myself !  " 
she  said.  "The  fact  is,  John,  I  am  only  a  little  nervoua. 
You  mustn't  mind  it.  You  know,"  she  said,  laughing, 
"  we  old  maids  are  like  cats,  —  we  find  it  hard  to  be  put 
out  of  our  old  routine.  I  dare  siiy  we  aball  all  of  ua  he 
happier  in  the  end  for  this,  and  I  shall  try  to  do  all  I  nan 
to  make  it  ao.  Perhaps,  John,  I  'd  better  take  that  little 
house  of  mine  on  Elm  Street,  and  set  up  my  tent  in  it, 
and  take  all  the  old  furniture  and  old  pictures  and  old- 
time  things.  You  '11  he  wanting  to  modernize  and  make 
over  this  house,  you  know,  to  suit  a  young  wife." 

"Nonsense,  Gracie;  no  such  thing!"  said  John.  "Do 
I  you  aiippose  I  want  to  leave  all  the  past  associations  of  my 
life,  and  strip  my  home  bare  of  all  pleasant  memorials, 
1  I  bring  a  little  wife  here)  Why,  the  very  idea 
wife  is  Bomebo<ly  to  sympathize  in  your  tastes;  and 
Lillie  will  love  and  appreciate  all  these  dear  old  things  as 
you  and  I  do.  She  has  such  a  sympatiietic  heart!  If  you 
want  to  make  me  happy,  Gracie,  stay  here,  and  let  ua 
3  may  l)e,  as  before." 
"So  we  will,  John,"  said  Grace,  so  cheerfully  that 
John  considered  the  whole  matter  as  settled,  and  rushed 
upstairs  to  write  his  daily  letter  to  Lillie. 
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MiBS  LiLLiB  Ellis  was  sitting  upstairs  in  her  virgin 
bower,  which  waa  now  converted  into  a  tnmultuoiiB,  seeth- 
ing caldron  of  millinery  and  mantua-making,  such  as 
usually  precedea  a  wedding.  To  be  sure,  orders  had  been 
forthwith  dispatched  to  Paris  for  the  bridal  regimentala 
and  for  a  good  part  of  the  trousseau  ;  but  that  did  not 
soeni  in  the  least  to  stand  in  the  way  of  the  time-honored 
confusion  of  sewing  preparations  at  home,  which  is  sup- 
posed to  waste  the  etrangth  and  exhaust  the  health  of  every 
bride  elect. 

Whether  young  women,  while  disengaged,  do  not  have 
proper  underclothing,  or  whether  they  contemplate  mar- 
riage as  an  awful  gulf  which  swallows  up  all  future  posai- 
hilitiea  of  replenishing  a  wardrobe,  —  certain  it  is  that  no 
eooner  is  a  girl  engaged  to  be  married  than  there  is  a  blind 
and  distracting  rush  and  pressure  and  haste  to  make  up  for 
her  immediately  a  stock  of  articles  which,  up  to  that  hour, 
she  has  managed  to  live  very  comfortably  and  respectably 
without.  It  ia  astonishing  to  behold  the  number  of  inex- 
pressible things  with  French  names  which  unmarried  young 
ladies  never  think  of  wanting,  but  which  there  is  a  desper- 
ate push  to  supply,  and  have  ranged  in  order,  the  moment 
the  matrimonial  state  is  in  contemplation. 

Therefore  it  was  that  the  virgin  bower  of  Lillie  waa 
knee-deep  in  a  tangled  mass  of  stuffs  of  various  hues  ajid 
description;  that  the  sharp  sound  of  tearing  off  breadths 
resounded    there;    that  Miss  Clippins  and  Misa  Snippina 
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and  Mis8  Nippina  were  sewing  tliere  dnv  and  nigbt ;  that 
a  Bewing-machine  was  busily  rattling  in  mamnia'a  room ; 
and  that  there  were  all  sorts  of  pinking  and  quilling,  and 
braiding  and  hemming,  and  whipping  and  ruffling,  and 
oversewing  and  catstitching  and  hemstitching,  and  other 
female  mysteriea,  going  on. 

Ab  for  Lillie,  she  lay  in  a  loose  niyligi  on  the  bed, 
ready  every  live  minutes  to  he  called  up  to  have  eomething 
measured,  or  tried  on,  or  fitted ;  and  to  be  consulted 
whether  there  should  be  fifteen  or  sixteen  tucks  and  then 
an  insertion,  or  sixteen  tucks  and  a  aeries  of  puffs.  Her 
labors  wore  upon  her;  and  it  was  smilingly  observed  by 
Miss  Clipping  across  to  Miss  Nippins,  that  Miss  Lillie  was 
beginning  to  show  her  "engagement  hones."  In  the  midst 
of  these  preoccupations  a  letter  was  handed  to  her  hy  the 
giggling  chambermaid.  It  was  a  thick  letter,  directed  in 
a  bold,  honest  hand.  Miss  Lillie  took  it  with  a  languid 
little  yawn,  finished  the  last  sentences  in  a  chapter  of  the 
novel  she  was  reading,  and  then  leisurely  broke  the  seal 
and  glanced  it  over.  It  was  the  one  that  the  enraptured 
John  had  spent  his  morning  in  writing. 

"Miss  Ellifl,  now,  if  you'll  try  on  thiajacket  —  oh!  I 
leg  your  pardon,"  said  Miss  Clippins,  observing  the  lotter; 
'we  can  wait,  of  course; "  and  then  nil  three  laughed  as  if 
something  very  pleasant  was  in  their  minds. 

"No,"  said  Lillie,  giving  the  letter  a  toss,  "it  '11  keep;" 
and  she  stood  up  to  have  a  jaunty  little  blue  jacket, 
with  its  fluify  bordering  of  swan's-down,  fitted  upon  her. 

i  too  bad,  now,  to  take  you  from  your  letter,"  said 
Miss  Clippins,  with  a  sly  nod. 

I  'ni  sure  you  take  it  philosophically,"  said  Mias  Nip- 
pins,  with  n  giggle. 

"Why  shouldn't  I!"  said  the  divine  Lillie.      "I  get 

e  every  day;  and  it 's  all  the  old  story.      I  've  heard  it 

Er  since  I  waa  born." 
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"Well,  now,  to  he  sure  you  have.  Let'e  see,"  said 
.  Misa  Clipping,  "  this  is  tJie  Beventy-fourth  or  seventy-fifth 
oifer,  waa  it  1 " 

"Oh,  yon  mnst  ask  mamma!  she  keeps  the  lists;  I'm 
sure  I  dou't  tnmble  my  head,"  Baid  the  little  beauty;  and 
she  looked  so  natty  and  jaunty  when  she  said  it,  just  arch- 
ing her  queenly  white  neck,  and  making  soft,  downy  dim- 
]iles  in  her  cheeks  as  she  gave  her  fresh  little  childlike 
laugh;  turning  round  and  round  before  the  looking-glass, 
and  issuing  her  orders  for  the  fitting  of  the  jacket  with  a 
precision  and  real  interest  which  showed  that  there  kpts 
things  in  the  world  whieh  didn't  become  old  stories,  even 
if  one  had  been  used  to  tliem  ever  since  one  waa  bom, 

Lillie  never  was  caught  napping  when  the  point  in  ques- 
tion was  the  fit  of  her  clothes.  When  released  from  the 
little  blue  jacket,  there  was  a  rose-colored  morning-dress 
to  be  tried  on,  and  a  grave  discussion  as  to  whether  the 
honiton  lace  was  to  be  set  on  plain  or  frilled.  So  impor- 
tant was  thia  case,  that  mamma  was  Bummoued  from  the 
sewing-machine  to  give  her  opinion.  Mrs.  Ellis  was  a 
fat,  fair,  rosy  matron  of  most  undisturbed  conscience  and 
digestion,  whoso  main  business  in  life  had  always  been  to 
see  to  her  children's  clothes.  She  had  brought  up  LiUie 
with  faithful  and  religious  zeal;  that  is  to  say,  she  had 
always  ruffled  her  underclothes  with  her  own  hands,  and 
darned  her  stockings,  sick  or  well ;  and  also,  as  before  inti- 
mated, kept  a  list  of  her  offers,  whieh  she  was  ready  ia 
confidential  moments  to  tell  off  to  any  of  her  acquaintance. 
The  question  of  niffled  or  plain  honiton  was  of  such  vital 
importance,  that  the  whole  four  took  some  time  in  consid- 
ering it  in  its  various  points  of  view. 

"Sarah  Selfridge  had  hera  ruffled,"'  said  Lillie. 

"  And  the  effect  was  perfectly  sweet, "  said  Miss  Clippins. 

"Perhaps,  Lillio,  you  hud  better  have  it  nifHed,"  said 
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"But  three  rows  laid  on  plain  baa  Bucb  ft  lovely  effect," 
eaid  Miss  Nippins. 

"Perhaps,  then,  ahe  had  better  have  three  rows  laid  on 
plain,"  said  mamma. 

"Or  she  might  have  one  row  ruffled  on  the  edge,  with 
three  rows  laid  on  plain,  with  a  satin  told,"  said  Miss 
Clippina.      "That's  the  way  I  fised  Misa  Elliott's." 

"That  would  be  a  nice  way,"  said  mamma.  "Perhaps, 
Lillie,  you  'd  better  hove  it  bo." 

"Oh!  come  now,  all  of  yon,  just  huah,"  said  Lillie. 
"I  know  just  how  I  want  it  done." 

The  words  may  sound  a  little  rude  and  dictatorial;  hut 
Lillie  had  the  advantage  of  always  looking  so  pretty,  and 
saying  dictatorial  things  in  such  a  aweet  voice,  that  every- 
body was  delighted  with  them ;  and  she  took  the  matter  of 
arranging  the  trimming  in  hand  with  a  clearness  of  head 
which  showed  that  it  whs  a  subject  to  which  she  had  given 
maturs  consideration,  Mrs.  Ellis  shook  her  fat  sides  with 
a  comfortable  motherly  chuckle. 

"Lillie  ftlivays  did  know  exactly  what  she  wanted; 
she  'a  a  smart  little  thing. " 

And  when  all  the  trying  on  and  arranging  of  folds  and 
frills  and  pinks  and  bows  was  over,  Lillie  threw  herself 
comfortably  upon  the  bed,  to  finish  her  letter. 

Shrewd  Miss  Clippina  detected  the  yawn  with  which 
she  laid  down  the  missive.  "Seems  to  uie  your  letters 
don't  meet  a  very  warm  reception,"  she  said. 

"Well!  every  day,  and  such  long  ones!"  Lillie  an- 
swered, turning  over  the  pages.  "See  there,"  she  went  on, 
opening  a  drawer,  "what  a  heap  of  them!  I  can't  see, 
for  my  part,  what  any  one  can  want  to  write  a  letter  every 
day  to  anybody  for.      John  is  such  a  goose  about  me." 

"He  '11  get  over  it  after  he  's  fwen  married  six  months," 
said  Miss  Clippina,  nodding  her  bead  with  the  air  of  a 
woman  that  has  seen  lite. 
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pretty  lieud.      "It's  borous  anyway.' 

Our  readers  may  pei'hapa  imagine,  from  the  story  thus 
far,   that  our  little  Lillie  is  hy  no  meana  the  person,  in 
reality,  that  John  auppoaes  lier  to  be,  when  he  sita  think- 
ing of  her  witli  such  devotion,  and  writing  her  such  long,  , 
"boroua"  letters.      She  is  not.      John  ia  in  love,  not  with  I 
the  actual  Lillie  Ellis,  hut  with  that  ideal  personage  who 
looks  like  his  mother's  picture,  and  is  the  emhodiment  of 
all    his   mother's    virtues.      The   feeling,    as  it  exists   in 
John's  mind,  is  not  only  a  most  respectable,  but  in  fact 
a  truly  divine  one,  and  one  that  no  mortal  man  ought  toj 
be  iiahamed  of.      The  love  that  quickens  all  the  nature 
that  makes  a  man  twice  manly,  and  makes  him  aspire  t 
all  that  is  high,   pure,   sweet,   and  religioi 
80  sacred,  that  no  unwortbiness  in  its  object  can  make  it 
any  less  beautiful.      More  often  than  not  it  is  spent  on  an 
litter  vacancy.     Men  and  women  both  pass  through  this 
divine  initiation,  ~  this  sacred  inspiration  of  our  nature, 
—  and    find,    when  they  have   coma    into    the   innermost 
shtiue,  where  the  divinity  ought  to  be,   that  there  ia  i 
god  or  goddess  there;  nothing  hut  the  cold  black  ashes  o 
commonplace    vulgarity  and    selfishness.     Both    of    thei 
when  the  grand  discovery  has  been  made,  do  well  to  fol^ 
their  robes  decently  about  them,  and  make  the  best  of  thj 
matter.      If  they  cannot  love,  they  can  at  least  be  friendljrl 
Thoy  can  tolerate,   as   philosophers;    pity,  as  Christian 
and    finding  just  where    and  how  the  burden   of  e 
assorted  union  galls  the  least,  can  tJien  and  there  strap  ii 
on  their  backs,  and  walk  on,  not  only  without  complai 
but  BometimeH  in  a  cheerful  and  hilarious  spirit. 

Not  ft  word  of  all  this  thinks  our  friend  John,  as 
sits  longing,  aspiring,  and  pouring  out  his  heart,  day  ofta: 
day,  in  letters  that  interrupt  Lillie  in  the  all-importan 
responsibility  of   getting    her  wardrobe    fitted.      Shall  i 
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think  tbia  smooth  little  fair-Bkinned  LiUie  is  n  cold-hearted 
monster,  because  her  heart  dooa  not  lieat  faster  at  these 
letters  which  she  does  uot  underataud,  and  which  strike 
her  as  unneceaaarily  prolix  and  prosy !  Why  should  John 
insist  on  telling  her  his  feelings  and  opinions  on  a  vast 
variety  of  snhjeuta  that  she  does  not  care  a  button  for  I 
She  does  n't  know  anything  alwut  ritualism  and  anti-ritual- 
ism; and,  what's  moro,  ehe  doesn't  care.  She  hates  to 
hear  so  much  about  religion.  She  thinks  it  's  poky. 
JoiiQ  may  go  to  any  church  he  pleaaee,  for  all  her.  As  to 
all  that  about  his  faforite  poems,  she  don't  like  poetry,  — 
never  could,  —don't  see  any  seiiBe  in  it;  and  John  •will 
be  quoting  ever  so  much  in  his  letters.  Then,  as  to  the 
love  parts, — it  may  be  all  quite  new  and  esciting  to 
John;  but  she  has,  as  she  said,  heard  that  story  over  and 
over  again,  till  it  etrikes  her  as  quite  a  matter  of  course. 
Without  doubt  the  whole  world  is  a  desert  where  she  is 
not;  the  thing  baa  been  asserted,  over  and  over,  by  so 
many  gentlemen  of  credible  character  for  truth  and  vera- 
city, that  slie  is  forced  to  believe  it;  and  she  cannot  see 
why  John  is  particularly  to  be  pitied  on  this  account.  lie 
is  in  no  more  desperate  state  about  her  than  the  rei^t  of 
them ;  and  secretly  Lillie  has  as  little  pity  for  lovers' 
pangs  as  a  nice  little  white  cat  has  for  mice.  They  amuse 
her;  they  are  her  appropriate  recreation;  and  she  pats  and 
plays  with  each  mouse  in  succession,  without  any  compre- 
hension that  it  may  be  a  serious  thing  for  him. 

When  Lillie  was  a  little  girl,  eight  years  old,  she  used 
to  sell  her  kisses  through  the  slats  of  the  fence  for  papers 
of  candy,  and  thus  early  acquired  the  idea  that  her  charms 
were  a  capital  to  be  employed  in  trading  for  the  good 
things  of  life.  She  had  the  misfortune  — and  a  great  one 
it  is  —  to  have  been  singii!arly  beautiful  from  the  cradle, 
and  so  was  praised  and  exclaimed  over  and  caressed  as  she 
walked  through  the  streets.      She  was  sent  for,   far  and 
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Dear;  borrowed  to  be  looked  at;  her  picture  taken  by 
photographers.  If  one  reflects  how  many  foolish  and  in- 
considerate people  there  are  in  the  world,  who  have  no 
scruple  in  making  a  pet  and  plaything  of  a  pretty  child, 
one  will  see  how  this  one  milueky  lot  of  being  beautifid  in 
childhood  spoiled  Lillie's  chances  of  an  average  share  of 
good  sense  and  goodness.  The  only  hope  for  such  a  case 
lies  in  tlie  chance  of  possessing  judicious  parents.  Lillie 
hud  not  these.  Her  fatlier  was  a  shrewd  grocer,  and 
nothing  more;  and  her  mother  was  a  competent  cook  and 
Beaiustress.  While  he  traded  in  sugar  and  salt,  und  she 
made  pickles  and  emhroided  under-linen,  the  pretty  Lillie 
was  educated  as  pleased  Heaven. 

Pretty  girls,  unless  they  have  wise  mothers,  are  more 
educated  by  the  opjioaite  sex  than  by  their  own.  Put  , 
them  where  you  will,  there  ia  alwaya  some  man  busying 
himself  in  their  instruction ;  and  the  burden  of  masculine 
teaching  is  generally  about  the  same,  and  might  be  stereo- 
typed as  follows:  "You  don't  need  to  be  or  do  anything. 
Your  business  in  life  is  to  look  pretty,  and  amuae  us. 
You  don't  need  to  study ;  jou  know  all  by  nature  that  a 
woman  need  to  know.  You  are,  by  virtue  of  being  a 
pretty  woman,  superior  to  anything  we  can  teach  you; 
and  we  wouldn't,  for  the  world,  have  you  anything  but 
what  you  are."  Wiien  Lillie  went  to  school,  this  was 
ivhat  her  raaaters  whispered  in  her  ear  as  they  did  her 
sums  for  her,  and  helped  her  through  her  lessons  and 
exercises,  and  looked  into  her  eyes.  This  was  what  her 
young  gentlemen  friends,  themselves  delving  in  Latin  and 
Greek  and  mathematics,  told  her,  when  they  came  to  re- 
create from  their  severer  studies  in  her  smile.  Men  are 
held  to  account  for  talking  sense.  Pretty  women  are  told 
that  lively  nonsense  is  their  heat  sense.  Now  and  then, 
an  admirer  holder  than  the  res:t  ventured  to  take  Lillie's 
education  more  earnestly  in  hand,  and  recommended  to  her 
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juat  a.  little  reading,  —  enough  to  enable  Ler  to  carry  on 
couversatiou,  tuid  appear  to  know  something  of  the  ordinary 
topics  discussed  in  society,  — but  informed  lier,  by  the  bye, 
that  there  was  no  sort  of  need  of  being  either  jirofound  or 
accurate  in  tliese  matters,  as  the  mistakes  of  a  pretty 
woman  had  a  grace  of  their  own. 

At  seventeen,  Li  Hie  graduated  from  Dr.  Sibthorpe's 
school  with  a  "linished  education."  She  had,  somehow  or 
other,  picked  lier  way  through  various  "ologies"  and  exer- 

H  supposed  to  be  necessary  for  a  well-informed  young 
lady.  She  wrote  a  pretty  hand,  spoke  French  with  a  good 
accent,  and  could  turn  a  sentimental  note  neatly;  "anil 
that,-  my  dear,"  said  Dr.  Sibthorpe  to  his  wife,  "is  all  that 

'Oman  needs  who  so  evidently  is  intended  for  wife  and 
mother  oh  our  little  Lillie."  Dr.  Sibtltorpe,  in  fact,  had 
amused  himself  with  a  aemi-patemal  flirtation  with  bis 
pupil  during  the  whole  course  of  her  school  exercises,  and 
parted  from  her  with  tears  in  hia  eyes,  gi'eatly  to  het 
amusement;  for  Liliie,  after  all,  estimated  hie  devotion  at 
just  about  what  it  waa  worth.  It  amused  her  to  see  him 
make  a  fool  of  himself. 

Of  course,  the  next  thing  waa  —  to  be  married;  and 
Lillie's  life  now  became  a  round  of  dressing,  dancing, 
going  to  watering-places,  traveling,  and  in  other  ways  seek- 
ing the  fulHlliuent  of  her  destiny.  She  had  precisely  the 
accessible,  easy  softness  of  manner  that  leads  every  man 
to  believe  that  he  may  prove  a  favorite,  and  her  run  of 
ofl'ars  became  quite  a  source  of  amusement.  Her  arrival 
at  watering-places  was  noted  in  initials  in  the  papers;  her 
dress  on  every  public  occasion  was  described;  and  as 
acknowledged  queen  of  love  and  beauty,  she  had  every- 
where her  little  court  of  men  and  women  flatterera.  The 
women  flatterers  around  a  belle  are  as  much  a  part  of  the 
cortt'ge  as  the  men.  They  repeat  the  compliments  they 
hear,  and  burn  incense  in  the  vii^in'a  bower  at  hours  when 
the  profaner  aex  may  not  enter. 
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The  life  of  n  petted  creature  eonsista  eaaentially  in  being 
deferred  to,  for  being  pretty  and  lui  less.  A  petted  child 
nine  a  great  risk  if  it  is  ever  to  ouli,row  cliildhood ;  but  a, 
pet  woman  ia  a  perpetual  child.  The  pet  woman  of  society 
is  everybody's  toy.  Everybody  looks  at  lier,  adniires  her, 
praiHeH  and  flatters  her,  atira  her  up  to  jilay  otf  her  little 
airs  and  grueea  for  their  entertainment,  and  passes  on. 
iren  of  profound  sense  encourage  her  to  chatter  nonsense 
for  their  arausement,  just  as  we  delight  ia  the  tottering 
steps  and  atammering  miapronunciatiotia  of  a  golden-haired 
child.  Wlien  Lillie  hna  been  in  Washington,  she  has  had 
judges  of  the  Supreme  Court  and  secretaries  of  state  de- 
lighted to  have  her  give  her  opinions  in  their  respective 
departments.  Scholars  and  literary  men  flocked  around 
her,  to  the  neglect  of  many  a  more  instructed  woman,  sat- 
isfied that  she  knew  enough  to  blunder  agreeably  on  every 
subject. 

Nor  is  there  anything  in  the  Christian  civilization  of 
our  present  century  that  condemns  the  kind  of  life  we  are 
describing  as  in  any  respect  unwomanly  or  unbecoming. 
Something  very  like  it  is  in  a  measure  considered  as  the 
appointed  rule  of  attractive  young  girls  till  they  are  mar- 

Lillie  had  numbered  among  her  admirers  many  lights  of 

the  Church.      SJie  lijirl    fliffBH   wilili.  1iiH|inp>^,   ^iia.inl»,  1 — 

draccms, who,  none  of  them,  would,  for  the  world,  have 

been  so  iingallant  as  to  quote  to  her  euch  dreadful  profes- 
aional  passages  as,  "  She  that  liveth  in  pleasure^^ig^  dead 
while  she  liveth."  In  fact,  the  ciei^y,  when_  off  duty, 
are  no  yal'«[  guides  of  attractive  young  women  than  other 
mortal  men;  and  Lillie  had  so  often  seen  their  spiritual 
attentions  degenerate  into  downright,  temporal  love-mak- 
ing, that  she  held  them  in  as  small  reverence  as  tjie  rest 
of  their  ses.  Only  one  dreadful  John  the  Baptist  of  her 
acquaintance,  one  of  the  camel 'a- hair-girdle  and  locust-and- 
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wild-honey  species,  once  encountering  Lillie  at  Saratoga, 
and  observing  the  ways  and  manners  of  liie  court  whifh 
ahe  kept  there,  took  it  upon  liim  to  give  her  a  spiritual 
admonition. 

"Mis3  Lillie,"  he  said,  "I  see  no  chance  for  the  salva- 
tion of  your  soul,  unless  it  should  please  God  to  send  the 
smallpos  upon  you.      I  think  I  shall  pray  for  that." 

"Oh,  horrors!  don't!  I'd  rather  never  be  saved," 
Lillie  answered  with  a  fervent  sincerity. 

The  story  was  repeated  afterwards  as  an  amusing  hon 
vioi,  and  a  specimen  of  the  barbarity  to  which  religious 
fanaticism  may  lead;  and  jet  wo  question  whether  John 
the  Baptist  had  not  the  right  of  it,  For  it  must  at  once 
appear,  that,  bad  the  smallpox  made  the  aboye-mentionod 
change  in  Lillie's  complexion  at  sixteen,  tlie  entire  course 
of  her  life  would  have  taken  another  turn.  The  whole 
world  then  would  have  united  in  letting  her  know  that  she 
must  live  to  aome  useful  purpose,  or  be  nobody  and  no- 
thing. Schoolmasters  would  have  scolded  her  if  she  idled 
over  her  lessons ;  and  her  breaking  down  in  arithmetic 
and  mistakes  in  history  would  no  longer  have  been  re- 
garded as  interesting.  Clergymen,  consulted  on  her  spirit- 
ual state,  would  have  told  her  freely  that  she  was  a  miser- 
able ainner,  who,  except  she  repented,  must  likewise  perish. 
In  short,  all  those  bitter  and  wholesome  truths,  which 
atrengthon  and  invigorate  the  virtues  of  plain  people, 
might  possibly  have  led  her  a  long  way  on  towards  saint- 

As  it  was,  little  Lillie  waa  confessedly  no  saint;  and 
yet,  if  much  of  a  sinner,  society  has  as  much  to  answer 
for  as  she.  She  was  the  daughter  and  ilowor  of  the  Chris- 
tian civilization  of  the  nineteenth  century,  and  the  kind 
of  woman,  that,  on  the  wliole,  men  of  quite  distinguished 
sense  have  been  fond  of  choosing  for  wives,  and  will  go  on 
g  to  the  end  of  the  chapter. 
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Did  she  love  Jolml  Well,  she  waa  quite  pleased  to 
he  loved  by  him,  aud  she  liked  the  prospect  of  being  hia 
wife.  She  was  sure  he  would  always  let  her  have  her 
own  way,  and  that  he  had  a  plenty  of  worldly  means  to  do 
it  with. 

Lillie,  if  not  very  clever  in  a  literary  or  scicatific  point 
of  view,  was  no  fool.  She  had,  iii  fact,  uiider  all  her 
softness  of  manner,  a  great  deal  of  that  real  hard  grit  which 
shrewd,  worldly  people  call  common  sense.  She  saw 
through  all  the  illusions  of  fancy  and  feeling,  right  to  the 
tough  material  core  of  things.  However  soft  and  tender 
and  sentimental  her  hahits  of  speech  and  action  were  in 
her  professional  capacity  of  a  charming  woman,  still  the 
fair  Lillie,  had  she  been  a  man,  would  have  been  respected 
in  the  business  world  as  one  that  had  cut  her  eye-teeth, 
and  knew  on  which  side  lier  bread  waa  buttered. 

A  husband,  she  knew  very  well,  was  the  man  who  un- 
dertook to  be  responsible  for  his  wife's  bilia;  he  was  the 
giver,  bringer,  and  maintainer  of  all  sorts  of  solid  and 
appreciable  comforts.  Lillie's  bills  had  hitherto  been  sore 
places  in  the  domestic  history  of  her  family.  The  career 
of  a  fashionable  belie  is  not  to  be  supported  without  some- 
thing of  an  outlay;  and  that  innocence  of  arithmetical 
combinations,  over  which  she  was  wont  to  laugh  bewiteh- 
ingly  among  her  adorers,  sometimes  led  to  results  quite 
astounding  to  the  prosaic,  hard-working  papa,  who  stood 
financially  responsible  for  all  her  finery.  Mamma  had 
often  been  called  in  to  calm  the  tumult  of  his  feelings  on 
such  semi-annual  developments;  and  she  did  it  by  points 
ing  out  to  him  that  this  heavy  present  expense  waa  an 
investment  by  which  Lillie  was,  in  the  end,  to  make  her 
own  fortune  and  that  of  her  family. 

When  Lillie  contemplated  the  marriage  service  with  a 
view  to  going  through  it  with  John,  there  waa  one  clause 
that    stood  out   in  consoling  distiuctueas,  "With    all   my 
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worldly  gooUs  I  thee  emiow."  As  to  the  otLer  cluuao 
which  contains  the  (beadfiil  word  "obey,"  about  which 
our  modem  women  have  such  fearful  apprehensions,  Lillie 
■was  ready  to  swallow  it  without  eveu  u  grimace.  "  Obey 
John!"  Her  face  wore  a  pretty  air  of  droll  aaaurauce  at 
the  thought.      It  was  too  funny. 

"My  dear,"  aaid  Belle  Trevors,  who  was  one  of  Lillie'a 
incense-burnora  and  a  bridesmaid  elect,  "have  you  tlie 
least  idea  how  rich  he  is!  " 

""He  is  well  enough  off  to  do  about  anything  1  want," 
said  Lillie. 

"  Well,  you  know  he  owns  the  whole  village  of  Spindle- 
wood,  with  all  those  great  factories,  besides  law  business," 
said  Belle.  "But  then  they  live  in  a  dreadfully  slow, 
poky  way  down  there  in  Springdale.  They  haven't  the 
remotest  idea  how  to  use  money." 

"I  can  show  him  how  to  use  it,"  said  Lillie. 

"He  aad  his  sister  keep  a  nice  sort  of  old-fnsliioned 
place  there,  and  jog  about  in  an  old  countrified  carriage, 
picking  up  poor  children  and  visiting  schools.  She  is  a 
very  superior  woman,  that  sister." 

"I  don't  like  superior  women,"  said  Lillie. 

"  But  you  must  like  her,  you  know.  John  is  perfectly 
devoted  to  her,  and  I  suppose  she  ia  to  be  a  iixturo  in  the 
establishment. " 

"We  shall  see  about  that,"  said  Lillie.  "One  thing  at 
a  time.  I  don't  mean  he  shall  live  at  Springdale.  It's 
horridly  poky  to  live  in  those  little  country  towns.  He 
must  have  a  house  in  New  Yorlt." 

"And  a  place  at  Newport  for  the  summor,"  said  Belle 
Trevors. 

"Yes,"  said  Lillie,  "a  cottage  in  Newport  does  very 
well  in  the  season;  and  then  a  country  place  well  fitted 
up  to  invite  company  to   in    the  other    months  of   sum- 
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make  liitii  do 


e  if  I  don't,"  said  Lillie. 
"You  dear,  fimny  creature,  you,  — how  you  do  always 


ride  on  the  top  of  the  v 


'  said  Belle. 


a  what  I  was  bom  for,"  said  Lillie,  "By  the  hye, 
Belle,  I  got  a  letter  from  Harry  last  night." 

"Poor  fellow,  had  he  heard"  — 

"  Why,  of  course  not.  I  did  n't  want  he  should  till  it  'a 
all  over.      It 's  hest,  you  know." 

"  He  ia  auch  a  good  fellow,  and  so  devoted,  —  it  doea 

"Devoted!  well,  I  shoald  rather  think  he  was,"  said 
Lillie.  "I  believe  he  would  cut  oil'  his  right  hand  foe  me, 
any  day.  But  I  never  gave  him  any  encouragement. 
I  've  always  told  him  I  could  be  to  him  only  as  a  sister, 
you  know. " 

"You  ought  not  to  write  to  him,"  said  Belle, 

"What  can  I  do?  He  ia  perfectly  desperate  if  I  don't, 
and  still  pcrsiBta  that  he  means  to  marry  me  some  day, 
spite  of  my  screams." 

"  Well,  he  '11  have  to  stop  making  love  to  yoii  after 
you're  married." 

"Oh,  pshaw!  I  don't  believe  that  old-fashioned  talk. 
Lovers  make  a  variety  in  life.  I  don't  see  why  a  married 
woman  ia  to  give  up  all  the  fun  of  having  adiuirera.  Of 
course,  one  isn't  going  to  do  anything  wrong,  you  know; 
hut  one  does  n't  want  to  settle  down  into  Darby  and  Joan, 
at  once.  Why,  some  of  the  young  married  women,  the 
Tuost  stunning  belles  at  Newport  last  year,  got  a  great  deal 
more  attention  after  they  were  married  than  they  did  he- 
fore.  You  see,  the  fellows  like  it,  because  they  are  ao 
sure  not  to  be  drawn  in." 

"I  think  it 's  too  had  on  ns  girls,  though,"  said  Belle. 
"You  ought  to  leave  lis  our  turn." 
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"Oh!  I  'U  turn  over  any  of  them  to  you.  Belle,"  aaid 
Lillie.  "There's  Harry,  to  begin  with.  What  do  yon 
say  to  him  1 " 

"Thaiik  you,  I  don't  think  I  shall  take  up  with  Bocond- 
hond  articles,"  said  Belle,  with  some  spirit. 

But  here  the  entrance  of  the  chambermaid,  with  a  fresh 
dress  from  the  dressmaker's,  rosolved  the  conversation  into 
3  discussion  so  very  minute  and  technical  that  it  cannot  be 
recorded  in  oui  pages. 


CHAPTER  V 


WEDDING    AND    WEDDING    TKIP 

Well,  and  so  they  were  married,  with,  all  the  i 
modern  forms,  ceremonies,  and  accessories.     Every 
lile  thing  was  done  to  reflect  lustre  on  the  occasion.     There^ 
were  eight  bridesmaids,  and  every  one  of  them  fair  a 
moon ;  and  eight  groomsmen,  witli  white  satin  ribbons  audi 
white    rosebuds   in    their    Luttonholea ;    and    there   ■ 
bishop,  assisted  by  a  priest,  to  give  the  solemn  benedic^ 
tions   of    the  Church;    and  there  was  a  marriage  bell  ( 
tuberoses  and  lilies,  of  enormous  sine,   swinging  over  thm 
heads  of  the  pair  at  the  altar;  and  there  were  voluntariej 
on  the  organ,  and  chautings,  and  what  not,  all  solemn  a 
impressive  as  possible.      In  the  midst  of  all  this,  the  fai 
Lillie  promised,  "forsaking  all  others,  to  keep  only  untflS 
him,  so  long  as  they  both  should  live,"  —  "to  love,  houoF,^ 
and  obfiy,  until  death  did  them  part." 

During    the  whole    agitating  scene  Lillie  kept  up  1 
presence  of  mind,  and  was  perfectly  aware  of  what  she  wa( 
about;  so  that  a  very  fresh,   original,   and  crisp  style 
trimming,  that  had  been  invented  in  Paris  specially  for  hoefl 
wedding  toilet,  received  no  detriment  from  the  least  i 
guarded  movement.      We  much  regret  that  it  is  contraryB 
to  our  literary  principles  to  write  half,   or  one  third, 
French;  because  the  wedding  dress,  by  far  tlie  most  impor- 
tant object  on  this  occasion,  and  certainly  one  that  most 
engrossed  the  thoughts  of  the  bride,  was  one  entirely  inde- 
scribable in  English.      Just  as  there  is  no  word   in  the 
Hottentot  vocabulary  for  "holiness,"  or  "purity,"  so  there 
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are  no  words  in  our  savago  English  to  deacribc  a  lady's 
dtesH ;  and,  therefore,  our  fair  friends  must  be  recom- 
mended, on  thie  point,  to  exercise  their  imagination  in 
connection  with  the  study  of  the  finest  French  plates,  and 
they  may  get  some  idea  of  Lillie  in  her  wedding  robe  and 

Then  there  was  the  wedding  banquet,  where  everybody 
ate  quantities  of  the  most  fashionable,  indigestible  horrora 
with  praiseworthy  courage  and  enthusiasm;  for  what  is  to 
become  of  pdti  de  foia  yras  if  we  don't  eat  itl  What 
is  to  become  of  ua  if  we  do  is  entirely  a  secondary  ques- 
tion. 

On  the  whole,  there  was  not  one  jot  or  tittle  of  the 
most  exorbitant  requirements  of  fashion  that  was  not  ful- 
filled on  this  occasion.  The  house  was  a  crush  of  wilting 
flowers,  and  smelt  of  tuberoses  enough  to  give  one  a  vertigo 
for  a  month.  A  band  of  music  brayed  and  clashed  every 
minute  of  the  time;  and  a  jam  of  people,  in  elegant 
dresses,  shrieked  to  each  other  above  the  din,  and  several 
of  LiUie'.i  former  admirers  got  tipsy  in  the  supper-room. 
In  short,  nothing  could  be  finer;  and  it  was  agreed,  on  all 
hands,  that  it  was  "stunning."  Accounts  of  it,  and  of 
all  the  bride's  dresses,  presents,  and  even  wardrobe,  went 
into  the  daily  papers;  and  thus  was  the  charming  Lillie 
Ellis  made  into  Mrs.  John  Seymour. 

Then  followed  the  approved  wedding  journey,  the  pro- 
gramme of  which  had  been  drawn  up  by  Lillie  herself, 
with  carte  blanche  from  John,  and  included  every  place 
where  a  bride's  new  toilets  could  be  seen  in  the  most  select 
fashionable  circles.  They  went  to  Niagara  and  Trenton, 
they  went  to  Newport  and  Saratoga,  to  the  White  Moun- 
tains and  Montreal;  and  Mrs.  John  Seymour  was  a  meteor 
of  fashionable  wonder  and  delight  at  all  these  places.  Her 
dresses  and  her  diamonds,  her  hats  nnd  her  bonnets,  were 
all  wonderful  to  behold.      The  atir   and  excitement  that 
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she  had  created  as  simple  Misa  Ellis  was  nothing  to  thi 
stir  and  excitement  about  Mis.   Jolm  Seymour.      It  wi 
the  mere  grub  compared  with  the  full-blown  butterfly, 
the  hud  compared  with  the  rose.      Wherever  she  appeal 
her    old  admirers   flocked    in   her  train.      The 
girls  were,    so  to  speak,   nowhere.      Marriage  was 
lease  of  power  and  splendor,  and  ehe  reveled  in  it  like  a 
humming- bird  in  the  sunHhine. 

And  was  John  equally  happy?  Well,  to  Bay  the  tnitli, 
John's  head  was  a  little  turned,  by  the  possession  of  this 
curious  and  manifold  creature,  that  fluttered  and  flapped 
her  wings  about  the  eyes  and  ears  of  his  understanding, 
and  appeared  before  him  every  day  in  some  new  device  of 
the  toilet,  fair  and  fresh;  smiling  and  bewitching,  kissing 
and  coaxing,  laughing  and  crying,  and  in  all  ways  bewil- 
dering him,  the  once  sober-minded  John,  till  he  scarce 
knew  whether  he  stood  on  his  head  or  his  heels.  Ho 
knew  that  this  sort  of  rattling,  scatter-brained  life  must 
come  to  an  end  some  time.  He  knew  there  was  a  sober, 
serious  life-work  for  him;  something  that  must  try  his 
mind  and  soul  and  strength,  and  that  would,  by  and  by, 
leave  him  neither  time  nor  strength  to  be  the  mere  wander- 
ing attachtS  of  a  gay  bird,  whose  string  he  held  in  hand, 
and  who  now  seemed  to  pull  him  hither  and  thither  at 
her  will. 

John  thought  of  all  these  things  at  intervals;  and  then, 
when  he  thought  of  the  quiet,  sober,  respectable  life  at 
Springdale,  of  the  good  old  staple  families,  with  their 
steady  ways,  — of  the  girls  in  hia  neighborhood  with  their 
reading  societies,  their  sewing-circles  for  the  poor,  their 
book  clubs  and  art  unions  for  practice  in  various  accom- 
plishments, —  he  thought,  with  apprehension,  that  there 
appeared  not  a  spark  of  interest  in  his  charmer's  mjnd  for 
anything  in  this  direction.  She  never  had  read  anything, 
—  knew  nothing  on  all   those  subjects  about  which  the 
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women  and  young  girls  in  his  circle  were  interesteii;  while 
ill  Sjiringilale  there  were  none  of  the  excitements  which 
maile  her  interested  in  life.  Hi-  could  not  help  perceiving 
that  Lillie's  live  himilrpd  particular  friends  were  niiistly  of 
the  other  sex,  and  wondering  whether  he  alone,  wlien  the 
matter  should  be  reduced  to  that,  could  make  njj  to  her 
for  all  her  retiniie  of  slaves. 

Like  most  good  hoys  who  grow  into  good  men,  John 
had  unlimited  faith  in  women.  Whatever  little  defects 
and  flaws  they  might  have,  still  at  heart  he  supposed  tiiey 
were  nil  of  the  same  substratum  aa  bis  mother  and  sister. 
The  moment  a  woman  was  married,  he  imagined  that  all 
the  lovely  domestic  graces  would  spring  up  in  her,  no 
matter  what  might  have  been  her  previous  disadvantages, 
merely  because  she  was  a  woman.  He  had  no  doubt  of 
the  usual  orthodox  oak-and-ivy  theory  in  relation  to  man 
and  woman ;  and  that  hia  wife,  when  he  got  one,  would 
be  the  clinging  ivy  that  would  hend  her  flexible  tijndrilB 
in  the  way  hie  strong  will  and  wisdom  directed.  Ho  had 
never,  perhaps,  seen,  in  southern  regions,  a  fine  tree  com- 
pletely smothered  and  killed  in  the  embraces  of  a  gay, 
flaunting  parasite,  and  so  receivetl  no  warning  from  vege- 
table analogies. 

Somehow  or  other,  he  was  persuaded,  he  should  grad- 
ually bring  his  wife  to  all  his  own  ways  of  thinking,  and 
nil  his  schemes  and  plans  and  opinions.  This  might,  he 
thought,  be  difficult,  were  she  one  of  the  pronounced, 
strong-minded  sort,  accustomed  to  thinking  and  judging 
for  herself.  Such  a  one,  he  could  easily  imagine,  there 
might  be  a  risk  in  encountering  in  the  close  intimacy  of 
domestic  life.  Even  in  his  dealings  with  bis  sister  he 
was  made  aware  of  a  force  of  character  and  a  vigor  of  intel- 
lect that  sometimes  made  the  carrying  of  liis  own  way  over 
bers  a  matter  of  some  difficulty.  Were  it  not  that  Grace 
was  tbe  best  of  women,  and  bet  ways  always  the  very  best 


S12 


PISK   AND   WHITE   TYIUNNY 


of  ways,  John  was  not  so  sure  but  that  she  might  prove 
n  little  too  masterful  for  him. 

But  this  lovely  bit  of  pink  and  white;  this  downy, 
gauzy,  airy  little  elf;  thia  oreatiire,  so  slim  and  slender 
and  imsubstantial,  —  surely  be  need  have  no  fear  that  he 
could  not  mould  and  control  and  manage  her)  Oh  no! 
He  imagined  her  melting,  like  a  moonbeam,  into  all  man- 
ner of  sweet  compliances,  becoming  an  image  and  reflec- 
tion of  bis  own  better  Belf;  and  repeated  to  himself  the 
lines  of  Wordsworth:  — 


A  spirit,  yet  s  womBn  ton,  — 

Her  housahuld  motiona  light  and  frei 

And  steps  of  virgin  libtrty. 

A  creature  not  too  bright  or  good 

For  human  nntnrfl'a  daily  food, 

FraisK,  blame,  luve,  kieees,  liurs,  antl 


John  fancied  he  saw  his  little  Lillie  subdued  into 
pattern  wife,  weaned  from  fashionable  follies,  eagerly  seek- 
ing mental  improvement  under  his  guidance,  and  joining 
him  and  Grace  in  all  eorta  of  edifying  works  and  ways. 
The  reader  may  see,  from  the  conversations  we  have  de- 
tailed, that  nothing  was  further  from  Lillie's  intentions 
than  any  such  conformity.  The  intentions  of  the  married 
pair,  in  fact,  ran  exactly  contrary  to  one  another.  John 
meant  to  bring  Lillie  to  a  sober,  rational,  useful  family 
life;  and  Lillie  meant  to  run  a  career  of  fashionable  dis- 
play, and  make  John  pay  for  it. 

Neither,  at  present,  stated  their  purposes  precisely  to 
the  other,  because  they  were  "  honeymooning. "  John, 
as  yet,  was  the  enraptured  lover;  and  Lillie  was  his  pink 
and  white  sultana,  —  his  alaolute  mistress,  her  word  was 
law,  and  his  will  was  hers.  ITow  the  case  was  ever  to  be 
reversed,  so  as  to  suit  the  terms  of  the  marriage  service. 
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John  did  not  precisely  inquire.     But  when  husband  and 
wife  start  iu  life  with  exactly  opposing  intentions,  which, 
think  you,  is  likely  to  conquer,  —  the  man  or 
That  is  a  very  nice  question,  and  deserves  further  consid- 
eration. 


CHAPTER   VI 


HONEYMOON,  AXD    AFTER 

We  left  Ml,  and  Mrs.  Jolm  Seymour  honeymooning. 
The  lioiieymcion,  dear  ladies,  is  suppoBed  to  he  the  period 
of  male  subjection.  The  youug  queen  is  enthroned;  and 
the  first  of  her  slaves  walka  obediently  in  ber  train,  carries 
her  fan,  her  patasol,  I'uns  on  hec  errands,  packs  her  trunk, 
writes  her  letters,  huys  her  anything  she  cries  for,  and  is 
ready  to  do  the  impossible  for  her,  on  every  suitable  occa- 

A  great  strong  man  sometimes  feela  awkwardly  when 
tliua  led  captive;  but  the  greatest,  strongest,  and  most 
boastful  often  go  most  obediently  under  woman-rule;  for 
which  see  Shakespeare,  concerning  Cleopatra  and  Julius 
CiBsar  and  Mark  Antony,  liut  then  all  kingdoms,  and 
all  sway,  and  all  authority  must  come  to  an  end.  Nothing 
lasts,  you  see.  The  plain  prose  of  life  must  have  its  turn, 
after  the  poetry  and  honeymoons  —  stretch  them  out  to 
their  utmost  limit  —  have  their  terminus.  So  at  the  end 
of  sis  weeks,  John  and  Lillie,  somewhat  dusty  and  travel- 
worn,  were  received  hy  Grace  into  the  old  family  mansion 
at  Springdale. 

Grace  hud  read  her  Bible  and  FiJn^lon  to  such  purpose 
that  she  had  accepted  her  cross  with  open  arms.  Dear 
reader,  Grace  was  not  a  severe,  angular,  old-maid  sister, 
ready  to  snarl  at  the  advent  of  a  young  beauty;  hut  an 
elegant  and  accomplished  woman,  with  a  wide  culture,  a 
trained  and  disciplined  mind,  a  charming  taste,  and  pol- 
ished manners,   and,  above  all,  a  thorough  self- understand- 
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ing  and  discipline.  Tliougli  past  tl  rty  si  e  still  had 
admirers  and  lovers;  yet  till  no  he  b  th  insensibly 
to  herself,  had  blocked  up  the  doon  ay  of  h  heart;  and 
the  perfectness  of  the  fraternal  fnendsh  p  hai  prevented 
the  wish  and  the  longing  by  wh  1  some  f  t  nate  man 
might  have  found  and  given  happ  n  s,  C  g  had  re- 
sol  veil  she  would  love  her  new  aieter ;  that  she  would  look 
upon  all  her  past  faults  and  errors  with  eyes  of  indulgence; 
that  she  would  put  out  of  her  head  every  atory  she  over 
had  heard  against  her,  and  unite  with  her  brother  to  make 
Ler  lot  a  happy  one. 

"John  is  so  good  a  man,"  she  said  to  Miss  Letitia  Fer- 
guson, "that  I  am  sure  Lillie  cannot  but  become  a  good 
woman." 

So  Grace  adorned  the  wedding  with  her  presence,  in  an 
elegant  Parisian  dress,  ordered  for  the  occasion,  and  pre- 
sented the  young  bride  with  a  set  of  pearl  and  amethyst 
that  was  perfectly  bewitching,  and  kisses  and  notes  of 
afl'ectioB  had  been  exchanged  between  tliera;  and  during 
various  intervals,  and  for  weeks  past,  Grace  had  been  plea- 
santly employed  in  preparing  the  family  mansion  to  receive 
the  new  mistress. 

John's  bachelor  apartments  had  been  new  furnished 
and  furbished,  and  made  iuto  a  perfect  bower  of  roses. 
The  rest  of  the  house,  after  the  nsiial  household  process  of 
purification,  had  been  rearranged,  as  John  and  his  sister 
had  always  kept  it  since  their  mother's  death  in  the  way 
that  she  loved  to  see  it.  There  was  something  quaint  and 
sweet  and  antique  about  it  that  suited  Grace.  Its  iittfasb- 
ionable  diiference  from  the  smart,  fiippant,  stereotyped 
rooms  of  to-day  had  a  charm  in  her  eyes. 

Lillie,  however,  surveyed  the  scene,  the  first  night  that 
she  took  possession,  with  a  quiet  determination  to  le- 
modernize  on  the  very  earliest  opportunity.  What  would 
Mrs,    Frippit  and  Mrs.    Nippit   say   to  such   rooms,    she 
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thought.  But  then  there  was  time  enough  to  attend  to-l 
that.  Not  a  shade  of  these  internal  reflections  was  visiljle  J 
in  her  manner.  She  said,  "Oh,  how  sweet!  How  per-l 
fectly  iihiirmingl  How  spleniiid!"  in  all  proper  places,  f 
and  John  was  delighted.  She  also  fell  into  the  ai 
Grace,  and  kissed  her  with  effusion ;  and  John  saw  thef 
eisterly  union,  which  be  had  anticipated,  auBpiciouBly  c 
raeucing. 

The  only  trouble  in  Grace's  mind  was  from  a  terrible  "J 
sort  of  clairvoyance  that  seema  to  beset  very  sincere  people,, 
and  niakea  them  sensitive  to  the  presence  of  anythingJ 
unreal  or  untrue.  Fair  and  soft  and  caressing  ai 
new  sister  was,  and  determined  as  Grace  was  to  belie 
her,  and  trust  her,  and  like  her,  she  found  an  invisible,  I 
chilly  barrier  between  her  heart  and  Lillie.  She  scoldedj 
herself  and,  in  the  effort  to  confide,  became  unnaturally  I 
demonstrative,  and  said  and  did  more  than  was  liei 
to  show  affection;  and  jet,  to  her  own  mortification,  eha-M 
found  herself,  after  all,  seeming  to  herself  to  be  hypocriti-  P 
cal,  and  professing  more  than  she  felt. 

As  to  the  fait  Lillie,  who,  as  we  have  remarked,  i 
fool,  she  took  tHe  measure  of  her  new  sister  with  thst] 
instinctive  knowledge  of  character  which  ia  the  essei 
womanhood.  Lillie  was  not  in  love  (vitb  John,  because  I 
that  was  an  experience  ahe  was  not  capable  of.  But  she  J 
had  married  him,  and  now  considered  him  as  her  property,  . 
her  subject, — hers,  with  an  intensity  of  ownership  that  J 
should  shut  out  all  former  proprietors. 

We  have  heard  much  t«lk,  of  late,  concerning  the  bus-  J 
band's  ownership  of  the  wife.  But,  dear  ladies,  ia  that  1 
any  more  pronounced  a  fact  than  every  wife's  ownership  I 
of  her  husband  1 — an  ownership  so  intense  and  pervading  I 
that  it  may  be  said  to  be  the  controlling  nerve  of  w 
hood.  Let  any  one  touch  your  right  to  the  first  place  in 
your  husband's  regard,  and  see! 
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AVell,  then,  Lillie  saw  at  e,  glance  just  what  Grace  was, 
and  what  her  influence  with  hor  brother  must  be;  and  also 
that,  in  order  to  live  the  life  she  meditated,  John  must  act 
under  her  sway,  and  not  under  his  sister's;  and  so  the 
resolve  had  gone  forth,  in  her  mind,  that  Grace's  dominion 
in  the  family  should  come  to  an  end,  and  that  she  ivould, 
9B  sole  empreas,  recoDstruct  the  state.  But,  of  course,  she 
was  too  wise  to  say  a  word  about  it. 

"Dear  me!"  she  said,  the  next  morning,  when  Grace 
proposed  showing  her  through  the  house  and  deUveting  u]> 
the  keys,  "I'm  sure  I  don't  see  why  you  want  to  show 
things  to  me.  I  'm  nothing  of  a  housekeeper,  you  know; 
all  I  know  is  what  I  want,  and  I  've  always  had  what  I 
wanted,  you  know ;  but,  you  see,  I  have  n't  the  least  idea 
how  it's  to  be  done.  Why,  at  home  I've  been  every- 
body's baby.  Mamma  laughs  at  the  idea  of  my  knowing 
anything.  So,  Grace  dear,  you  must  just  be  prime  minis- 
ter; and  I  'I!  be  the  good'for'nothing  queen,  and  just  sign 
the  papers,  and  all  that,  you  know." 

Griice  found,  the  first  week,  that  to  be  housekeeper  to 
a  youug  duchess,  in  an  American  village  and  with  American 
servants,  was  no  sinecure.  The  young  mistress,  the  next 
week,  tumbled  into  the  wash  an  amount  of  muslin  and  lace 
and  Prench  puffing  and  iluting  sufficient  to  employ  two 
artists  for  two  or  throe  days,  and  by  which  honest  Bridget, 
as  she  stood  at  her  family  wash-tub,  was  sorely  perplexed. 
But  in  America  no  woman  ever  dies  for  want  of  Bpeaking 
her  mind;  and  the  lower  orders  have  their  turn  in  teaching 
the  catechism  to  their  superiors,  which  they  do  with  an 
effectiveness  that  does  credit  to  democracy. 

"And  would  ye  be  plased  to  step  here,  Miss  Saymour," 
said  Bridget  to  Grace  in  a  voice  of  suppressed  emotion, 
and  pointing  oratorically,  with  her  soapy  right  arm,  to  a 
snow-wreath  of  French  finery  and  puliing  on  tJie  floor. 
"What  I  asks,   Mias  Grace,   ia,    Who  is  to  do  all  this] 


318 


PINE   AND   WHITE  TYRANNY 


I  'm  8T1TB  it  woulil  take  me  and  Katy  a  week,  workin'  day 
and  niglit,  let  aloae  the  cookin'  and  tlie  silyei  and  the 
beds,  and  all  them.  It  'a  a  pity,  now,  somebody  shouldn't 
spake  to  that  young  crather;  fur  she  'a  nothin'  but  a  baby, 
and  likely  don't  know  anything,  as  ladies  mostly  don't, 
about  what's  right  and  proper."  Bridget's  Christian 
charity  and  condescension  in  this  last  sentence  was  some 
mitigation  of  the  crisis;  but  still  Grace  was  appalled.  We 
all  of  us,  my  dear  sistera,  have  stood  appalled  at  the  tri- 
bunal of  good  Bridgets  rising  in  their  majesty  and  declar- 
ing their  ultimatum. 

Bridget  was  a  treasure  in  the  town  of  Springdale,  where 
servants  were  scarce  and  poor;  and,  what  was  more,  she 
was  a  treasure  that  know  her  own  worth.  Grace  knew 
very  well  how  she  had  been  beset  with  applications  and 
offers  of  higher  wages  to  draw  her  to  various  hotels  and 
boarding-houses  in  the  vicinity,  but  had  preferred  the 
comparative  dignity  and  tranquillity  of  a  private  gentle- 
man's family.  But  the  family  had  been  small,  orderly, 
and  systematic,  and  Grace  the  most  considerate  of  house- 
keepers. Still,  it  was  not  to  he  denied  that,  though  an 
indulgent  and  considerate  mistress,  Bridget  was,  in  fact, 
mistress  of  the  Seymour  mansion,  and  that  her  mind  and 
will  concerning  the  washing  must  be  made  known  to  the 
young  queen. 

It  was  a  sore  trial  to  speak  to  Lillie ;  but  it  would  be 
sorer  to  be  left  at  once  desolate  in  the  kitchen  depurtment, 

d       p  sed  t     th    mar     d    g  m      ds  of  unskilled  Hiher- 
I      th     m    t    d  1     t  y     Grace    made    Lillie 

q        t  d  w  th  th     d         t  as,   in  old  times,   a 

p  mtmglth  Ito  one  of  the  Charleses 

th       m      t  and  [     te  t    f  tl     House  of  Commons, 

Oh.  I  ra  sure  I  Ion  t  know  luw  it's  to  be  done," 
said  Lillie  gayly.  "Mamma  always  got  my  things  done 
somehow.      They  always  were  done,  and  always  must  be; 
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you  just  tell  her  so,  I  think  it 's  always  liest  to  be  de- 
cided with  servants.      Face  'em  down  in  the  beginning." 

"  But  you  see,  Lillie  dear,  it 's  almost  impossible  to  get 
servants  at  all  in  Springdale;  and  such  Geiranta  as  oure 
everybody  aays  are  an  exception.  If  we  talk  to  Bridget 
in  that  way,  she'll  just  go  ofi'  and  leave  us;  and  then 
what  shall  we  dol" 

"  What  in  the  world  does  John  want  to  live  in  euch  a 
place  for!"  said  Lillie  peevishly,  "There  are  plenty  of 
servants  to  be  got  in  New  York;  and  that 's  the  only  place 
lit  to  live  in.  Well,  it  'a  no  affair  of  mine !  Toll  John 
he  married  me,  and  must  take  care  of  me.  He  must  settle 
it  some  way;  I  sha'n't  trouble  my  head  about  it." 

The  idea  of  living  in  New  York,  and  uprooting  the  old, 
time-honered  establishment  in  Springdale,  struck  Gmce  as 
a  sort  of  sacrilege;  yet  she  could  uot  help  feeling,  with  a 
kind  of  fear,  that  the  young  mistress  had  power  to  do  it. 
"Don't,  darling,  talk  so,  for  pity's  sake,"  she  said.  "I 
will  go  to  John,  and  we  will  arrange  it  somehow." 

A  long  consultation  with  faithful  John,  in  the  evening, 
revealed  to  him  the  perplexing  nature  of  the  material  pro- 
cesses necessary  to  get  up  bis  fair  puff  of  thistle-down  in 
all  that  wonderful  whiteness  and  fancifulness  of  costume 
which  had  so  entranced  him.  Lillie  cried,  and  said  she 
never  bad  any  trouble  before  about  "getting  her  things 
done."  She  was  sure  mamma  or  Trixie  or  somebody  did 
them,  or  got  them  done,  —she  never  knew  how  or  when, 
"With  many  tears  and  sobs,  she  protested  her  ardent  desire 
to  realize  the  Scriptural  idea  of  the  fowls  of  the  air  and 
the  Uliea  of  the  field,  which  were  fed  and  clothed,  "like 
Solomon  in  all  his  glory,"  without  ever  giving  a  moment's 
care  to  the  matter. 

John  kissed  and  embraced,  and  wiped  away  her  tears, 
and  declared  she  should  have  everything  just  as  she  desired 
it,  if  it  took  the  half  of  his  kingdom.     After  consoling  his 
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fair  one,  he  burst  into  Grace's  room  in  the  evening,  jnf 
at  the  hour  when  they  iiseil  to  have  their  oSd  brotherly^ 
and  Eisterly  conhtlential  talks. 

"You  see,  Grace,  — poor  Lillie,  dear  little  thing, — yoa'V 
don't  know  how  diBtreBsed  she  is;    and,    Grace,  we  i 
find  somebody  to  do  up  all  her  fol-de-rola  and  fizgigs  foJ 
hei,  you  know.      You  Bee,  she  's  been  used  to  this  kindfl 
of  thing;  can't  do  without  it." 

"Well,  I  'U  try  to-morrow,  John,"  said  Grace  patienUy.  1 
"There  is  Mrs,  Athina,  —she  is  a  very  n 

"Ob,  exactly!  jiiat  the  thing,"  said  John.  "Yea,rJ 
we  '11  get  her  to  take  all  Lillie's  things  every  week.  Thafcf 
settles  it. " 

"Do  you  know,  John,  at  the  prices  that  Mrs,  Atkins  I 
asks,  you  will  liave  t-o  pay  more  than  for  all  your  family* 
service  together?  What  we  have  this  week  would  bftl 
twenty  doliars,  at  the  least  coniimtation ;  and  it  is  wortlL 
it,  too,  — the  work  of  getting  up  is  bo  elaborate." 

John  opened  Ida  eyes  and  looked  grave.  Like  allfl 
stable  New  England  families,  the  SeymouiB,  while  theyj 
practiced  the  broadest  liberality,  had  instiucts  of  great| 
Bobriety  in  e.^pense.  Needless  i)rofusiou  shocked  thei 
out  of  taste;  and  a  quiet  and  decent  reticence  in  niatters'l 
of  self-indulgence  was  habitual  with  them.  Such  t 
for  the  line  linen  of  his  little  angel  rather  staggered  himt-fl 
but  he  gulped  it  down. 

"Well,  well,  Gracie,"  he  said,  "cost  what  it  may,  she  ' 
must  have  it  aa  she  likes  it.      The  little  creature,  you  see, 
has  never  been  accustomed  to  calculftte  or  reflect  in  these 
matters ;  and  it  is  trial  enough  to  come  down  to  our  stupid 
way  of  living,  — so  different,  you  know,  from  the  gay  lif«J 
she  has  been  leading." 

Miss  Seymour's  saintship  was  somewhat  rudely  tested! 
by  this  remark.      That  anybody  should  think  it  a  Bacrifice 
to  be  John's  wife,  and  a  trial  to  accept  the  homestead  atl 
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Springdak,  with  all  its  tranquillity  and  comforts,  —  that 
John,  under  her  influeDce,  should  speak  of  the  Springdale 
life  as  stupid,  —  was  a  little  drop  too  much  in  her  cup, 
A  bright  streak  appeared  in  either  cheek  as  she  said:  — 

"Well,  John,  I  never  knew  you  found  Springdale  stupid 
before.  I'm  sure,  we  Aaue  been  happy  here,"  —  and  her 
voice  quavered. 

"Pshaw,  Gracie!  you  know  what  I  mean.  I  don't 
mean  that  /  find  it  stupid.  I  don't  lilte  the  kind  of  rattle- 
brained life  we  've  been  leading  this  sis  weeks.  But 
then,  it  just  suits  Lillie;  and  it  'b  so  sweet  and  patient  of 
her  to  come  here  and  give  it  all  up,  and  say  not  a  word  of 
regret;  and  then,  you  see,  I  shuU  be  juat  up  to  my  ears 
in  business  now,  and  can't  give  up  all  my  time  to  her,  as 
I  have.  There  's  ever  so  much  law  business  coming  on, 
and  all  the  factory  matters  at  Spiudlewood;  and  I  can  see 
that  Lillie  will  have  rather  a  hard  time  of  it.  You  must 
devote  yourself  to  her,  Gracie,  like  a  dear,  good  sou],  as 
you  always  were,  and  try  to  get  her  interested  in  our  kind 
of  life.  Of  course,  all  out  set  will  call,  and  that  will  he 
something;  and  then  —  there  will  he  some  invitations 
out. " 

"Oh  yea,  John!  we'll  manage  it,"  said  Grace,  who 
had  by  this  time  swallowed  her  anger,  and  shouldered  her 
cross  once  more  with  a  womanly  perseverance.  "Oh  yea! 
the  Fergusons  and  the  Wileoxea  and  the  Lennoxes  will 
all  call;  and  we  shall  have  picnics  and  lawn  teas  and 
musicals  and  parties." 

"Yes,  yes,  I  see,"  said  John.  "Gracie,  isn't  she  a 
dear  little  thing  1  Didn't  she  look  cunning  in  that  white 
wrapper  this  morning?  How  do  women  do  those  things'! 
I  wonder,"  said  John,  "Don't  you  think  her  manners 
are  lovely ! " 

"They  are  very  sweet,  and  she  is  charmingly  pretty," 
said  Grace,  "and  I  love  her  dearly." 
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"  And  m  affectionate !  Don't  you  think  so  J  "  continued 
John.  "  Sho  'a  a  person  that  you  can  do  anything  with 
through  her  heart.  She  'a  all  heart  and  very  little  head. 
I  ought  not  to  say  that,  either.  I  think  she  has  fair 
natural  abilities,  had  they  ever  Ijeen  cultivated. " 

"My  dear  John,"  snid  Grace,  "you  forget  what  time  it 
is.      Good-night  I" 


CHAn^EE.  vn 


B  you  going  out  again  to 
i  1  Tliey  are  all  asking 
,v  two  montliB  since  tliey 


"John,"  aaid  Grac*,  "when 
our  Sunday-school  at  Spinil!ew< 
after  you.  Do  you  know  it  is  n 
have  seen  you  1 " 

"I  know   it,"   said    John.      "I    am    going   to-n 
You  Bee,  Gracie,  I  couldn't  well  before." 

"Oh!  I  have  told  them  all  about  it,  and  I  have  kept 
things  up;  but  then  there  are  so  many  who  want  to  see 
you,  and  so  many  things  that  you  alone  could  settle  and 
manage. " 

"Oh  yes!  I'll  go  to-morrow,"  said  John.  "And  after 
this,  I  shall  he  steady  at  it.  I  wonder  if  we  could  get 
Lillie  to  go,"  said  he  doubtfully. 

Grace  did  not  answer.  Lillie  was  a  subject  on  which  it 
was  always  embarrassing  to  her  to  be  appealed  to.  She 
was  80  afraid  of  appearing  jealous  or  unappreeiative;  and 
her  opinions  were  so  different  from  those  of  her  brother 
that  it  was  rather  difficult  to  say  anything, 

"Do  you  think  she  would  like  it,  Grace?" 

"Indeed,  John,  you  must  know  bettor  than  I.  If  any- 
body could  make  her  take  an  interest  in  it,  it  would  be 
you." 

Before  his  marriage,  John  had  always  had  the  idea  that 
pretty,  affectionate  little  women  were  religious  and  self- 
denying  at  heart,  as  matters  of  course.  No  matter  through 
what  labyrinths  of  fashionable  follies  and  dissipation  they 
had  been  wandering,  still  a  talent  for  saintship  was  lying 
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dormant  in  their  natures,  which  it  needed  only  the  tom^ 
of  love  to  develop.      The  wings  of  the  angel  were  alwaj^ 
concealed  imiler   the  fashionable  attire  of  the  belle,   an^ 
would  unfolil  themselves  when  the  hour  eamo.      A  near 
acquaintance  with  Lillie,  he  was  forced  to  confess,  had  n 
so  far,  confirmed  this  idea.      Though  hers  was  a  face  i 
fair  and  piu-e  that,  when  he  first  knew  her,  it  eugg 
ideas  of  prayer,  and  communion  with  angela,  yet  he 
not  disguise  from  himself  that,   in  all  near  acquaintan 
with  her,  she  had  proved  to  be  most  remarkably  "of  th< 
earth,  earthy."     She  was  alive  and  fervent  about  fnshioi 
able  gossip,  —  of  who  is  who,   and  what  does  what ; 
was  alive  to  equipages,  to  dress,   to  sight-seeing,   to  dai 
cing,  to  anything  of  which  the  whole  stimulus  and  excite 
ment  was  earthly  and  physical.      At  times,  too,  lie 
bered  that  she  had  talked  a  sort  of  pensive  sontimentalis: 
of  a  slightly  religious  nature;  hut  the  least  idea  of  a 
purpose  in  life  ■ —  of  self-denial,  and  devotion  to  somethin 
higher  than  immediate  self-gratification  —  seemett  never  t 
have  entered  her  head.      What  is  more,  John  had  found? 
hia  attempts  to  introduce  such  topics  with  her  always  i 
successful.      Lillie  either  gaped  in  bis  face  and  asked  him 
what  time    it  waa,   or  playfully  pulled  his  whiskers   and 
asked  him  why  he  did  n't  take  to  the  ministry,  or  adroitly 
turned  the  conversation  with  kissing  ant!  compliments. 

Sunday  morning  came,  shining  down  gloriously  through 
the  dewy  elm  arches  of  Springdale.  The  green  turf  on 
either  side  of  the  wide  streets  was  mottled  and  flecked 
with  vivid  flashes  and  glimmers  of  emerald,  like  the  sheen 
of  a  changeable  silk,  as  here  and  there  long  arrows  of 
sunlight  darted  down  through  the  leaves  and  touched  the 
ground.  The  gardens  between  the  great  shady  houses  that 
flanked  the  street  were  full  of  tall  white  and  crimson 
phloxes  in  all  the  majesty  of  their  summer  bloom,  and  the 
air  was  filled  with  fragrance;  and  Lillie,  after  a  two  hours' 
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toikt,  eamo  forth  from  her  chamber  fresh  and  lovely  as 
the  bride  in  the  Canticles.  "Thou  art  all  fair,  inj  love; 
there  ia  no  epot  in  thee."  She  was  killingly  di^asgi 
the  rural- simplicity  style.  Ail  her  robes  and  aaahes  w 
of  purest  irhite ;  and  u  knot  of  tield  daisies  and  grasses, 
with  French  dewdrops  on  them,  twinkled  in  an  inHnitesi- 
mal  bonnet  on  her  little  head,  and  her  hair  was  all  craped 
into  a  lilmy  golden  aureole  round  her  fac«.  In  short,  dear 
reader,  she  was  a  perfectly  got-up  angel,  and  wanted  only 
some  tulle  clouda  and  uu  opening  heaven  to  have  gone  up 

once,  aa  similar  ougela  do  from  the  Parisian  stage, 

"You  like  me,  don't  you  I"  she  said,  as  she  saw  the 
delight  in  John's  eyes. 

John  was  tempted  to  lay  hold  of  hia  plaything. 

"Don't,  now,  — yon  '11  crumple  me,"  she  said,  fighting 
him  off  with  a  dainty  parasol.  "Positively,  you  sha'n't 
touch  me  till  after  church." 

John  laid  the  little  white  hand  on  his  arm  with  pride, 
and  looked  down  at  her  over  his  shoulder  all  the  way  to 
church.  Ho  felt  proud  of  her.  They  would  look  at  her, 
see  how  pretty  she  was,  he  thought.  And  so  they 
did.  Lillie  had  been  used  to  admiration  in  church.  It 
one  of  her  flelda  of  triumph.  She  had  received  com- 
phments  on  her  toilet  even  from  young  clergymen,  who, 
1  the  course  of  their  preaching  and  praying,  found  leisure 
to  observe  the  beauties  of  nature  and  grace  in  their  con- 
gregation. She  had  been  quite  used  to  knowing  of  young 
mea  who  got  good  seats  in  cluirch  simply  for  the  purpose 
of  seeing  her;  consequently,  going  to  church  had  not  the 
moral  advantages  for  her  that  it  has  for  people  who  go 
mply  to  pray  and  be  instructed.      John  saw  the  turning 

heads,  and  the  little  movements  and  whispers  of  admi- 
ration; and  hia  heart  was  glad  within  him.  The  thought 
of  her  mingled  with  prayer  and  hymn;  even  when  he 
closed  hia  eyes  and  bowed  his  head,  she  was  there.      Per- 
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Iiftps  this  was  not  exactly  aa  it  sliould  be ;  yet  let  us  hope' 
the  angels  look  tenderly  down  on  the  sins  of  too  much 
love.  John  felt  as  if  he  would  be  glad  of  a  chance  to  diftj 
for  her;  and  when  be  thought  of  her  in  hia  prayers,  it 
waa  because  he  loved  her  better  than  himself, 

Aa  to  Lillie,  there  was  an  extraordiniiry  sympathy  at 
sentiment  between  them  at  that  moment.  John  was  think- 
ing only  of  her;  and  she  waa  thinking  only  of  herself,  aa 
was  her  usual  habit,  —  herself,  the  one  object  of  her  life, 
the  one  idol  of  her  love.  Not  that  she  knew,  in  so  many 
words,  that  she,  the  little,  frail  bit  of  dust  and  ashes  that 
she  was,  was  her  own  idol,  and  that  she  appeared  before 
her  Maker,  in  those  solemn  walls,  to  draw  to  herself  the 
homage  and  the  attention  that  waa  due  to  God  alone;  but 
yet  it  was  true  that,  for  years  and  years,  Lillie'a  uncon- 
fesaed  yet  only  motive  for  appearing  in  church  had  been 
the  display  of  herself  and  the  winning  of  admiration. 

But  is  she  so  much  woi'se  tliau  others  1  —  than  the 
clergyman  who  uses  the  pulpit  and  the  sacred  office  to 
show  off  his  talents  1  ^ than  the  singers  who  sing  God's 
praisea  to  show  their  voices,  — who  intone  the  agonies  of 
their  Redeemer,  or  the  glories  of  the  Te  Deum,  confident 
of  the  comments  of  the  newspaper  press  on  their  perform- 
ance the  next  week!  !No:  Lillie  may  be  a  little  ainner, 
but  not  above  others  in  this  matter. 

"Lillie,"  said  John  to  her  after  dinner,  assuming  a  care- 
less, matter-ot-courBO  air,  "would  you  like  to  drive  with 
me  over  to  Spintllewood  and  see  my  Sunday-school  1 " 

"  Your  Sunday- school,  Johnl  Why,  bless  me!  do  i/ou 
teach  Sunday-school  1  " 

"Certainly  I  do.  Grace  and  I  have  a  school  of  two 
hundred  children  and  young  people  belonging  to  our  facto- 
ries.     I  am  superintendent." 

"I  never  did  liear  of  anything  so  odd!"  said  Lillie. 
"  Wiat  in  the  worltl  can  you  want  to  take  all  that  trouble 
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[  for,  —  go  basking  over  tliere  in  the  hot  Bun,  and  be  shut 

p  with  B.  room  full  of  those  ill -smelling  factory  people? 

I  Why,  I  'm  sure  it  can't  be  your  duty !     I  would  n't  do  it 

for  the  world.     Nothing  would  tempt  me.     Why,  gracious, 

John,  you  might  catch  smallpox  or  somBthing!  " 

"Pooh I  Lillie,  child,  you  don't  know  anything  about 
them.  They  are  just  as  cleanly  and  respectable  aa  any- 
body." 

"Oh,  Weill  tbey  may  be.  But  these  Irish  and  Ger- 
mans and  tjwedea  and  Danes,  and  all  that  low  class,  do 
smell  so, —you  needn't  tell  me,  now!  —  that  working- 
class  smell  is  a  thing  that  can't  be  disguised." 

"But,  Lillie,  these  are  our  people.  They  are  the  la- 
borers from  whose  toil  our  wealth  comes;  and  we  owe  them 
something. " 

"Well!  you  pay  them  something,  don't  yaal  " 

"1  mean  morally.  We  owe  our  efforts  to  jiistmct  tbeir 
children,  imd  to  elevate  and  guide  them.  Lillie,  I  feel 
that  it  ia  wrong  for  us  to  ubu  wealth  merely  as  a  means  of 
self -gratification.  We  ought  to  labor  for  those  who  labor 
for  us.  We  ought  to  deny  ourselves,  and  make  some 
sftcrifices  of  ease  for  their  good." 

"You  dear  old  preachy  creature  I"  said  Lillie.  "How 
good  you  must  be!  But,  really,  I  haven't  the  smallest 
vocation  to  be  a  missionary,  —  not  the  smallest.  I  can't 
think  of  anything  that  would  induce  me  to  take  a  long, 
hot  ride  in  the  sun,  and  to  sit  in  that  stived-up  room 
with  those  common  creatures." 

John  looked  grave,  "Lillie,"  he  said,  y  h  uldn  t 
speak  of  any  of  your  fellow  beings  in  that  h      tl       w  y 

"Well,  now,  if  you  are  going  to  scold  m  I  m  ur  I 
don't  want  to  go.  I'm  sure,  if  everybody  fh  t  tay  at 
home,    and   has    comfortable    times,    Sund  y  t     1     f 

going  out  on  miasiona,  is  heartless,  there  g    d  ra     y 

heartless  people  in  the  world." 
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"I  beg  your  pardon,  my  darling.  I  didn't  mean,  dear, 
that  you  were  Iieartlesa,  but  that  what  you  eaid  sounded 
BO.  I  knew  you  didn't  really  mean  it,  I  didn't  ask 
you,  dear,  to  go  to  work,  —  only  to  be  company  for  me. " 

"And  I  ask  you  to  atay  at  home,  and  be  company  for 
me.  I  'm  sure  it  is  lonesome  enough  here,  and  you  are  off 
on  business  almost  all  your  days;  and  you  might  stay  with 
me  Sundays.  You  could  hire  some  poor,  pious  young 
man  to  do  all  the  work  over  there.  There  are  plenty  of 
them,  dear  knows,  that  it  would  he  a  real  charity  to  help, 
and  that  could  preach  and  pray  better  thi 
know.  I  don't  think  a  man  that  is  busy  all  the  week  ought 
to  work  Sundays.      It  ia  breaking  the  Sabbath." 

"But,  Lillie,  I  am  interested  in  my  Sunday-school 
know  all  my  people,  and  they  know  me;  and  no  one  eUvj 
in  the  world  could  do  for  them  what  I  could." 

"WoU,  I  should  think  you  might  be  interested 
nobody  else  can  do  for  me  what  you  can,  and  I  want  y\ 
to  stay  with  me.     That  'b  just  the  way  with  you  i 
don't  care  anything  about  us  after  you  get  us." 

"Now,  Lillie,  darling,  you  know  that  isn't  so. 

"It's  just  so.  You  care  more  for  your  old  missionary 
work,  now,  than  you  do  for  me.  I  'ra  sure  I  never  knew 
that  I  'd  married  a  home  missionary." 

"Darling,  please,  now,  don't  hmgh  at  me,  and  try  to 
make  me  selfish  and  worldly.  You  have  such  power  over 
me,  you  ought  to  be  my  inspiration." 

"I  '11  be  your  common  sense,  John.  When  you  get  on 
stilts,  and  run  benevolence  into  the  ground,  I  'il  pull  you 
down.  Now,  I  know  it  must  bo  had  for  a  man,  that  has 
as  much  as  you  do  to  occupy  his  mind  all  the  week,  to  go 
out  and  work  Sundays;  and  it's  foolish,  when  you  could 
perfectly  well  hire  somebody  else  to  do  it,  and  stay  at 
home,  and  have  a  good  time." 

"But,  Lillie,  I  need  it  myself." 


ip, 
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"Need  it,  - 

"To  keep  me  from  becoming  a  mere  selfish,  worldly 
man,  and  living  for  raerB  muttirial  good  and  pleasure." 

"Yon  dear  old  Don  Quixote  I  Well,  you  are  altogether 
in  the  clouda  above  me.  I  can't  understand  a  word  of  all 
that." 

"Well,  good-by,  darling,"  said  John,  kissing  her,  and 
hastening  out  of  the  room,  to  cut  short  the  interview. 

Milton  baa  described  the  peculiar  infiuence  of  woman 
over  man,  in  lowering  Lis  moral  tone,  and  bringing  him 
down  to  what  he  considered  the  peculiarly  womanly  level, 
"  You  women, "  he  said  to  his  wife,  when  she  tried  to  induce 
him  to  seek  favors  at  court  by  some  concession  of  principle, 
—  "you  women  never  care  for  anything  but  to  be  fine,  and 
to  ride  in  your  coaches,"  In  Father  Adam's  description 
of  the  original  Eve,  he  eaye ;  — 

"AU  higher  knawledgo  in  her  presence  falls 
Degraded  ;  wisdom,  in  dlseoorst  witli  her, 
Loses,  diacouulennnved,  and  like  tolly  sbona." 
Something  like  this  effect  was  always  produced  on 
John's  mind  when  he  tried  to  settle  questions  relating  to 
his  higher  nature  with  Lillie.  lie  seemed,  somehow, 
always  to  get  the  worst  of  it.  All  her  womimly  graces 
and  fasciuatioua,  so  powerful  over  tiis  senses  and  imagina- 
tion, arrayed  themselves  formidably  against  him,  and  for 
the  time  seemed  to  strike  him  dumb.  What  he  believed, 
and  believed  with  enthusiasia,  when  he  was  alone  or  with 
Grace,  seemed  to  drizzle  away,  and  be  belittled,  when  he 
undertook  to  convince  her  of  it.  Lest  John  should  be 
called  a  mufl'  and  a  spoon  for  this  peculiarity,  we  cite  once 
more  the  high  authority  aforesaid,  where  Milton  makes 
poor  Adam  tell  the  angel :  — 

"  Yet  when  I  appronuh 
Her  lavfllineas,  eo  absolute  tbt  aeema 

irself  toniplete,  to  vtbII  Id  know 
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John  went  out  from  Lillie's  presence  rather  humbled 
and  overcrowed.  When  the  woman  that  a  man  loves 
laughs  at  his  moral  enthusiasms,  it  is  like  a  black  frost  on 
the  delicate  tips  of  budding  trees.  It  is  uphill  work,  as 
we  all  know,  to  battle  with  indolence  and  selfishness  and 
self-seeking  and  hard-hearted  worldliness.  Then  the  high- 
est and  holiest  part  of  our  nature  haa  a  bashfulness  of  its 
own.  It  ia  a  heavenly  stranger,  and  easily  shamed.  A 
nimble- tongue d,  skillful  woman  can  so  easily  show  the 
ridiculous  side  of  what  seemed  heroism ;  and  what  is  called 
common  sense,  so  generally,  ia  only  some  neatly  put  phase 
of  selfiHlinesa.  Poor  John  needed  the  angel  at  his  elbow, 
to  give  him  the  caution  which  he  is  represented  as  giving 
to  Father  Adam:  — 

"  What  transports  thea  bo  7 
An  outside  7  — fsir,  nd  doubt,  and  wortbj  well 
Thy  eherisliing,  thy  honor,  and  thy  love. 
Not  Uiy  subjectiou.     Weigh  her  with  thyself, 
Then  valuB.    Oft-limes  nothing  proflls  more 
Thau  aelf-eatBem,  (pounded  on  juat  and  right 
Well  managed:  of  that  skill  the  mora  Itaou  knowegt, 
The  more  she  will  acknowledge  thee  her  head, 
And  to  realities  yield  all  her  Khaws." 

But  John  had  no  angel  at  his  elbow.  He  was  a  fellow 
with  a  great  heart,  — good  as  gold,  — with  upward  aspira- 
tiouB,  hut  with  slow  speech;  and  when  not  sympathized 
with,  he  became  confused  and  incoherent,  and  even  dumb. 
So  bis  only  way  with  his  little  piuk  and  white  empress 
was  immediate  and  precipitate  flight. 

Lillie  ran  to  the  window  when  he  was  gone,  and  saw 
him  and  Grace  get  into  the  carriage  together;  and  then  she 
saw  them  drive  to  the  old  Ferguson  house,  and  Eose  Fer- 
guson came  out  and  got  in  with  them,  "Well,"  she  said 
to  herself,  "he  sha'n't  do  that  many  times  more,  — I  'm 
resolved. " 

No,  she  did  not  say  it.  It  would  be  well  for  us  all  if 
we  did  put  into  words,  plain  and  explicit,  many  instinctive 
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resolves  and  purposes  that  arise  in  owt  hearts,  and  which, 
for  want  of  being  ho  espreaaed,  inHueiite  us  undetoctcil  and 
unchallenged.  If  we  would  say  out  boldJy,  "I  don't  cnre 
for  right  or  wrong,  or  good  or  evil,  or  anybody's  rights  or 
anylKidy's  happiness,  or  the  general  good,  or  God  hiniself, 

—  all  I  care  for,  or  feel  the  least  interest  in,  is  to  have  a 
good  time  myself,  and  I  mean  tu  do  it,  come  what  may," 

—  we  should  be  only  expressing  a  feeling  which  often  lies 
in  the  dark  back  room  of  the  human  heart;  and  saying  it 
might  alarm  us  from  the  drugged  sleep  of  life.  It  might 
rouse  us  to  shake  off  the  alow,  creeping  paraiysia  of  selfiah- 
nesa  and  sin  before  it  is  forever  too  late. 

But  Lillie  was  a  creature  who  had  lost  the  power  of  self- 
knowledge.  She  was,  iny  dear  air,  what  you  suppose  the 
true  woman  to  be, — a  bundle  of  blind  instincts;  and 
among  these  the  strongest  was  that  of  property  in  her  hus- 
band, and  power  over  him.  She  had  lived  in  her  power 
over  men;  it  waa  her  field  of  ambition.  She  knew  them 
thoroughly.  Women  are  called  ivy;  and  the  ivy  has  a 
hundred  little  fingere  in  every  inch  of  its  length,  that 
strike  at  every  flaw  and  crack  and  weak  place  in  the  stroug 
wall  they  mean  to  overgrow;  and  so  had  Lillie.  She  saw, 
at  a  glance,  that  the  sober,  thoughtful.  Christian  life  of 
Springdale  was  wholly  opposed  to  the  life  she  wanted  to 
lead,  and  in  which  John  was  to  be  her  inatrumeat.  She 
saw  that,  if  such  women  as  Grace  and  Kose  had  power 
with  him,  she  shoidd  not  have ;  and  her  husband  should 
he  hers  alone.      He  should  do  her  will,  and  be  her  subject, 

—  so  she  thought,  smiling  at  herself  as  she  looked  in  the 
looking-glass,  and  then  curled  herself  peacefully  and  lan- 
guidly down  in  the  corner  of  the  sofa,  and  drew  forth  the 
Prench  novel  that  was  her  usual  Sunday  companion. 

Lillie  Jikeil  French  novels.  There  waa  an  atmosphere 
of  things  in  them  that  suited  her.  The  young  married 
women  had  lovers  and  admirers;  and  there  was  the  cou- 
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stout  BtimuluB  of  Leing  courted  and  adored,  under  the  e 
protection  of  a  good-natured  mari. 

In  France,  the  flirting  is  all  done  after  marriage,  and 
the  young  girl  looks  forward  to  it  aa  her  introduction  to 
a  career  of  conquest.  In  America,  so  grpat  is  our  demo- 
cratic liberality,  that  ive  think  of  uniting  the  two  systems. 
We  are  getting  on  in  that  way  faat.  A  knowledge  of 
Frencli  is  beginning  to  be  considered  as  the  pearl  of  great 
price,  to  gain  which  all  else  must  be  sold.  The  girls 
must  go  to  the  French  theatre,  and  he  stared  at  by  French 
dehauokes,  who  laugh  at  tliem  while  they  pretend  they 
unileratand  what,  thank  Heaven,  tliey  cannot.  Then  we 
are  to  have  series  of  French  novels,  carefully  translated, 
and  puffed  and  praised  even  by  the  religious  press,  written 
by  the  corps  of  French  female  reformers,  which  will  show 
them  exactly  how  the  naughty  Frenchwomen  manage  their 
cards ;  so  that,  by  and  by,  we  shall  have  the  latest  phase 
of  eclecticism,  —  the  union  of  Amoncan  and  French  man- 
ners. The  girl  will  flirt  till  twenty  a  VAmiricauie,  and 
tlien  marry  and  flirt  till  forty  a  hi  Fran^aise.  This  was 
about  Lillie's  plan  of  life.  Could  the  hope  to  carry  it  out 
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It  geemed  a  little  like  old  timee  to  Grace  to  be  once 
more  goiiig  with  Bose  and  Joha  over  the  pretty  Tomaittia 
road  to  Spindlewood.  John  did  not  reflect  upon  how 
little  she  now  saw  of  him,  and  how  much  of  a,  trial  the 
separation  was;  but  he  noticed  how  bright  and  ulmost  gay 
she  was  when  they  were  by  themBelves  once  more.  He 
was  gay  too,  lu  the  congenial  atniosphere  of  sympathy, 
his  confidence  in  himself,  and  his  own  right  in  the  little 
controversy  that  had  occurred,  returned.  Not  that  he  said 
a  word  of  it;  he  did  not  do  so,  and  would  not  have  done 
80  for  the  world,  Grace  and  Hose  were  full  of  anecdotes 
of  this,  that,  and  the  other  of  their  scholars ;  and  all  the  par- 
ticulars of  some  of  their  new  movemente  were  discnsaed. 
The  people  had,  of  their  own  accord,  raised  a  subscription 
for  a  library,  which  was  to  be  presented  to  John  that  day, 
with  a  request  that  he  would  select  the  books. 

"Gracie,  that  must  be  yonr  work,"  said  John;  "you 
know  I  shall  have  an  important  case  nest  week." 

"Oh  yeal  Koae  and  I  will  settle  it,"  said  Grace. 
"  Rose,  we  'U  get  the  catalogues  from  all  the  bookstores, 
and  mark  the  things." 

"We'll  want  books  for  the  children  just  beginning  to 
read;  and  then  books  for  the  young  men  in  John's  Bible 
class,  and  all  the  way  between,"  said  Rose.  "It  will  be 
quite  a  work  to  select." 

"And  then  to  bargain  with  the  bookstores,  and  make 
the  money  go  '  far  as  possible, '  "  said  Grace. 
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"And  then  there 'II  bo  the  caver-ng  of  the  bookfi," 
Rose.  "I'U  teU  yon.  I  think  I  '11  manage  to  ha- 
luwu  tea  at  our  honse;  and  the  giila  shall  all  come  ei 
and  get  the  hooka  covered,  — that  '11  be  charming." 

"I  think  Lillie  would  like  that,"  put  in  John. 

"I  should  be  bo  glad  I"  said  Koae,      "What  a  loveljj 
little  thing  she  is!     1  hope  she  '11  like  it.      I  wanted  t 
get  up  flomething  pretty  for  her.      I  think,  at  this  time  c 
the  year,  lawn  teas  are  a  little  variety." 

"Oh,  she'll  like  it  of  course!"  said  John,  ivith  s 
sinking  of  heart  about  the  Sunday-school  books. 

There  were  so  mauy  pressing  to  shake  hands  with  JohiifB 
and  congratulate  him,  so  many  histories  to  tell,  so  mann^ 
cases  presented  for  consultation,  that  it  was  quite  late  hefotd 
they  got  away ;  and  tea  had  been  waiting  for  then 
than  an  hour  when  they  returned.      LilUe  looked  pensive,! 
and  had  that  indescribable  air  of  patient  martyrdom  v 
aome  women  know  how  to  make  so  very  effective.     LillW 
had  good  general  knowledge  of  the  science  of  martyTdoiB,*S 
—  a  little  spice  and  flavor  of  it  had  been  gently  infused  ^U 
times  into  her  demeanor  ever  since  she  hiid  been  at  Spring; 
dale.      She  could  do  the  uncomplaining  sufferer  with  th( 
happiest  effect.      She  contrived  to  insinuate  at  times  how 
she  didn't  complain,  — how  dull  and  slow  she  found  h«i 
life,  and  yet  how  she  endeavored  to  he  cheerful. 

"I  know,"  she  said  to  Jolm  when  they  were  by  them-8 
selves,  "that  you  and  Grace  both  think  I'm  a  horrid  creti^J 

"Why,  no,  dearest;  indeed  we  don't." 

"But  yon   do,    though;    oh,    I  feel   it!     The    fact    : 
John,  I  have  n't  a  particle  of  constitution;  and  if  I  shoulSfl 
try  to  go  on  as  Grace  does,  it  would  kill  me  in  a  month,  g 
Ma  never  would  let  me  try  to  do  anything;  and  if  I  did, 
I  was  sure  to  break  all  down  under  it;  but  if  you  say  so,b 
I  '11  try  to  go  into  this  school." 
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"Ob  no,  Lillio!  I  don't  want  you  to  g 
darling,  you  could  not  atond  any  fatigue, 
you  to  take  an  iiitereat,  — just  to  go  anil  si 
sako." 

"Well,  John,  if  you  must  go,  and  must  keep  it  up,  I 
must  try  to  go.  I  '11  go  with  you  next  Sunday.  It  will 
make  my  head  ache  perhajja;  but  no  matter,  if  you  wish 
it.  Yon  don't  think  badly  of  me,  do  youl"  she  said 
coaxingly,  playing  with  hia  whiskers. 

"No,  darling,  not  the  least." 

"I  suppose  it  would  be  a  great  deal  better  for  you  if 
you  had  married  a  strong,  energetic  woman,  like  your 
sister.      I  do  admire  her  so;  but  it  discourages  me." 

"Darling,  I 'd  a  thousand  times  rather  have  you  what 
you  are,"  said  John;  "for  — 

'WhatshewillB  todo 

"Oh,  John!  come,  you  ought  to  he  Bincere." 

"Sincere,  Lillie!  I  am  sincere." 

"  You  really  would  rather  have  poor,  poor  little  me  than 
a  woman  like  Gracie,  — a  great,  strong,  energetic  woman  V 
And  LUlie  laid  her  soft  cheek  down  on  his  arm  in  pensive 
humility. 

"Yes,  a  thousand  million  times,"  said  John  in  his 
enthusiasm,  catching  her  in  his  arms  and  kissing  her.  "I 
wouldn't  for  the  world  have  you  anything  hut  the  darling 
little  Lillie  you  are.  I  love  your  faults  more  than  tiio 
virtues  of  other  women.  You  are  a  thousand  times  better 
than  I  am.  I  am  a  great,  coarse  blockhead,  compared  to 
you.  I  hope  I  didn't  hurt  yoiir  feelings  this  noon;  you 
know,  Lillie,  I  'm  hasty,  and  apt  to  be  inconsiderate.  I 
don't  really  know  that  I  ought  to  let  you  go  over  next 
Sunday, " 

"Oh,  John,  you  are  so  good!  Certainly  if  you  go  I 
ought  to;  and  I  shall  try  my  best."     Then  John  told  her 
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all  about  the  books  and  the  lawn  tea,  and  Lillie  listeaed   I 
approvingly. 

So  they  had  a  lawn  tea  at  the  Fergusons  that  week,  I 
ivliere  Lillie  was  the  cynosure  of  all  eyes.  Mr.  MatheWB,  ] 
the  new  young  clergyman  of  Spcingdnle,  was  there.  Mr.  J 
Mathews  had  been  credited  as  one  of  the  admirers  of  Boss  1 
Ferguson;  but  on  this  occasion  he  promenaded  and  talked  I 
with  Lillie,  and  Lillie  alone,  with  an  exclusive  devotion. 

"  What  a  lovely  young  creature  your  new  sister  is  I "  1 
he  said  to  Grace.  "She  seems  to  have  so  much  religious  J 
sensibility." 

"I  say,  Lillie,"  said  John,  "Mathews  seemed  to  ba 
smitten  with  you.     I  had  a  notion  of  interfering." 

"Did  you  ever  see  anything  like  it,  John?  I  couldn't 
shake  the  creature  off.  I  was  so  thankful  when  you  came 
up  and  took  me.  He 's  Eose's  admirer,  and  he  hardly 
spoke  a  word  to  her.      I  think  it  'a  shameful." 

The  next  S\inday  Lillie  Tode  over  to  Spindlewood  with 
John  and  Rose  and  Mr,  Mathews.  Never  had  the  pic- 
turesque of  religion  received  more  lustre  than  from  her 
presence.  John  was  delighted  to  see  how  they  all  gazed 
at  her  and  wondered.  Lillie  looked  like  a  first-rate  French 
picture  of  the  youthful  Madonna,  —  white,  pure,  and  pa- 
tient. The  day  was  hot  and  the  hall  crowded ;  and  John 
noticed,  what  he  never  did  before,  the  close  smell  and 
confined  air,  and  it  made  him  uneasy.  When  we  are  feel- 
ing with  the  nerves  of  some  one  else,  we  notice  every 
roughness  and  inconvenience.  John  thought  he  had  never 
seen  his  school  appear  so  little  to  advantage.  Yet  Lillie 
was  an  image  of  patient  endurance,  trying  to  be  pleased; 
and  John  tliought  her,  as  she  sat  and  did  nothing,  more 
of  a  saint  than  Rose  and  Grace,  who  were  laboriously  sort- 
ing hooks,  and  gathering  around  them  large  classes  of 
factory  boys,  to  whom  they  talked  with  an  exhausting 
devotedness.  When  all  wjis  over,  Lillie  sat  Imck  on  the 
carriage  cushions,  and  smelled  at  her  gold  viua^ette. 
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"You  are  all  worn  out,  dear,"  said  John  tenderly. 

"It's  no  matter,"  ehe  said  faintly. 

"Oh,  Liliie  darling!  does  your  he-ad  achel  " 

"  A  little,  —  you  know  it  was  close  in  there.  I  'm  very 
aensitire  to  such  things.  I  don't  think  they  affect  others 
BB  they  do  me,"  said  Liliie,  with  the  voice  of  a  dying 
jtephyr. 

"Liliie,  it  is  not  your  duty  to  go,"  said  John;  "if  you 
ore  not  made  ill  by  this,  I  never  will  take  you  again;  you 
are  too  precious  to  be  risked." 

"How  can  you  say  so,  John)  I  'm  a  poor  little  crea- 
ture, —  no  use  to  anybody." 

Hereupon  John  told  her  that  her  only  use  in  life  was 
to  be  lovely  and  to  be  loved,  — that  a  thing  of  beauty  was 
a  joy  forever,  etc.,  etc.  But  Liliie  waa  too  much  ex- 
hausted, on  her  return,  to  appear  at  the  tea-table.  She 
took  to  her  bed  at  once  with  sick  headache,  to  the  poignant 
remorse  of  John,  "You  eee  how  it  ia,  Gracie,"  he  said. 
"Poor  dear  little  thing,  she  is  willing  enough,  but  there  's 
nothing  of  her.  We  mustn't  allow  her  to  exert  herself; 
her  feelings  always  carry  her  away." 

The  nest  Sunday  John  sat  at  home  with  Liliie,  who 
found  herself  too  unwell  to  go  to  church,  and  was  in  a 
stsite  of  such  low  spirits  as  to  require  constant  soothing  to 
keep  her  quiet. 

"It  ia  fortunate  that  I  have  you  and  Rose  to  trust  the 
school  with,"  said  John;  "you  see,  it's  my  first  duty  to 
take  care  of  Liliie," 
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OsE  of  the  shrewdest  and  most  subtle  modern  French  1 
writers  has  given  his  views  of  womankind  in  the  following  I 
passage :  — 

"There  ate  few  women  who  have  not  found  themselves, 
at  least  once  in  their  lives,  in  regard  to  some  incouteat- 
ahle  fact,  faced  down  by  precise,  keen,  searching  inquiry, 
—  one  of  those  questions  pitilessly  put  by  their  husbands, 
the  very  idea  of  which  gives  a  abght  cbill,  and  tbe  first 
word  of  which  enters  the  heart  like  a  stroke  of  a  dagger. 
Hence  comes  the  maxim,  Everif  woman  lies  —  obliging 
lies  —  venial  lies  —  sublime  lies  —  horrible  lies  —  but 
always  the  obligation  of  lying. 

"This  obligation  once  admitted,  must  it  not  be  a  neces- 
sity to  know  how  to  lie  well  ?  In  France  the  women  lie 
admirably.  Our  customs  instruct  them  so  well  in  impos- 
ture. And  woman  is  so  naively  impertinent,  so  pretty,  so 
graceful,  bo  true,  in  her  lying  1  They  so  well  understand 
its  usefulness  in  social  life  for  avoiding  those  violent  shocks 
which  would  destroy  happiness,  — it  is  like  the  cotton  in 
which  they  pack  their  jewelry. 

"Lying  is  to  them  the  very  foundation  of  language,  and 
truth  is  only  the  exception ;  they  speak  it,  as  they  are 
virtuous,  from  caprice  or  for  a  purpose.  Aeeotding  to 
their  character,  some  women  laugh  when  they  lie,  and 
some  cry;  some  become  grave,  and  others  get  angry. 
Having  begun  life  by  pretending  perfect  insensibility  to 
that  homage  which  flatters  them  most,  they  often  finish  by 


lying  even  to  themselves.  WIio  has  not  admired  their 
apparent  auperioritj  and  calm,  at  the  moment  wheu  they 
!  trembling  for  the  myaterioua  trensurea  of  their  love  ? 
Who  has  not  studied  their  ease  and  facility,  their  presence 
I  the  midst  of  the  moat  critical  ombarrassmenta 
ot  social  lifel  There  ia  nothing  awkward  about  it;  their 
deception  flows  as  softly  as  the  snow  fallB  from  heaven. 

"  Yet  there  are  men  that  have  the  preenniption  to  expect 
to  get  the  better  of  the  Parisian  woman !  —  of  the  woman 
who  poaseaaea  thirty -seven  thousand  ways  ot  saying  '  No, ' 
and  incommensurable  variations  in  saying  '  Yes. '  " 

This  is  a  Frenchnian'a  view  of  life  in  a  country  where 
women  are  trained  more  systematically  for  the  mere  pm- 
poaes  of  attraction  than  in  any  other  country,  and  where 
the  pursuit  of  admiration  and  the  excitement  of  winning 
lovers  are  represented  by  its  authors  as  constituting  the 
main  staple  of  woman's  esiatence.  Fmnce,  unfortunately, 
is  becoming  the  great  society-teacher  of  the  world.  What 
with  French  theatres,  French  operas,  French  novels,  and  the 
universal  rush  of  American  women  for  travel,  France  is 
becoming  so  powerful  in  American  fashionable  society,  that 
the  things  said  of  the  Parisian  woman  bfigin  in  some  cases 
to  apply  to  Bome  women  in  America. 

T.illia  was  as  precisely  the  woman  here  deacribed  as  if 
she  had  been  born  and  bred  in  Paris.  She  had  all  the 
thirty-seven  thousand  ways  of  saying  "No,"  and  the  in- 
commensurable variations  in  saying  "Yes,"  as  completely 
as  the  best  French  teaching  could  have  given  it.  She 
possessed,  and  had  used,  all  that  graceful  facility  in  the 
story  of  herself  that  she  had  told  John  in  the  days  of 
courtship.  Her  power  over  him  was  based  on  a  dangerous 
foundation  of  unreality.  Hence,  during  the  first  few 
weeks  of  her  wedded  life,  came  a  critical  scene,  in  which 
she  was  brought  in  collision  with  one  of  those  "pitiless 
questions  "  our  author  speaks  of. 
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Her  wedding  presents,  manifold  and  brilliant,  had 
mained  at  homo,  in  the  charge  of  her  mother,  during 
wedding  journey.  One  bright  day,  a  few  weeks  after 
arrival  in  Springdale,  the  boxea  containing  the  treaBuresi 
were  landed  there;  and  John,  with  all  enthiiaiaam,  busied.' 
himseK  with  the  work  of  unpacking  these  boxes, 
drawing  forth  the  treasures. 

Kow,  it  so  happened  that  LiUie'a  materaal  grandfather, 
a  nice,  pious  old  gentleman,  had  taken  the  occasion  to 
make  het  the  edifying  and  suggestive  present  of  a  large, 
elegantly  bound  family  Bible.  The  binding  was  unexcep- 
tionable ;  and  Lillie  assigned  it  a  proper  place  of  Lonor 
among  her  wedding  gear.  Alas,  she  had  not  looked  into 
it,  nor  seen  what  dangers  to  her  power  were  lodged  between 
its  leaves.  But  Jolin,  who  was  curious  in  the  matter  of 
books,  sat  quietly  down  in  a  corner  to  examine  it;  and  on 
the  middle  page,  mider  the  head  "Family  Record,"  he 
found,  in  a  large,  bold  hand,  the  date  of  the  birth  of 
"Lillie  Ellis"  in  figures  of  the  most  uncompromising  plain- 
ness; and  thence,  with  one  flash  of  hia  well-trained  aritli- 
metical  sense,  came  the  perception  that,  instead  of  being 
twenty  years  old,  she  was  in  fact  twenty-seven,  —  and  that 
of  course  she  had  lied  to  him. 

It  was  a  horrid  and  a  hard  word  for  an  American  young 
man  to  have  suggested  in  relation  to  hia  wife.  If  we  may 
believe  the  Prench  romancer,  a  Frenchman  would  simply 
have  smiled  in  amusement  on  detecting  this  petty  feminine 
ruse  of  his  beloved.  Biit  American  men  are  in  the  habit 
of  expecting  the  truth  from  respectable  women  as  a  matter 
of  course;  and  the  want  of  it  in  the  smallest  degree  strikes 
them  as  shocking.  Only  an  Englishman  or  an  American 
can  understand  the  dreadful  pain  of  that  discovery  to  John. 

The  Anglo-Saxon  race  have,  so  to  speak,  a  worship  of 
truth;  and  they  hate  and  abhor  lying  with  an  energy 
which   leaves    no    power  of    tolerance.      The  Celtic 
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have  a  certuin  sympathy  with  deception.  They  have  a 
certain  niipreciation  of  the  value  of  lying  as  a  fiue  nrt, 
which  hua  never  been  more  skillfully  shown  tbaii  in  the 
paaeage  from  De  HhImc  we  have  quoted.  The  woman 
who  is  deacrihed  by  him  as  lying  so  sweetly  and  skillfully 
is  represented  as  ono  of  those  women  "qui  ont  je  nc  sais 
quoi  de  saint  et  de  eacrtS,  qui  inapirent  tant  de  respect  que 
-"a  woman  who  has  nu  indescribable  aome- 
thiny  of  holiness  and  purity  which  inspires  respect  as  well 
as  love."  It  was  no  detraction  from  the  character  of 
Jesus,  according  to  the  estimate  of  Benan,  to  represent 
him  as  consenting  to  a  benevolent  fraud,  and  seeming  to 
work  miracles  when  he  did  not  work  them,  by  way  of  i|i- 
creastng  his  good  influence  over  the  multitude. 

But  John  was  the  ofl'spviug  of  a  generation  of  men  for 
hundreds  of  years  who  would  any  of  thom  have  gone  to 
the  stake  rather  than  have  told  the  smallest  untruth;  and 
for  him  who  had  been  watched  and  guarded  and  catechised 
against  this  sin  from  his  cradle,  till  he  was  as  true  and 
pure  as  a  crystal  rock,  to  have  Ida  faith  shattered  in  the 
woman  he  loved,  was  a  terrible  thing. 

As  he  read  the  fatal  figures,  a  mist  awam  before  his  eyes, 
—  a  sort  of  faintness  csime  over  him.  It  seemed  for  a 
moment  as  if  his  very  life  was  sinking  down  through  his 
boots  into  the  carpet.  He  threw  down  the  hook  hastily, 
and  turning,  stepped  through  an  open  window  into  the 
garden,  and  walked  quickly  off. 

"Where  in  the  world  is  John  going  1"  said  Lillie,  run- 
ning to  the  door,  and  calling  after  him  in  imperative  tones. 
"John,  John,  come  back.  I  haven't  done  with  you  yet;" 
but  John  never  turned  his  head.  "How  very  odd  I  what 
in  the  world  ia  the  matter  with  him  I "  she  said  to  herself. 

John  was  gone  all  the  afternoon.  He  took  a  long,  long 
walk,  all  by  himself,  and  thought  the  matter  over.  He 
remembered  that  fresh,    childlike,    almost  infantine  faco, 
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that  looked  up  into  bis  with  such  a  bewitching  air  of  franfc^ 
ness  and  candor,  aa  she  professed  to  be  telhng  all  aboutS 
herself  and  her  history ;  and  now  which  or  what  of  it  wi 
true  ?  It  seemed  as  if  he  loathed  her ;  and  yet  he  could  n 
help  loving  ber,  wbila  ho  despised  himself  for  doing  itj 
When  he  came  home  to  supper,  he  was  silent  and  moroBe.! 
Lillie  came  running  to  meet  him;  but  he  threw  her  off  J 
Baying  he  was  tired.  She  was  frightened;  she  had  a 
Been  him  look  like  that. 

"John,  what  is  the  matter  with  you?"  eaid  Grace  « 
the  tea-table.      "You  are  upaetting  everything,  and  d 
drink  your  tea." 

"Nothing  — only  —  I  have  some  troublesome  businees 
to  settle,"  he  eaid,  getting  up  to  go  out  (tgaiu.  "You 
needn't  wait  for  me;  I  shall  be  out  late." 

"What  can  he  the  matter! " 

Lillie,  indeed,  had  not  the  remotest  idea.  Yet  she 
remembered  hia  jumping  up  suddenly,  and  throwing  down 
the  Bible;  and  uiechanically  she  went  to  it,  and  opened  it. 
She  turned  it  o\er  and  the  record  met  her  eye.  "Pro- 
voking!" she  said  "  Stupid  old  creature !  must  needs  go 
and  put  that  out  in  full,"  Lillie  took  a  paper-folder,  and 
cut  the  leaf  out  quite  neatly;  then  folded  and  burned  it. 

She  knew  now  what  was  the  matter.  John  was  angry 
at  her;  but  she  couldn't  help  wondering  that  he  should  be 
so  angry.  If  he  had  laughed  at  her,  teased  her,  taxed  her 
with  the  trick,  she  would  have  understood  what  to  do. 
But  this  terrible  gloom,  thia  awful  commotion  of  the  ele- 
ments, frightened  her. 

She  went  to  her  room,  saying  that  she  had  a  headache, 
and  would  go  to  bed.  But  she  did  not.  She  took  her 
French  novel,  and  read  till  she  heard  him  coming;  and 
then  she  threw  down  her  book,  and  began  to  erj.  He 
came  into  the  room,  and  saw  her  leaning  like  a  little  white 
enow-wreath  over  the  table,  sobbing  as  if  her  heart  would 
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To  do  her  justicfs  LilUe'a  sobs  were  not  ad'erted. 
She  was  loncBonie  and  thoroughly  frightened;  and  when 
she  heard  him  coming,  her  nerves  gave  out.  John's  heart 
yearned  towards  her.  His  short-lived  anger  had  burned 
out,  and  he  was  perfectly  longiiiy  for  a  reconciliation. 
He  felt  as  if  he  roust  have  her  to  love,  no  matter  what  she 
p  to  her,  and  stroked  her  hair.  "Oh, 
Lillie!"  he  said,  "why  couldn't  you  have  told  me  the 
truth  I     What  made  you  deceive  mu  ?  " 

afraid  you   wouldn't  like  me  if  I  did,"  said 
Lillie  in  her  sobs. 

"Oh,  LUlie!  I  should  have  liked  you,  no  matter  how 
old  you  were,  — only  you  should  have  told  me  the  truth." 

"I  know  it. —  I  know  it^ — oh,  it  was  wrong  of  me!" 
and  Lillie  sobbed,  and  seemed  in  danger  of  falling  into 
convulsions;  and  John's  heart  gave  out.  He  gathered  her 
't  help  loving  you;  and  I  can't  live 
without  you, "  he  said,  "  be  you  what  you  niay !  " 

Lillie'a  little  heart  beat  with  triumph  under  all  her  sofas : 
she  had  got  him,  and  should  hold  him  yet. 

"There  can  be  no  confidence  between  husband  and  wife, 
Lillie,"  Baid  John  gravely,  "urdeas  we  are  perfectly  trite 
with  each  other.  Promise  me,  dear,  that  you  will  never 
deceive  me  again." 

Lillie  promised  with  ready  fervor.  "Oh,  John!"  she 
said,  "I  never  should  have  done  so  wrong  if  I  had  only 
come  under  your  influence  earlier.  The  fact  is,  I  have 
been  under  the  worst  influences  all  my  life.  I  never  had 
anybody  like  you  to  guide  me." 

John  may  of  course  be  excused  for  feeling  that  his  flat- 
tering little  penitent  was  more  to  him  than  ever;  and  as 
to  Lillie,  she  gave  a  sigh  of  relief.  That  was  over,  "any- 
way; "  and  she  had  him  not  only  safe,  but  more  completely 
hers  than  before, 

A  generous  man  is  entirely  unnerved  by  a  frank  confea- 
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sioii.      If  Lillie  had  said  one  word  in  defense,  if  she  h 
raised  the  elightcst  shadow  of  an  ailment,  John  wc 
have  roused  up  all  his  moral  principle  to  oppose  hei; 
this  poor  little  white  water-sprite,  dissolving  in  a  rain 
penitent  tears,  quite  washed  away  all  his  anger  and  all  li 
heroism. 

The  next  morning,  Lillie,  all  fresh  in  a  ravishing  toil* 
with  field  daisies  in  her  hair,  was  in  a  condition  to  laUf^ 
gently  at  John  for  hia  emotion  of  yesterday.  She 
um plied  softly,  not  too  obviously,  in  her  power, 
couldn't  do  without  her, — do  what  she  might, — that 
was  plain.  "Now,  John,"  she  said,  "don't  jou  think  we 
poor  women  are  judged  rather  hardly  1  Men,  you  know, 
tell  all  sorts  of  lies  to  carry  on  their  great  politics  and 
their  ambition,  and  nobody  thinks  it  so  dreadful  of  them." 

"I  do^I  should,"  interposed  John. 

"Oh,  well!  you  — you  are  an  exception.  It  is  not  one 
man  in  a  huEdred  tbat  is  so  good  as  you  are.  Now,  we 
women  have  only  one  poor  little  ambition,  —  to  be  pretty, 
to  please  you  men;  and  as  soon  aa  you  know  we  are  get- 
ting old,  you  don't  like  us.  And  can  you  think  it's  so 
very  shocking  if  we  don't  come  square  up  to  the  dreadful 
truth  about  our  age  1  Youth  and  beauty  is  all  there  is  to 
UB,  you  know." 

"Oh,  Lillie!  don't  say  so,"  said  John,  who  felt  the 
necessity  of  being  instructive,  and  of  improving  the  occa- 
sion to  elevate  the  moral  tone  of  hia  little  elf.  "Goodness 
lasts,  my  dear,  when  beauty  fades." 

"  Oh,  nonsense !  Now,  John,  don  t  t  Ik  bun  bug  I  'd 
like  to  see  i/oit  following  goodness  when  b    ut  gone. 

I  've  known  lots  of  plain  old  maids  that  w  e  p  f  t  saints 
and  angels;  and  yet  men  crowded  and  j  tl  J  bj  hem  to 
get  the  pretty  sinners.  I  dare  say  i  w  1  e  add  d  with 
a  bewitching  look  over  her  shoulder  at  1  m      y  u  d  rather 


J 


A   CRISIS 


345 


have  me  than  Sliss  Alraira  Carraway, — hadn't  you, 
now  1 "  And  Lillie  put  her  white  arm  round  his  neek, 
and  her  downy  cheek  to  his,  and  said  archly,  "  Come,  now, 
confess. " 

Then  John  told  her  that  she  was  a  bad,  naughty  gitl ; 
and  she  laughed ;  and,  on  the  whole,  the  pair  were  more 
hilarious  and  loving  than  usual-  But  yet,  when  John  was 
away  at  hia  office,  he  thought  of  it  again,  and  found  tSiere 
was  Btill  a  sore  spot  in  his  heart.  She  had  cheated  him 
once;  woiild  she  cheat  him  again?  And  she  could  cheat 
so  prettily,  ho  serenely,  and  with  ench  a  candid  face,  it 
was  a  dangerous  talent. 

No;  she  wasn't  like  hia  mother,  he  thought  with  a 
sigh.  The  "je  ne  aais  quoi  de  saint  et  de  sacr^,"  which 
had  BO  captivated  hia  imagination,  did  not  cover  the  saintly 
and  sacred  nature ;  it  was  a  mere  outward  purity  of  com- 
plexion and  outline.  And  then  Grace,  —  she  must  not  be 
left  to  find  out  what  he  knew  alwnt  Lillie.  He  had  told 
Grace  that  she  was  only  twenty, —told  it  on  her  author- 
ity; and  now  must  he  become  an  accomplice  1  If  called 
on  to  speak  of  his  wife's  age,  must  ho  accommodate  the 
truth  to  her  story,  or  must  ho  palter  and  evade  I  Here 
was  another  brick  laid  on  the  wall  of  separation  between 
his  sister  and  himeeU.  It  was  rising  daily.  Here  was 
another  subject  on  which  he  could  never  speak  frankly 
with  Grace ;  for  he  must  defend  Lillie,  —  every  impulse 
of  his  heart  rushed  to  protect  her. 

But  it  is  a  terrible  truth,  and  one  that  it  will  not  hurt 
any  of  us  to  bear  in  mind,  that  our  judgments  of  our 
friends  are  involuntary.  We  may  long  with  all  our  hearts 
to  confide;  we  may  be  fascinated,  entangled,  and  wish  to 
be  blinded;  but  blind  we  cannot  be.  The  friend  that  has 
lied  to  us  once,  we  may  long  to  believe ;  but  we  cannot. 
Nay,  more;  it  is  the  worse  for  us,  if,  in  our  desire  to  hold 
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the  dear  deceiver  in  our  hearts,  we  begia  to  chip  ai 

mer  on  the  great  foundations  of  right  and  honor,  and  tj 

say  within  ourselves,  "After  all,  why  be  so  particular )-n 

Then,  when  we  have  searched  about  for  all  the  reasons  a 

apologies  and  extenuations  for  wrong-Uoing,   are 

that  in  our  human  weakness  we  shall  not  be  pulling  doWl 

the  moral  harriers  in  ourselves?     The  habit  of  i 

evil,  and  finding  apologies,  and  wiahing  to  stand  with  c 

ivho  stands  on  a  lower  moral  plane,  is  not  a  wholesome  o 

for  the  soul. 

As  fate  would  have  it,  the  very  next  day  after  this  litl 
scene,  who  should  walk  into  the  parlor  where  Lillie,  Johi 
anil  Grace  were  sitting  hut  tliat  terror  of  American  deniM 
cracy,  the  census- taker.  Armed  with  the  whole  power  0 
the  republic,  this  official  steps  with  elegant  ease  into  the 
most  sacred  privacies  of  the  family.  Mutterings  and  denials 
ore  in  vain.  Bridget  and  Katy  and  Anne,  no  less  than 
Semphina  and  Isabella,  must  give  up  the  critical  Eecreta  ( 
their  lives, 

Jolm  took  the  paper    into  the    kitchen.      Honest    i 
Bridget  gave  in  her  age  with  effrontery  aa  "  twintj-five.^ 
Anne  giggled  and  flounced,  and  declared  on  her  word  c 
didn't  know, — they  could  put  it  down  as   they  likec 
"  But,  Anne,  you  must  tell,  or  you  may  be  sent  to  j 
jtju  know." 

Anne  giggled  still  harder,  and  tossed  her  head,      "The 
it  'h  to  jail  I  '11  have  to  go,  for  I  don't  know." 

"Dear  me,"  Baid  Lillie,  with  an  air  of  edifying  candca 
"what  a  fuss  they  make!  Set  down  my  age  '  twentja 
seven,'  John,"  she  added. 

Grace  started,  and  looked  at  John;  he  met  her  eye,  a 
blushed  to  the  roots  of  his  hair. 

"Why,  what  'a  the  matter! "  said  Lillie,  "are  you  em 
barrasaed  at  telling  your  age  J  " 


"Oh,  nothing!"  said  John,  writing  down  the  numbfi-s 
hastily;  and  then,  finding  a  sudden  occasion  to  give  direc- 
tiona  in  the  garden,  ho  darted  out. 

"It 'a  so  silly  to  he  ashamed  of  our  age!"  said  Lillie, 
as  the  censTia-taker  withdrew. 

"Of  course,"  Buid  Grace;  and  ahe  had  the  Immnnity 
never  to  allude  to  the  subject  with  her  htother. 


CHAPTER  X 


I.  —  A  chamber  at  the  Seymour  hovie. 
B  disciKered  weeniHO.    Johji  !vshini 


ScFVE-  —  JL  caamoer  at  tne  ^eymimr  novse^ 

LiLLiB  disciKered  viefping.    Johji  'vshing  in  aillt  empreiiement. 

"LiLiiE,  you  shall  tell  me  wbat  ails  you." 

"Nothing  ails  me,  Jolin." 

"Yea,  there  iloes;  you  were  crying  when  I  came  in," 

"Oh,  well,  that 'b  nothing!" 

"Oh,  but  it  is  a  great  deal!  What  is  the  matter  I  I 
can  Bee  that  you  are  not  happy." 

"Oh,  pshaw,  John!  I  am  as  happy  as  I  ought  to  be, 
I  dare  say;  there  isn't  much  the  matter  with  me,  only  a 
little  blue,  and  I  don't  feel  quite  strong." 

"You  don't  feel  strong!      I  've  noticed  it,  LUlie." 

"Well,  you  Bee,  John,  the  fact  is,  that  I  never  have 
got  through  this  month  without  going  to  tbe  seaside. 
Mamma  always  took  me.  The  doctors  told  her  that  my 
constitution  was  such  that  I  couldn't  get  along  without  it; 
hut  I  dare  say  I  shall  do  well  enough  in  time,  you  know," 

"But,  Lillie,"  said  John,  "if  you  do  need  sea  air,  you 
must  go.      I  can't  leave  my  business;  that  'a  the  trouble." 

"Oh  no,  John!  don't  think  of  it.  I  ought  to  make 
an  effort  to  get  along.  You  see,  it 's  very  foolish  in  me, 
but  places  affect  my  spirits  so.  It 's  perfectly  absurd  how 
I  am  affected." 

"Well,  Lillie,  I  hope  this  place  doesn't  affect  you  un- 
pleasantly," said  John. 

"It  'b  a  nice,  darling  place,  John,  and  it  'a  very  silly  in 
me ;  but  it  is  a  fact  that  this  house  somehow  has  a  depress- 
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iug  effect  on  my  spirits.  You  know  it's  not  like  the 
houaea  I've  been  used  to.  It  has  a  sort  of  old  look;  and 
I  can't  help  feeling  that  it  puts  me  in  mtud  of  those  who 
are  dead  and  gone ;  and  then  I  think  I  shall  be  dead  and 
gone  too,  some  day,  and  it  makes  me  cty  so.  Is  n't  it  silly 
of  me,  John  I" 

"Poor  little  pussy!  "  said  John. 

"You  see,  John,  our  rooms  are  lovely;  but  they  aren't 
modem  and  cheerful,  like  those  I  've  been  accustomed  to. 
'Xhey  make  me  feel  pensive  and  sad  all  the  time;  but  I  'm 
trying  to  get  over  it." 

"Why,  Lillie!"  said  John,  "would  you  like  the  rooms 
refurnished)     It  can  easily  be  done  if  you  wish  it." 

"Oh  no,  no,  dear!  You  are  too  good;  and  I'm  sure 
the  rooms  are  lovely,  and  it  would  hurt  Gracie's  feelings 
to  change  them.  No:  I  must  try  and  get  over  it.  I  know 
just  how  silly  it  is,  and  I  shall  try  to  overcome  it.  If  I 
had  only  more  strength,  I  believe  I  could." 

"  Well,  darling,  you  must  go  to  the  seaside.  I  shall  have 
you  sent  right  off  to  Newport.      Gracie  can  go  with  you." 

"Oh  no,  John!  not  for  the  world,  Gracie  must  stay 
and  keep  house  for  you.  She  'a  such  a  help  to  you  that 
it  would  be  a  shame  to  take  her  away.  But  I  think 
mamma  would  go  with  me,  —  if  you  could  take  me  there, 
and  engage  my  rooms  and  all  that,  why,  mamma  could  stay 
with  me,  you  know.  To  be  sure,  it  would  be  a  trial  not 
to  have  you  there;  but  then  if  I  could  get  up  my  strength, 
you  know  "  — 

"Exactly,  certainly;  and,  Lillie,  how  would  you  like 
the  parlors  arranged  if  you  had  your  own  way  1  " 

"Oh,  John!  don't  think  of  it." 

"But  I  just  want  to  know  for  curiosity.  Now,  how 
would  you  have  them  if  yon  could!  " 

"  Well,  then,  John,  don't  you  think  it  would  be  lovely 
to  have  them  frescoed !    Did  you  ever  see  the  I 


rooms  in  New  York)  They  ivere  bo  lovely!  —  one  waa  all 
in  blue,  and  the  other  in  crimson,  opening  into  each  other; 
with  carved  furniture,  and  those  Tnaniueterin  tables,  and 
all  sorts  of  little  French  things.  They  had  such  a  gay 
and  cheerful  look," 

"Now,  LilUe,  if  you  want  our  rooms  like  that,  you  ehall 
have  them." 

"Oh,  John,  you  ore  too  good!     I  couldn't  ask  such  a 


"Oh,  pshaw!  it  isn't  a  sacriUce.  I  don't  doubt  I  shall 
like  them  better  myself.  Tour  taste  ia  perfect,  Lillie; 
and,  now  I  think  of  it,  I  wonder  that  I  thought  of  bring- 
ing you  here  without  consulting  you  in  every  particular. 
A  woman  ought  to  be  queen  in  her  own  house,  I  am  sure." 

"  But  Gracie !  Now,  John,  I  know  she  has  associations 
with  all  the  things  in  this  house,  and  it  would  be  cmel  to 
her,"  said  Lillie,  with  a  sigh, 

"Fshaw!  Gracie  is  a  good,  sensible  girl,  and  ready  to 
make  any  rational  change.  I  suppose  ive  have  been  living 
rather  behind  the  times,  and  are  somewhat  rusty,  that's 
a  fact;  hut  Gracie  will  enjoy  new  things  as  much  as  any- 
body, I  dare  say," 

""Well,  John,  since  you  are  set  on  it,  there  's  Charlie 
Ferrola,  one  of  my  particular  friends;  he's  an  architect, 
and  does  all  about  arranging  rooms  and  houses  aiid  furni- 
ture. He  did  the  Follingsbees',  and  the  Hortons',  and  the 
Jeromes',  and  no  end  of  real  nobhy  people's  houses,  and 
made  them  perfectly  lovely.  People  say  one  wouldn't 
know  that  one  wasn't  in  Paris,  in  houses  that  he  does." 

Now,  our  John  waa  by  nature  a  good  solid  chip  of  the 
old  Anglo-Saxon  block,  and  if  there  was  anything  that 
he  had  no  special  affinity  for,  it  was  for  French  things. 
He  had  small  opinion  of  French  morals,  and  French  ways 
in  general;  but  then  at  this  moment  he  saw  his  Lillie, 
whom,  hut  half  an  hour  before,  he  found  all  pale  and  tear- 


dreucbed,  now  radiant  and  joyous,  sleek  iib  a  hiiniming- 
bird,  with  the  light  in  her  eyes,  and  the  rattle  on  the  tip 
of  her  tongue;  and  he  felt  so  delighted  to  see  her  hright 
aiid  gay  and  joyous,  that  he  would  have  turned  hia  house 
into  the  Jardin  Mabille,  if  that  were  possible. 

Lillie  had  the  prettiest  little  caressing  tricks  and  gracea 
imaginable;  and  she  perched  herself  on  his  knee,  and 
laughed  and  chatted  so  gaylyj  and  pulled  his  whiskers  ao 
saucily,  and  then,  springing  up,  began  arraying  herself  in 
such  an  astonishing  daintiness  of  device,  and  flutteriiig 
before  him  with  such  a  variety  of  well-assorted  plumage, 
that  John  was  quite  taken  off  hia  feet.  He  did  not  care 
80  much  whether  what  she  willed  to  do  were  "wisest, 
virtuoneest,  discreeteat,  best,"  as  foel  that  what  she  wished 
to  do  must  be  done  at  any  rate. 

"Why,  darling!"  he  said  in  hia  rapture ;  "why  didn't 
you  tell  niB  all  this  before  1  Here  you  have  been  growing 
sad  and  blue,  and  losing  your  vivacity  and  spirits,  and 
never  told  me  why !  " 

"I  thought  it  was  my  duty,  John,  to  try  to  bear  it," 
said  LiUie,  with  the  sweet  look  of  a  virgin  saint.  "I 
thought  perhaps  I  should  get  used  to  things  in  time ;  and 
I  think  it  is  a  wife's  duty  to  accommodate  herself  to  her 
husband's  circumstances." 

"No,  it's  a  husband's  duty  to  accommodate  himself  to 
hia  wife's  wishes,"  said  John.  "What 'a  that  fellow's 
addreaa  t     I  '11  write  to  him  about  doing  our  house  forth- 

"But,  John,  do  pray  tell  Gracie  that  it's  f/our  wish, 
I  don't  want  her  to  think  that  it 's  I  that  am  doing  this. 
Now,  pray  do  think  whether  yon  really  want  it  yourself. 
Ton  see,  it  muat  be  ao  natural  for  you  to  like  the  old 
things!  They  must  have  associations,  and  I  wouldn't  for 
the  world,  now,  be  the  one  to  change  them;  and,  after  all, 
how  silly  it  was  of  me  to  feel  blue  t " 
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"Don't  say  any  mora,  Lillie.  Let  me  see,  —  uext 
week,"  be  saiil,  taking  out  his  pocket-book,  and  looking 
over  bis  memoranda,  —  "next  week  I  'U  take  you  down  to 
Newport;  and  you  write  to-day  to  your  motber  to  meet 
you  tbere,  and  be  your  guest,  I  '11  write  and  engage  tbe 
rooma  at  once." 

"I  don't  know  wbat  I  aball  do  without  you,  John." 

"Oh,  well,  I  couldn't  stay  possibly!  But  I  may  run 
down  now  and  then,  for  a  night,  you  know." 

"Well,  we  must  make  that  do,"  said  Lillie,  with  a 
pensive  sigh. 

Thus  two  very  important  moves  on  Miss  Lillie'e  checker- 
board of  life  were  skillfully  made.  The  house  was  to  bo 
refitted  and  the  Newport  precedent  established. 

Now,  dear  friends,  don't  think  Lillie  a  pirate,  or  a  con- 
spirator, or  a  wolf  in  sheep's  clothing,  or  anything  else 
but  what  sheivas,  — a  pretty  little  solfish  woman;  unde- 
veloped in  her  conscience  and  affections,  and  strong  in  her 
instincts  and  perceptions;  in  a  blind  way  using  what 
means  were  most  in  her  line  to  carry  her  purposes.  Lillie 
had  always  found  her  prettiness,  her  littleness,  her  help- 
lesanesa,  and  her  t«ars  so  very  useful  in  carrying  her  poiuta 
in  life  that  she  resorted  to  them  aa  her  lawful  stock  ia 
trade.  Neither  were  her  blues  entirely  shamming.  There 
comes  a  time  after  marriage  when  a  husband,  if  he  be 
anything  of  a  man,  has  something  else  to  do  than  make 
direct  love  to  his  wife.  He  cannot  be  on  duty  at  all  hours 
to  fan  her,  and  shawl  her,  and  admire  her.  His  love  must 
express  itself  through  other  channela.  He  must  be  a  full 
man  for  her  sake;  and,  as  a  man,  must  go  forth  to  a  whole 
world  of  interests  that  takes  him  from  her.  Now  what  in  , 
this  case  shall  a  woman  do  whose  only  life  lies  in  petting 
and  adoration  and  display  1 

Springdale  had  no  beait  monde,  no  fashionable  circle, 
no  Bois  de  Boulogne,  and  no  beaux,  to  make  amends  for 
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B  liusbond'B  eDgrosamente.  Grace  was  sisterly  and  kind ; 
but  what  on  earth  had  they  in  commoii  to  talk  about  1 
Lillie's  wardrobe  was  in  all  the  freshness  of  bridal  exuber- 
ance, and  there  was  uothiug  more  to  be  got,  and  so,  for 
the  moment,  no  stimulus  in  this  line.  But  then  where  to 
wear  all  these  fine  French  dresses  T  LiUie  had  lieen  calleil 
on,  and  invited  once  to  little  social  evening  parties,  through 
the  whole  round  of  old,  reapectahle  families  that  lived 
under  the  elm  arches  of  Spriugdale;  and  she  had  found  it 
rather  stupid.  There  was  not  a  man  to  make  an  admirer 
of,  except  the  young  minister,  who,  after  the  first  after- 
noon of  seeing  her,  returned  to  his  devotion  to  Hose  Fer- 


You  know,  ladies,  .^Isop  has  a  pretty  little  fahle  as  fol- 
lows: A  young  man  fell  desperately  in  love  with  a  cat, 
and  prayed  to  Jupiter  to  change  her  to  a  woman  for  his 
Bake.  Jupiter  was  so  obliging  as  to  grant  his  prayer;  and, 
behold,  a  soft,  satin-skinned,  purring,  graceful  woman  was 
given  into  his  arms.  But  the  legend  goes  on  to  say  that, 
while  he  was  delighting  in  her  charms,  she  heard  the  sound 
of  mica  behind  the  wainscot,  and  left  him  forthwith  to 
rush  after  her  congenial  prey. 

LiUie  had  heard  afar  the  sound  of  mice  at  Newport,  and 
she  longed  to  be  after  them  once  more.  Had  she  not  a 
prestige  now  as  a  rich  young  married  lady  1  Had  she  not 
jewels  and  gems  to  showT  Had  she  not  any  number  of 
mouse-traps,  in  the  way  of  ravishing  toilets}  She  thought 
it  all  over,  till  she  was  sick  with  longing,  and  was  sure 
that  nothing  hut  the  sea  air  could  do  her  any  good;  and  bo 
she  fell  to  crying,  and  kissing  her  faithful  John,  till  she 
gained  her  end,  like  a  veritable  little  cat  as  she  was. 
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Behold,  now,  our  Lillie  at  the  beigbt  of  her  heart's 
desire,  inatalleil  in  faaliionable  apattnients  at  Newport, 
under  the  placid  uhaperouship  ol  dear  mamma,  who  never 
saw  the  least  liarni  in  any  earthly  thing  her  Lillie  chose  to 
do.  All  the  dash  and  flash  and  furiielow  of  u]iperten(!om 
were  there ;  and  Lillie  now  felt  the  full  power  and  glory 
of  heing  a,  rich,  pretty,  young  married  woman,  with  oceans 
of  money  to  spend,  and  nothing  on  earth  to  do  hut  follow 
the  fancies  of  the  passing  hour. 

This  was  Lillie's  highest  ideal  of  happiness;  and  didn't 
she  enjoy  it^  Wasn't  it  something  to  flame  forth  in 
wondrous  toilets  in  the  eyes  of  Belle  Trevors  and  Margy 
Silloway  and  Lottie  CaTers,  who  were  not  married;  and 
before  the  Simpkinses  and  the  Tomkinses  and  the  Jen- 
kinses, who,  lust  year,  had  said  hatefxd  things  about  her, 
and  intimated  that  she  had  gone  off  in  her  looks,  and  was 
on  the  way  to  be  an  old  maid? 

And  wasn't  it  a  triumph  when  all  her  old  beaux  came 
flocking  round  her,  and  her  parlors  became  a  daily  resort 
and  lounging- place  for  all  the  idle  swains,  both  of  her 
former  acquaintance  and  of  the  newcomers,  who  drifted 
with  the  tide  of  fashion )  Never  had  she  been  so  much 
the  rage;  never  had  she  been  declared  so  "stunning." 
The  effect  of  all  this  good  fortune  on  her  health  was  im- 
mediate. We  all  know  h<jw  the  spirits  afl'ect  the  bodily 
weKare ;  and  hence,  my  dear  gentlemen,  we  desire  it  to 
be  solemnly  impressed  on  you  that  there  is  nothing  so 
good  for  a  woman's  health  as  to  give  her  her  own  way. 
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Lillie  now,  from  thia  simple  cause,  received  enormoua 
I  of  vigor.  While  at  home  with  plain,  Bober 
John,  trying  to  walk  in  the  quiet  paths  of  domesticity, 
how  did  her  spirita  droop!  If  you  only  could  have  had 
1  of  her  brain  and  spinal  system,  you  would  have 
I  how  there  was  no  nervous  fluid  there,  and  how  all 
the  line  little  cords  and  fibres  that  string  the  muscles  were 
wilting  like  flowers  out  of  water;  hut  now  she  could  hathe 
md  the  strongest  of  any  one,  could  ride  on  the 
beach  half  the  day,  and  dance  the  german  into  the  small 
hours  of  the  night,  with  a  degree  of  vigor  which  showed 
conclusively  what  a  line  thing  for  her  the  Newport  air 
was.  Her  dancing-list  was  always  overcrowded  with  appli- 
cants; bouquets  were  showered  on  her;  and  the  most  superb 
"turn-outs,"  with  their  masters  for  charioteers,  were  at  her 
daily  disposal. 

All  this  made  talk.  The  world  doesn't  forgive  sueeesa; 
and  the  ancients  informed  ua  that  even  the  gods  were  en- 
vious of  happy  people.  It  is  astonishing  to  see  the  quan- 
tity of  very  proper  and  rational  moral  reflection  that  is 
excited  in  the  hreast  of  society  by  any  sort  of  success  in 
life.  How  it  shows  thera  the  vanity  of  earthly  enjoy- 
ments, the  impropriety  of  setting  one's  heart  on  it!  How 
does  a  BUCC^s^aLiuained  flirt  impress  all  her  friends  with 
the  gross  impropriety  of  having  one's  head  set  on  gentle- 
men's attentions! 

"I  must  say,"  said  Belle  Trevors,  "that  dear  Lillie  does 
astonish  me.  Now,  I  shouldn't  want  to  have  that  dissi- 
pated Danforth  lounging  in  my  rooms  eveiy  day,  as  he 
does  in  Lillie's;  and  then  taking  her  out  driving  day  after 
day ;  for  my  part,  I  don't  think  it 's  respectable." 

"Why  don't  you  speak  to  herf  "  said  Lottie  Cavers. 

"Oh,  my  dear!  she  wouldn't  mind  me.  LJllie  always 
was  the  most  imprudent  creature ;  and  if  she  goes  on  eo, 
she  '11  certainly  get  awfully  talked  about.  That  Danforth 
is  a  horrid  creature;  I  know  all  about  him." 
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As  Miss  Belle  had  herself  heen  driving  with  the  "horrid 
creature "  only  the  week  before  Lillie  came,  it  must  he 
confessed  that  her  opportunities  for  obBervation  were  of  an 
authentic  kind, 

Lillie,  aa  queen  in  her  own  parlor,  was  all  grace  and 
indulgence.  Hers  was  now  to  be  the  sisterly  rSle,  or,  as 
she  laughingly  styled  it,  the  roaternal.  With  a  ravishing 
morning-dress,  and  with  a  killing  little  cap  of  ahant  thrcB 
ini^lipg  in  pytpnt  on  her  head,  she  enacted  the  young 
matron,  and  gave  full  permission  to  Tom,  Dick,  and  Harry 
to  make  themselves  at  home  in  her  room,  and  smoke  their 
cigars  there  in  peace.  She  "adored  the  Bmell;"  in  fact, 
wlie  accepted  the  present  of  a  fancy  box  of  cigarettes  from 
Danforth  with  graciousness,  and  would  sometimes  smoke 
one  purely  for  good  company.  She  also  encouraged  her 
followers  to  unveil  the  tender  secrets  of  their  soula  confi- 
dentially to  her,  and  oifered  gracious  mediations  on  their 
liehalf  with  any  of  the  flitting  Newport  fair  ones.  When 
they,  as  in  duty  hound,  said  that  they  saw  nobody  whom 
they  eared  about  now  she  was  married,  that  she  was  the 
only  woman  on  earth  for  them,  —  she  rapped  their 
knuckles  briskly  with  her  fan,  and  bid  them  mind  their 
manners.  All  this  mode  of  proceeding  gave  her  an  im' 
niense  success. 

But,  aa  we  said  before,  all  this  was  talked  about;  and 
ladies  in  their  letters,  chronicling  the  events  of  the  passing 
hour,  sent  the  tidings  up  and  down  the  country ;  and  ao 
Miss  Letitia  Ferguson  got  a  letter  from  Mrs.  Wiluox  with 
full  pictures  and  comments;  and  she  brought  the  same  to 
Grace  Seymour. 

"I  dare  say,"  said  Letitia,  "these  things  have  been 
exaggerated;  they  always  are:  still,  it  doea  seem  desirable 
that  your  brother  should  go  there,  and  be  with  her." 

"Ho  can't  go  and  he  with  her,"  said  Grace,  "without 
neglecting  his  business,  already  too  much  neglected.     Then 
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the  litiuse  is  all  in  confusion  under  the  hands  of  painter 
and  there  in  that  young  artist  up  there,  ■ —  a  very  elegai 
gentleman,  — giving  onlers  to  right  and  left,  every  one  of 
which  involves  further  confusion  and  deeper  expense ;  for 
my  part,  I  see  no  end  to  it.  Poor  John  has  got  '  the  Old 
Man  of  the  Sea '  on  his  back  in  the  shape  of  this  woman  j 
and  I  expect  she  '11  be  the  ruin  of  him  yet.  I  can't  want  to 
break  up  his  illusion  about  her;  because,  what  good  will  it 
do?  He  has  married  her,  and  must  live  with  her;  and,  for 
Heaven's  sake,  let  the  illusion  last  while  it  can!  I'm 
going  to  draw  off,  and  leave  them  to  each  other;  there's 
no  other  way." 

"  You  are,  Graoie ) " 

"Yes;  you  see  John  camo  to  me,  all  stammering  imd 
embarrassment,  about  this  making  over  of  the  old  place; 
hut  I  put  him  at  ease  at  once.  '  The  most  natural  thing 
in  the  world,  John, '  said  I.  '  Of  course  Lillie  has  her 
taste;  and  it  'a  her  right  to  have  the  house  arrmiged  to  suit 
it.'  And  then  I  proposed  to  take  all  the  old  family 
things,  and  furnish  the  house  that  I  own  on  Elm  Street, 
and  live  there,  and  let  John  and  Lillie  keep  house  by 
themselves.  You  see,  there  is  no  helping  the  thing. 
Married  people  must  be  left  to  themselves;  nobody  can 
help  them.  They  must  make  their  own  discoveries,  fight 
their  own  battles,  sink  or  swim,  together;  and  I  have 
determined  that  not  by  the  winking  of  an  eye  will  I  inter- 
fere between  them." 

"  Well,  but  do  you  think  John  wants  you  to  go ! " 

"He  feels  badly  about  it;  and  yet  I  have  convinced  him 
that  it  'a  best.  Poor  fellow !  all  these  changes  are  not  a 
bit  to  his  taste.  He  liked  the  old  place  as  it  was,  and  the 
old  ways;  but  John  is  so  unselfish.  He  has  got  it  in  his 
liead  that  Lillie  is  very  sensitive  and  peculiar,  and  that 
her  spirits  require  all  these  changes,  as  well  as  Newport 
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"WoII,"  said  Letitia,  "if  a  man  begins  to  say  A  in  that 
line,  he  must  say  B." 

"Of  course,"  said  Grace;  "and  also  C  and  D,  and  so 

n  ell  pi,  rifU'vti'uam'nfi,  debility,  present  Jmen*^"!  fcnrfi  *'"""") 
and  all  Borta  of  iniagioni'y  and  real  diseases,  has  on  eternal 
araiory  of  weapons  of  subjagation.  What  can  a  man  do  I 
Can  he  tell  lier  that  she  ia  lying  and  Bhamniing)  Half  the 
time  she  isn't;  she  can  actually  work  herself  into  aliout 
any  physical  state  ehe  chooses.  'Xhe  fortnight  before  Lillie 
went  to  Newport  she  really  looked  pale,  and  ate  next  to 
iiothing;  and  she  mounged  admirably  to  seem  to  be  trying 
to  keep  np,  and  not  to  complain,  — yet  you  see  how  she 
can  go  on  at  Newport. " 

"It  seems  a  pity  John  couldn't  understand  her." 

"My  dear,  I  wouldn't  have  him  for  the  world.  When- 
over  he  does,  he  will  despise  her;  and  then  he  will  be 
wrotched.  For  John  is  no  hypocrite,  any  more  than  I 
am.  Ko,  I  earnestly  pray  that  his  soap-bubble  may  not 
break. " 

"Well,  then,"  said  Letitia,  "at  least,  he  might  go  down 
to  Newport  for  a  day  or  two;  and  his  presence  there  might 
set  some  things  right:  it  might  at  least  check  reports. 
You  might  just  suggest  to  him  that  unfriendly  things  were 
being  said." 

"Well,  I  'I!  see  what  I  can  do,"  said  Grace. 

So,  by  a  little  feminine  tact  in  sii^estion,  Grace  dis- 
patched her  brother  to  spend  a  day  or  two  in  Newport. 

His  coming  and  presence  Interrupted  the  lounging  hours 
in  Lillie's  rooms;  the  introduction  to  "my  husband"  short- 
ened the  interviews.  John  was  courteous  and  affable ;  but 
lie  neither  smoked  nor  drank,  and  there  was  a  mutual 
repulsion  between  him  and  many  of  Lillie's  hahituoa. 

"I  say,   Dan,"  said  Bill  Sanders  to  Danforlh,  iis  tliey 
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were  smoking  on  one  end  of  the  veranda,  "you  arc  driven 
out  of  your  lodgings  since  Seymour  came." 

e  than  the  reat  of  you,"  said  Danforth. 

"  I  don't  know  about  that,  Dan.  I  think  i/ou  might  have 
been  taken  for  master  of  those  premises.  Look  here  now. 
Ban,  why  didn't  you  take  little  Lil  youraolfl  Everybody 
thought  you  were  going  to  last  year, " 

"Didn't  want  her;  knew  too  much,"  said  Danforth. 
"Didn't  want  to  keep  her;  she's  too  cursedly  extrava- 
gant. It  'a  jolly  to  have  thia  sort  of  concern  on  hand;  but 
I  'd  rnthor  Seymour 'd  pay  her  bille  than  I." 

"Who  thought  you  were  ho  practical,  Dan  J  " 

"Prnctieal!  Unit  I  am;  I 'm  an  old  bird,  Take  my 
advice,  boys,  now:  keep  shy  of  the  girls,  and  flirt  with  the 
married  ones,  — then  you  don't  get  rojied  in." 

"I  say,  boys,"  said  Tom  Nichols,  "isn't  she  a  case, 
nowl  What  a  head  she  has!  I  bet  she  can  smoke  equal 
to  any  of  us." 

"Yes;  I  keep  her  in  cigarettes,"  said  Danforth;  "she  's 
got  a  Iwx  of  them  Bomewliere  under  het  mffleB  now." 

"  What  if  Seymour  should  find  them  1 "  said  Tom. 

"Seymour]  pooh!  he's  a  muff  and  a  prig.  I  bet  you 
he  won't  lind  her  out;  sbc  's  the  joUieat  little  humhugger 
there  is  going.  She  'd  cheat  a  fellow  out  of  the  sight  of 
his  eyes.      It's  perfectly  wonderful." 

"How  came  Seymonr  to  marry  her)  " 

"He!  Why,  he '£_a_piiMie-yoiith,~'gfeen" an  grass  itself; 
and  I  suppoge  she  talked  rcliRJon  to  hi'tt---Did-y<m-'6*eE_ 

liPHr  lipr  tfllk  rnlljTJnti  1  "  A 

A  roar  of  laughter  followed  this,  out  of  which  Danforth  V 
went  on.  "By  George,  boys,  she  gave_flie-i^£cayBi4iook  I' 
once!     I  've  got  it  yet." 

"Well,  if  that  is  n't  the  best  thing  I  ever  beard  1 "  said 
Nichols. 

"It  was  at  tlie  time  slie  was  laying  siege  to  me,  you  set 
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She  undertook  ihe  part  of  guardian  angel,  and  used  to  taik 
lots  of  sentiment.      The  girls  get  lots  of  that  out  of  George 
Sand's  novels  about  the  holiness  of  doing  just  aa  you  've    | 
a  mind  to,  and  all  that,"  said  Danforth. 

"By  George,  Dan,  you  oughtn't  to  langh.  She  may 
haYO  more  good  in  her  than  you  think," 

"Oh,  hnnihugl  don't  I  know  her!  " 

"  Well,  at  any  rate  she  's  a  wonderful  creatnre  to  hold 
her  looks.  By  George,  how  she  does  hold  ontl  You'd 
say,  now,  she  wasn't  more  than  twenty." 

"Yes;  she  understands  getting  herself  up,"  said  Dan- 
forth, "and  touches  up  her  cheeks  a  bit  now  and  then." 

"She  don't  paint,  though!" 

"Don't  paintl  Don't  ahe!  I'd  like  to  know  if  she 
don't;  but  she  does  it  like  an  artist,  like  an  old  master, 
in  fact." 

"Or  like  a  young  mistress,''  said  Tom,  and  then  laughed 
at  his  own  wit. 

Now,  it  so  happened  that  John  was  sitting  at  an  open 
window  above,  and  heard  occasional  snatches  of  this  con- 
versation quite  sidficient  to  impress  him  diBagreeably.  He 
had  not  heard  enough  to  know  exactly  wliat  had  been  said, 
but  enough  to  feel  that  a  set  of  coarse,  low-minded  men 
were  making  quite  free  with  the  name  and  reputation  of 
his  Lillie,  and  he  was  indignant. 

"She  ia  so  pretty,  so  frank,  and  so  impulsive,"  he  said. 
"Sucli  women  are  always  misconstrued,  I'm  resolved  to 
caution  her." 

"Lillie,"  he  said,  "who  is  this  Danforth)" 


■^ 


"Charlie    Danforth  —  oh! 
refused.      He  ivas  wild  about  n 
ter.      He  perfectly  haunts  my  i 
me  to  ride  with  him." 

"Well,  Lillie,  if  I  were  you, 
to  do  with  him." 


le'a  a  millionaire  that  I 
e,  — 18  now,  for  that  mat- 
3oms,  and  is  always  teasing 

I  wouldn't  have  anything 
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"John,  I  don't  mean  to,  any  more  than  1  can  help.  I 
try  to  keep  him  off  all  I  caa;  but  one  doeen't  want  to  be 
rude,  you  know," 

"My  darling,"  said  John,  "you  little  know  the  wicked- 
neas  of  the  world,  and  the  cruel  things  that  men  will  allow 
themaolves  to  Bay  of  women  who  are  meaning  no  harm. 
You  can't  he  too  careful,  Lillie." 

"Oh!  I  am  cai'eful.  Mamma  is  here,  you  know,  all  the 
while;  and  I  never  receive  except  she  is  present." 

John  sat  abstractedly  fingering  the  various  objects  on 
the  table;  theu  he  opened  a  drawer  in  the  same  mechanical 
,   manner. 

"Why,    Lillie!    what's    thiaf    what    in   the  world  are 

"Oh,  John!  sure  enough!  well,  there  is  something  I 
.  was  going  to  ask  you  about.  Danforth  used  always  to  he 
,  sending  me  things,  you  know,  before  we  were  married, — 
flowers  and  confectionery,  and  one  thing  or  other;  and 
since  I  have  been  here  now,  he  has  done  the  same,  and  I 
really  didn't  know  what  to  do  about  it.  You  know  I 
didn't  want  to  quarrel  with  him,  or  get  his  ill  will;  he  'a 
a  high-spirited  fellow,  and  a  man  one  does  n't  want  for  an 
enemy;  so  I  have  just  passed  it  over  easy  as  I  could." 

"But,  Lillie,  a  box  of  cigarettes!  —  of  course,  they  can 
be  of  no  use  to  you." 

"Of  course:  they  are  only  a  sort  of  curiosity  that  he 
imports  from  Spain  with  his  cigars." 

"I  've  a  great  mind  to  send  them  back  to  him  myself," 
said  John. 

"Oh,  don't,  John!  why,  how  it  would  look!  as  if  you 
were  angry,  or  thought  he  meant  something  wrong.  No; 
I  '11  contrive  a  way  to  give  'em  back  without  offending 
him.     I  am  up  to  all  such  little  ways." 

"Come,  now,"  she  added,  "don't  let's  be  cross  just  the 
little  time  you  have  to  stay  with  me.     I  do  wish  our 
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house  were  not  all  torn  up,  so  that  I  could  go  home  with 
you,  and  leave  Sewport  and  all  its  bothers  behind,'' 

"  Well,  Lillie,  you  could  go,  and  stay  with  me  at 
Gracie's,"  said  John,  hrightening  at  this  proposition. 

"Dear  Graeie, — ao  she  has  got  a  house  all  to  Lerseli ; 
how  I  shall  miss  her!  but,  really,  John,  I  think  she  will 
he  happier.  Since  you  would  insist  on  revolutionizing  our 
house,  you  know  "  — 

"But,  Lillie,  it  was  to  please  you." 

"Oh,  I  know  it!  but  you  know  I  begged  you  not  to. 
Well,  John,  I  don't  think  I  should  like  to  go  in  and  settle 
down  on  Grace ;  perhaps,  as  I  am  here,  and  the  sea  air 
and  bathing  strengthen  me  so,  we  may  as  well  put  it 
through.      I  will  come  home  as  soon  as  the  house  is  done," 

"  But  perhaps  you  would  want  to  go  with  me  to  New 
York  to  select  the  fumitiire  1 " 

"Oh,  the  artist  does  all  thnt!  Charlie  Ferrola  will  give 
his  ordera  to  Simon  &  Sauls,  and  they  will  do  everything 
lip  complete.  It's  the  way  they  all  do  —  saves  lots  of 
trouble. " 

John  went  home,  after  three  days  spent  in  Kewport, 
feeling  that  Lillie  was  somehow  an  injured  fair  one,  and 
that  the  envious  world  bore  down  always  on  Ijeauty  and 
prosperity.  But  incidentally  he  heard  and  overheard  much 
that  made  him  uneasy.  He  heard  her  admired  as  a 
"bidly"  girl,  a  "fast  one;"  he  heard  of  her  smoking,  he 
overheard  something  about  "painting." 

The  time  was  that  John  thought  Lillie  an  embryo  angel, 
—  an  angel  a  little  bewildered  and  gone  astray,  and  with 
wings  a  trifle  the  worse  for  the  world's  wear,  ■ — but  essen- 
tially an  angel  of  the  same  nature  with  his  own  revered 
mother.  Gradually  the  mercury  had  been  falling  in  the 
tube  of  his  estimation.  He  had  given  up  the  angel;  and 
now  to  himself  he  called  her  "a  silly  little  pussy,"  but  he 
did  it  with  a  smile.      It  was  such  a  neat,  white,  graceful 
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pussy ;  and  all  his  own  pussy  too,  ami  purred  and  rubbed 
its  little  head  oh  no  coat-sleeve  but  hh,  —of  that  he  was 
certain.  Only  a  bit  eilly.  She  would  still  lib  a  little, 
John  feared,  especially  when  he  looked  buck  to  the  chapter 
about  her  age,  —  and  then,  perhajiB,  aljout  the  cigarettes. 
Well,  she  might,  perhaps,  in  a  wild,  excited  hour,  have 
smoked  one  or  two,  just  for  fun,  and  the  thing  had  been 
eEOggernted.  She  had  promised  fairly  to  letum  those 
cigarettes,  —  he  dared  not  eay  to  himself  tliat  he  feared 
ahe  would  not.  He  kept  saying  to  bimaeli  that  she 
would.  It  was  necessary  U>  say  this  often  to  make  himself 
believe  it. 

As  to  painting  —  well,  John  didn't  like  to  ask  lier, 
because,  what  if  she  shoiddn't  tell  him  the  truth)  And 
if  she  did  paint,  waa  it  bo  great  a  sin,  poor  little  thing  J 
He  would  watch,  and  bring  her  out  of  it.  After  all,  when 
the  house  was  all  finished  and  arranged,  and  he  got  her 
back  from  Newport,  there  would  be  a  long,  ciuiet,  domestic 
winter  at  Springdale;  and  they  would  get  up  their  reading- 
circles,  and  ho  would  set  her  to  improving  her  ndnd,  and 
gradually  the  vision  of  this  empty,  fashionable  life  would 
die  out  of  her  horizon,  and  she  would  come  into  his  ways 
of  thinking  and  doing. 

But,  after  all,  John  managei!  to  be  proud  of  her.  When 
he  read  in  the  columns  of  "The  Herald  "  the  account  of  the 
Splandangeroua  ball  in  Newport,  and  of  the  entruncingly 
beautiful  Mrs.  J.  S,,  who  appeared  in  a  radiant  dress  of 
silvery  gauze  made  h  la,  nuage,  etc.,  etc.,  John  was  rather 
pleased  than  otherwise.  Lillie  danced  till  daylight,  —  it 
showed  that  she  must  be  getting  back  her  strength,  —  and 
she  was  voted  the  belle  of  the  scene.  Who  wouldn't  take 
the  comfort  that  is  to  be  got  in  anything  1  John  ovraed 
this  fashionable  meteor,  —  why  should  n't  he  rejoice  in  it  1 

Two  years  ago,  had  anybody  told  him  that  one  day  he 
should  have  a  wife  that  told  fibs,  and  painted,  and  smoked 
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cigarettes,  and  Jaticed  all  night  at  Newport,  and  yet  that 
he  eliould  love  lier,  and  be  proud  of  her,  he  would  have 
said,  la  thy  aervant  a.  dog!  He  was  then  a  considerate, 
thoughtful  John,  serious  and  careful  in  hia  life-plans;  and 
the  wife  that  was  to  be  his  companion  was  eometiiing  celes- 
tial. But  so  it  is.  By  degrecB  we  aeeommodate  our- 
selves to  the  actual  and  existing.  To  all  intents  and  pur- 
poees,  for  us  it  Is  the  inevitable. 


CHAPTER   Xn 


Well,  Lillie  came  back  at  last;  und  John  conducted 
her  over  the  transformed  Seymour  mansion,  where  literally 
old  things  had  passed  away,  and  all  things  become  new. 
There  was  not  a  relic  of  the  past.  The  house  was  fur- 
bished and  resplendent  —  it  was  gilded  —  it  was  frescoed 
—  it  was  ii  )a  Pompadour,  and  &  la  Louis  Quinze  and 
Louis  Quatorze,  and  ii  la  everything  Frenchy  and  pretty, 
and  gay  and  glistening.  For  though  the  parlors  at  first 
were  the  only  apartments  contemplated  in  this  renaissance, 
yet  it  came  to  pass  that  the  parlors,  when  all  tricked  out, 
cast  such  invidious  reflections  on  the  chambers  that  tho 
chambers  felt  themselves  old  and  rubbishy,  and  prayed  and 
stretched  out  hands  of  imploration  to  have  something  dona 
for  t/iem  ! 

So  the  spare  chamber  was  first  included  in  the  glorifica- 
tion programme;  but  when  the  spare  chamber  was  once 
made  into  a  Pompadour  pavilion,  it  so  flouted  and  despised 
the  other  old-fashioned  Yankee  chambers,  that  they  were  ■ 
ready  to  die  with  envy;  and,  in  short,  there  was  no  way 
to  produce  a  sense  of  artistic  unity,  peace,  and  quietness, 
but  to  do  the  whole  thing  over,  which  was  done  trium- 
phantly. 

The  French  Emperor,  Louis  Napoleon,  who  was  a 
shrewd  sort  o£  a  man  in  his  day  and  way,  used  to  talk 
a  great  deal  about  the  "logic  of  events; "  which  language, 
being  interpreted,  my  dear  gentlemen,  means  a  good  deal 
in  domestic  life.      It  means,  for  instance,  that  when  you 
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drive  the  first  cai!,    or  tear  down  tlie  first  board,  in  the 
way  of  alteration  of  an  old  house,  i  ou  will  have  to  make 
over  every  room  and  comer  in  it,  and  pay  as  much  again 
for  it  as  if  you  built  a  new  one. 
John  was  able  to  sympathi; 
delight  in  the  new  house,  bei 
uhle  to  put  himself  and  his 
tion  for  har  sake;  hut  whei 


with  Lillie  in  her  childish 

isB  he  loved  her,  and  was 

iwQ  wishes  out  of  the  ques- 

flll  the  billa  connected  with 


this  change  came  in,  he  had  emotions  with  which  Lillie 
could  not  sympathize ;  lirst,  heuanse  sbe  knew  nothing 
about  figures,  and  was  resolved  never  to  know  anything, 
and,  like  all  people  who  know  nothing  about  them,  she 
cared   nothing;    and,    second,   because    she    did    nut    love 

Now,  the  truth  is,  Lillie  would  have  been  quite  aston- 
ished to  have  been  told  this.  She  and  many  other 
women  supjwse  that  they  love  their  husbanda,  when, 
unfortunately,  tliey  have  not  the  beginning  of  an  idea  what 
3ove  is.  Let  me  explain  it  to  you,  my  dear  lady.  Loving 
to  be  admired  by  a  man,  loving  to  be  petted  by  him,  lov- 
ing to  be  caressed  by  him,  and  loving  to  be  praised  by  him, 
is  not  loving  a  man.  All  these  may  he  when  a  woman 
has  no  power  of  loving  at  all,  —they  may  all  be  simply 
because  she  loves  herself,  and  loves  to  be  flattered,  praised, 
caressed,  coaxed  —  as  a  cat  likes  to  be  coaxed  and  stroked, 
and  fed  with  cream,  and  have  a  warm  corner. 

But  all  this  is  not  love.  It  may  exist,  to  be  sure, 
where  there  is  love ;  it  generally  does.  But  it  may  also 
exist  where  there  is  no  love.  Love,  my  dear  ladies,  is 
aelf-sacriflce ;  it  is  a  life  out  of  self  and  in  another.  Its 
very  essence  is  the  preferring  of  the  comfort,  the  ease,  the 
wishes  of  another  to  one's  own,  for  the  love  we  hear  them. 
Love  is  giving,  and  not  receiving.  Love  m  not  a  sheet  of 
blotting-paper  or  a  sponge,  sucking  in  everything  to  itself; 
it  is  an  out-springing  fountain,  giving  from  itself.      Love's 
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motto  has  been  droppeil  in  tliia  world  aa  a  cliaiice  ^em  of 
({real  price  by  tbe  Inveiiest,  tbe  faircBt,  the  puient,  tlie 
strongest  of  Lovers  that  ever  trod  tbia  mortal  tarth,  of 
whom  it  is  recorded  that  He  said,  "It  ia  more  blessed  to 
give  tban  to  receive."  Now, 
~.  ceivers  to  oiiB_civ»f.  There  are  teu  persons  in  this  world 
who  like  to  be  loved  and  love  love,  where  then 
who  knows  how  to  love.  That,  0  my  dear  ladi 
nobler  attainment  than  all  your  French  and  music  imd 
dancing.  You  may  lose  the  very  power  of  it  by  smother- 
ing  it  under  a  load  of  early  self- indulgence.  By  living 
juBt  as  you  are  all  wanting  to  live  —  living  to  be  petted, 
to  be  fiattereii,  to  he  admired,  to  be  praised,  to  have  your 
own  way,  and  to  do  only  tliat  which  ia  easy  and  agreeable 
— you  may  lose  the  power  of  self-denial  and  self-sacrifice; 
you  may  lose  the  power  of  loving  nobly  and  worthily,  and 
become  a  mese  sheet  of  blotting-paper  all  your  life. 

You  will  please  to  observe  that,  in  all  the  married  life 
of  those  two,  as  tliiia  far  told,  uU  the  accommodations, 
compliances,  changes,  have  been  made  by  John  for  J^illie. 
He  haa  been,  step  by  step,  giving  up  to  her  bis  ideal  of 
life,  and  trying,  as  far  as  so  diiferent  a  nature  can,  to 
accommodate  his  to  hers;  and  ehe  accepts  all  this  aa  her 
right  and  due.  She  sees  no  particular  cause  of  gratitude 
in  it,  — it  is  what  she  expected  when  she  married.  Hqf 
own  specialty,  the  thing  which  she  haa  always  cultivated, 
is  to  get  that  sort  of  power  over  man  by  which  she  can 
carry  her  own  jMiuta  and  purposes,  ajid  make  him  flexible 
to  her  will;  nor  does  a  suspicion  of  the  utter  worthleasness 
and  selfishness  of  such  a  life  ever  darken  the  horizon  of 
her  thoughts. 

John's  bills  were  graver  than  he  expected.  It  is  truo 
he  was  rich ;  hut  richea  is  a  relative  term.  As  related  to 
the  style  of  living  hitherto  practiced  in  his  establishment, 
John's  income  was  princely,  and  left  a  large  balance  to  be 
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devoted  to  works  of  general  benevolenee ;  but  he  perceived 
that,  in  this  year,  that  balance  would  be  aU  absorbed;  and 
thie  troubled  him. 

Then,  again,  his  eatabliehment  being  now  given  up  by 
hia  sister  roust  bo  reorganized,  with  Lillie  at  its  head;  and 
Lillie  declared  in  the  outset  that  she  could  not,  and  would 
not,  take  any  trouble  about  anything.  "John  would 
have  to  get  servants ;  and  the  servants  would  have  to  see 
to  things;"  she  "was  resolved,  for  one  thing,  that  she 
wasn't  going  to  be  a  slave  to  housekeeping." 

Ey  great  pains  and  importunity,  and  an  offer  of  high 
wages,  Grace  and  John  retained  Bridget  in  the  establish- 
ment, and  secured  from  New  York  a  seamstress  and  a 
waitress,  and  other  members  to  make  out  a  domestic  ataif. 
This  sisterhood  was  from  the  isle  of  Erin,  and  not  an 
imfavorable  specimen  of  that  important  portion  of  our 
domestic  life.  They  were  quick-witted,  well  versed  in  a 
certain  degree  of  household  and  domestic  skill,  guided  in 
well-doing  more  by  impulsive  good  feeling  than  byauy  ^ 
verg^ enlightengdj^rine i pi e.  The  dominant  idea  with  tbem 
all  appeared  to  he,  that  they  were  living  in  the  house  of  a 
millionaire,  where  money  flowed  through  the  establish- 
ment in  a  golden  stream,  out  of  which  all  might  drink 
freely  and  rejoicingly,  with  no  questions  asked,  Mrs. 
liillie  concerned  herself  only  with  results,  and  paid  no 
attention  to  ways  and  means.  She  wanted  a  dainty  and 
generous  table  to  be  spread  for  her,  at  all  proper  hours, 
with  every  pleasing  and  agreeable  variety;  to  which  she 
should  come  as  she  would  to  the  table  of  a  boarding-house, 
without  troubling  her  head  where  anything  came  from  or 
went  to. 

Bridget,  having  been  for  some  years  under  the  training 
and  surveillance  of  Grace  Seymour,  was  more  than  usually 
competent  as  cook  and  provider;  but  Bridget  had  abun- 
dance of  the  Irish  astuteness,   which  led  her  to  feel  the 
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geniua  of  circuiii stances,  and  to  shape  her  course  sccord- 
ingly.  "With  Grace,  she  had  been  accurate,  aaviag,  and 
economical;  for  Misa  Grace  was  so,  Bridget  had  felt, 
under  her  away,  the  beauty  of  that  economy  which  saves 
ing  ia  in  itself  so  fitting  and  so  respectable; 
and  because,  in  this^wiiy,  a  power  for  a  wise  generosity  ia 
accumulated.  She  was  sympathetic  with  the  nJing  spirit 
of  the  eatabliahment, 

But  under  the  new  mistress,  Bridget  declined  in  virtue. 
The  announcemeut  that  the  mistress  of  a  family  iati't 
going  to  give  herself  any  trouble,  nor  bother  her  head 
with  care  about  anything,  ia  one  the  influence  of  which  ia 
felt  downward  in  every  department.  Why  should  Bridget 
give  herself  any  trouble  to  save  and  economize  for  a  mistress 
who  took  none  for  herself)  She  had  worked  hard  a!!  her 
life,  why  not  take  it  easy  1  And  it  was  so  much  easier  to 
send  daily  a  basket  of  cold  victuala  to  her  cousin  on  Vine 
Street  tlian  to  contrive  ways  of  making  the  moat  of  things, 
tbat  Bridget  felt  perfectly  justilied  iii  doing  it.  If,  once 
in  a  wbUe,  a  little  tea  and  a  paper  of  sugar  found  their 
way  into  the  same  basket,  who  would  ever  miss  iti 

The  seamstress  was  an  elegant  lady.  She  kept  all 
Lillie'a  dresses  and  laces  and  wardrobe,  and  had  something 
ready  for  her  to  put  on  when  she  changed  her  toilet  every 
day.  If  this  very  fine  lady  wore  her  mistress's  skirts  and 
sashes,  and  laces  and  jewelry,  on  the  sly,  to  evening  par- 
ties among  the  upper  servant  circles  of  Springdale,  who 
was  to  know  it !  Mrs,  John  Seymour  knew  nothing  about 
where  her  things  were,  nor  what  was  their  condition,  and 
never  wanted  to  trouble  herself  to  inquire. 

It  may  therefore  he  inferred  that  when  John  began  to 
settle  up  accounts,  and  look  into  financial  matters,  they 
seemed  to  him  not  to  be  going  exactly  in  the  most  promis- 
ing way.  He  thought  he  would  give  Lillie  a  little  practi- 
cal insight  into  his  business,  — show  her  exactly  what  bis 
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income  was,  and  make  some  GBtimateB  of  liia  expenseB,  Just 
that  she  might  have  some  little  ideu  how  things  were 
going.  So  John,  with  great  care,  prepared  a  nice  little 
uccount-hook,  prefaced  by  a  table  of  figures,  showing  tlie 
iiicoiae  of  the  Spiudlewood  property,  and  the  income  of 
his  law  business,  and  hie  income  from  other  sources, 
Aguinat  this  be  placed  the  necessary  outgoes  of  his  busi- 
ness, and  showed  what  balance  might  be  left.  Then  he 
showed  what  had  hitherto  been  spent  for  various  benevo- 
lent purposes  connected  with  the  schools  and  his  establish- 
ments at  Spindlewood,  He  showed  what  had  been  the 
bills  for  the  refitting  of  the  house,  and  what  were  now  the 
running  current  expenses  of  the  family.  He  hoped  that 
he  had  made  all  these  so  plain  and  simple  that  Lillie  might 
easily  be  made  to  understand  them,  and  that  thus  si.ime 
clear  financial  bonudajries  might  appear  in  her  mind.  Then 
he  seized  a  favorable  hour,  and  produced  his  book. 

"Lillie,"  he  said,  "I  want  to  make  you  understand  a 
little  about  our  expenditures  and  income." 

"Oh,  dreadful,  John!  don't,  prayl  I  never  had  any 
head  for  things  of  that  kind." 

"But,  Lillie,  please  let  me  show  you,"  persisted  John. 
"I  'vo  made  it  just  as  simple  as  can  be," 

"Oh,  John!  now  — I  just  —  can't  —  there  now!  Don't 
bring  that  book  now;  it'll  jxist  make  me  low-spirited  and 
cross.  I  never  had  the  least  head  for  (igures;  mamma 
always  said  so;  and  if  thcio  is  anything  that  seems  to  mo 
perfectly  dreadful,  it  is  accounts.  I  don't  think  it  'b  any 
of  a  woman's  business  —  it's  all  man's  work,  and  men 
have  got  to  see  to  it.  Now,  please  don't,"  siie  added, 
eoming  to  him  coaxingly,  and  putting  lier  arm  round  his 

"But  you  see,  Lillie,"  John  persevered  in  a  pleading 
tone,  — "you  see,  all  these  alterations  that  have  been  made 
in  the  house  have   involved   very  serious  expenses;    and 
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then,  too,  we  ate  living  at  a  very  different  rate  of  expense 
from  wliiit  we  ever  lived  liefure"  — 

"There  it  is,  John!  Now,  you  oughtn't  to  reproach 
me  with  it;  for  you  know  it  was  your  own  idea.  I  did  n't 
wiiut  the  alterations  made ;  but  you  would  insist  on  it.  I 
did  n't  thiuk  it  was  best;  but  you  would  have  them." 

"But,  Lillie,  it  was  uU  bucaaBe  you  wanted  them." 

"  WeU,  I  dare  say ;  but  I  should  n't  have  wanted  them 
if  I  thought  it  was  going  to  bring  in  all  this  bother  ami 
trouble,  and  make  me  hove  to  look  over  old  accounts,  and 
all  such  things,  I'd  rather  never  have  had  anything!" 
And  hare  Lillie  began  to  cry. 

"Come,  now,  my  darling,  do  be  a  sensible  woman,  and 
not  act  like  a  baby." 

"There,  John!  it's  just  as  I  knew  it  ivould  be;  I 
always  said  you  wanted  a  differpnt  Bort  of  a  woman  for  a 
wife.  Now,  you  knew  when  you  took  me  that  I  was  n't 
in  the  least  strong-minded  oi  sensible,  but  a  poor  little 
helpless  thing ;  and  you  are  beginning  to  get  tired  of  me 
already.  You  wish  you  had  married  a  woman  like  Grace, 
I  know  you  do." 

"Lillie,  bow  ailly!  Please  do  listen  now.  Yoh  have 
no  idea  how  simple  and  easy  what  I  want  to  explain  to 

"Well,  John,  I  can't  to-night,  anyhow,  because  I  have 
a  headache.  Just  this  talk  has  got  my  head  to  thumping 
so, — it's  really  dreadful!  and  I'm  so  low-spirited!  I 
do  wish  yon  had  a  wile  that  would  suit  you  better."  And 
forthwith  Mrs.  Lillie  dissolved  in  tears;  and  John  stroked 
her  head,  and  petted  her,  and  called  her  a  nice  little  pussy, 
and  begged  her  pardon  for  being  so  rough  with  her,  and, 
in  short,  acted  like  a  fool  generally. 

"If  that  woman  was  iny  wife  now,"  I  fancy  I  hear  some 
youth  with  a  promising  mustache  remark,  "I  'd  make  her 
behave  1 " 
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Well,  sir,  Bupposiiig  she  was  your  wife,  what  are  you 
going  to  do  about  itl  What  are  you  gouig  to  do  when 
accounta  give  your  wife  a  sick  headache,  so  that  she  cannot 
possibly  attend  to  theml  Are  you  going  to  enact  the  Eliie- 
beard,  and  rage  and  storm,  and  threaten  to  cut  her  head 
ofEl  What  good  would  that  do  I  Cutting  off  a  wrong 
little  head  would  not  turn  it  into  a  right  one.  An  ancient 
proTerh  significantly  remarks,  "You  can't  have  more  of  a 
eat  than  her  akin,"  —  and  no  amount  of  fuming  and  storm- 
ing can  make  anything  more  of  a  woman  than  she  ia. 
Such  as  your  wife  is,  air,  you  must  take  her,  and  mate  the 
beat  of  it.  Perhaps  you  want  your  own  way.  Don't  you 
wish  you  could  get  it? 

But  didn't  she  promise  to  obey  I  Didn't  she?  Of 
couree.  Then  why  is  it  that  I  must  be  all  the  while  yield- 
ing points,  and  she  never  t  Well,  sir,  that  is  for  you  to 
settle.  The  marriage  service  gives  you  authority  ;  so  does 
the  law  of  the  land.  John  could  lock  up  Mrs,  Lillie  till 
she  learned  her  lessons;  he  could  do  any  of  twenty  other 
things  that  no  gentleman  would  ever  tliink  of  doing,  and 
the  law  would  support  him  in  it.  But  because  John  ia 
a  gentleman,  and  not  Paddy  from  Cork,  he  strokes  his 
wife's  head,  and  submits. 

We  understand  that  our  brejhren,  the  .Methodists,  have 
recently  decided  to  leave  the  word  "obey"  out  of  the  mar- 
riage service.  Our  friends  are,  as  all  t!ie  world  knows,  a. 
most  wise  and  prudent  denomination,  and  guided  by  a 
very  practical  sense  in  their  arrangements.  If  they  have 
left  the  word  "obey"  out,  it  is  because  they  have  eon- 
chuled  that  it  does  no  good  to  put  it  in,  — -a  decision  that 
John's  experience  would  go  a  long  way  to  justify. 
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"My  dear  Lillic,"  quotli  John  one  mornbg,  "next 
week  Wednesday  is  my  birthday." 

"Is  it  I     How  charming!     What  shall  we  do  I" 

"Well,  Lillie,  it  has  always  been  our  cuatom  —  Grace's 
and  mine  —  to  give  a  grand  fete  here  to  aU  our  work- 
people. We  invite  them  all  over  en  masse,  and  have  the 
house  and  grounds  all  open,  and  devote  ourselvea  to  giving 
them  a  good  time." 

Lillie's  countenance  feU,  "Now,  really,  John,  how 
trying!  what  shall  we  do  I  You  don't  really  propose  to 
bring  all  thoaa  low,  dirty,  little  factory  children  in  Spindle- 
wood  through  OUT  elegant  new  house )  Juat  look  at  that 
satin  furniture,  and  thiuk  what  it  will  be  when  a  whole 
parcel  of  freckled,  tow-headed,  snubby-nosed  children  have 
eaten  bread  and  butter  and  douglmuts  over  it!  Now, 
John,  there  is  reason  in  all  things  j  this  houaa  is  not  made 
for  a  missionary  asylum." 

John,  thus  admonished,  looked  at  his  bouse,  and  was 
fain  to  admit  that  there  was  the  usual  amount  of  that  good, 
selfish,  hard  grit  —  called  common  sense  —  in  Lillie's  re- 
marks. 

Eooma  have  their  atmosphere,  their  necessities,  their 
artistic  proprieties.  Apartments  h  la  Louis  Quatorze  re- 
present the  ideas  and  the  sympathies  of  a  period  when  tbo 
rich  lived  by  themselves  in  luxury,  and  the  poor  were 
trodden  down  in  the  gutter;  when  there  was  only  aristo- 
cratic contempt  and  domination  on  one  aide,  and  ser\ility 
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aad  smothered  curses  on  the  other.  With  the  change  of 
the  apartments  to  the  style  of  that  past  era  seemed  to 
come  its  maxims  and  morals,  as  artistically  indicated  for 
its  completeness.  So  John  walked  iip  and  down  i 
Louis  Quinza  salon,  and  into  his  Pompadour  boudoir,  and 
out  again  into  the  Louis  Quatorze  dining-rooms,  and  re- 
flected. He  had  bad  many  refiections  in  those  apartments 
before.  Of  all  ill-adapted  and  unsuitable  pieces  of  furni- 
ture in  them,  he  bad  always  felt  himself  the  most  unsuit- 
able and  JU  adapted.  He  biij  nrrnr  filt  iit  hnmn  in  HrTTTr — 
He  never  felt  like  lolling  at  ease  on  any  of  those  elegant 
sofas,  as  of  old  he  used  to  cast  himself  into  the  motherly 
arms  of  the  great  chintz  one  that  filled  the  recess.  His 
Lillie,  with  her  smart  jMraphernalia  of  hoops  and  puffs  and 
rufles  and  pinkinga  and  bows,  seemed  a  perfectly  natural 
and  indigenous  production  there;  but  be  himself  seemed 
always  to  be  out  of  place.  His  Lillie  might  have  been 
any  of  Balzac's  charming  jjimiitsBts,  ^wllt^tbeir  "thirty- 
seven  thouHuild  fffljfflfl  HU-ying  '  Yes; '  "  but  as  to  himself, 
he  must  have  been  taken  for  her  steward  or  gardener,  who 
had  acoideutully  strayed  in,  and  was  fraying  her  satin 
surroundings  with  rough  coats  and  heavy  boots.  There 
was  not,  in  fact,  in  all  the  reorganized  house,  a  place  where 
he  felt  himself  to  be  at  all  the  proper  thing;  nowhere 
where  he  could  lounge,  and  read  his  newspaper,  without 
a  feeling  of  impropriety;  nowhere  that  he  could  indulge 
in  any  of  the  slight  Hottentotisms  wherein  unrenewed 
male  nature  delights,  — without  a  feeling  of  rebuke. 

John  had  not  philosophized  on  the  causes  of  this.  He 
knew,  in  a  general  and  unconfessed  way,  that  he  was  not 
comfortable  in  his  new  arrangements;  but  he  supposed  it 

i  his  own  fault.  He  had  fallen  into  rusty,  old-fash- 
ioned, bachelor  ways;  and  like  other  things  that  are  not 
agreeable  to  the  natural  man,  he  supposed  his  trim,  re- 
splendent, genteel  house  was  good  for  him,   and  that  he 
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ought  to  lil:e  it,  and  by  grace  should  attain  to  liking  it,  if 
he  only  tried  long  enough.  Only  he  took  long  rests  every 
(lay  while  he  went  to  Grace's,  on  Elm  Street,  and  stretched 
himself  on  the  old  sofa,  and  sat  in  his  mother's  old  arm- 
chair, and  told  Grace  how  very  elegant  their  house  was, 
and  how  much  taste  the  architect  had  shown,    and  how 

ich  Lillie  was  delighted  with  it. 

But  this  silent  walk  of  Joliu's,  up  and  down  his  bril- 
liant apartments,  opened  his  eyes  to  aaother  troublesome 
prospect.  He  was  a  Christian  man,  with  a  high  aim  and 
ideal  in  life.  He  ly.\jfvprl  in  tho  Sermon  on  the  MouaL— 
and  other  radical  preaching  of  that  nature;  and  he  was  a  I 
very  honest  man,  and  hated  humbug  in  every  shape.  Ko- 
thing  seemed  meaner  to  him  than  to  profess  a  sham.  But 
a  cloudy  way  to  appear  to  him  that  there  is 
a  manner  of  arranging  one's  houses  that  makes  it  difficult 
—  yes,  wellnigh  impossible  —  to  act  out  in  them  any  of 
the  brotherhood  principles  of  those  discourses.  . 

There  are  houses  where  the  self-respecting  poor,  or  the  I 
honest  laboring  man  and  woman,  cannot  be  made  to  enter  I 
or  to  feel  at  home.  They  are  made  for  the  selfiali  luxury 
of  the_pri5ileged-faw.  Then  John  reflected,  uneasily,  that 
this  change  in  his  house  had  absorbed  that  whole  balance 
which  usually  remained  on  his  accounts  to  bo  devoted  to 
benevolent  purposes,  and  with  which  this  year  he  had  pro- 
posed to  erect  a  reading-room  for  his  work-people. 

"Lillie,"  said  John,  as  he  walked  uneasily  up  and 
down,  "I  wish  you  would  try  to  help  me  in  this  thing. 
I  always  have  done  it,  —  my  father  and  mother  did  it 
before  me,  —and  I  don't  want  all  of  a  sudden  to  depart 
from  it.  It  may  seem  a  little  thing,  hut  it  does  a  great 
deal  of  good.  It  produces  kind  feeling ;  it  refines  and 
educates  and  softens  them. " 

"Oh,  well,  Jo!m!  if  you  say  so,  I  must,  I  suppose," 
said  Lillie,  with  a  sigh.      "  I  can  have  the  carpets  and  fur- 
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nitute  all  covBred,  I  suppose;  it'll  bo  no  end  of  trouble, 
but  I  '11  try.  But  I  must  say,  I  think  nil  this  kind  of 
petting  of  the  working- claasea  does  no  sort  of  good;  it  only 
makes  them  uppish  and  exacting:  you  never  get  any  grati- 
tude for  it," 

"But  you  know,  dearie,  what  is  said  about  doing  good, 
'  hoping  for  nothing  again, '  "  said  John. 

"Now,  Jolm,  please  don't  preach,  of  all  things.  Have  n't 
I  told  you  that  I  '11  try  my  best!  I  am  going  to,  — I  '11 
work  with  all  my  strength,  — you  know  that  isn't  much, 
—  but  I  shall  exert  myself  to  the  utmost  if  you  say  bo." 

"My  dear,  I  don't  want  yon  to  injure  yourself! " 

"Oh!  I  don't  mind,"  said  Lillie,  vnth  the  air  of  a 
martyr.  "The  servants,  I  suppose,  will  make  a  fuss  ahout 
it;  and  I  shouldn't  wonder  if  it  was  the  means  of  sending 
them  every  one  off  in  a  body,  and  leaving  me  without  any 
help  in  the  house,  just  as  the  Follingsbees  and  the  Simp- 
kinses  are  coining  to  visit  us." 

"I  didn't  know  that  you  had  invited  the  FoUingaheea 
and  Simpkinses,"  said  John. 

"Didn't  I  tell  yon?  I  meant  to,"  said  Mrs.  Lillie 
innocently. 

"  I  don't  like  those  Foiltngabees,  Lillie.  He  ia  a  man 
I  have  no  respect  for;  he  is  one  of  those  shoddy  upstarts, 
not  at  all  onr  sort  of  folks.      I  'm  sorry  you  asked  him," 

"But  bis  wife  is  ray  particular  friend,"  said  Lillie,  "and 
they  were  very  polite  to  mamma  and  me  at  Newport;  and 
we  really  owe  them  some  attention." 

"Well,  Lillie,  since  you  have  aaked  them,  I  will  bo 
polite  to  them;  and  I  will  try  and  do  everything  to  save 
you  care  in  this  entertainment.  I  '11  speak  to  Bridget  my- 
self; she  knows  our  ways,  and  has  been  used  to  manag- 
ing." 

And  BO,  as  John  was  greatly  beloved  by  Bridget,  and  as 
all  the  domestic  staff  had  the  true  Irish  fealty  to  the  man 
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of  the  house,  and  would  run  themselves  off  their  feet  in 
his  servicB  any  day,  —  it  came  to  pass  that  the  fete  was 
holden,  as  of  yore,  in  the  grounds.  Grace  was  there  and 
helped,  and  so  were  Letitia  and  Bose  Ferguson;  aud  all 
passed  ofT  better  than  could  be  expected.  But  John  did 
not  enjoy  it.  He  felt  all  the  while  that  he  was  dragging 
Lillie  as  a  thousand-pound  weight  after  him;  and  he  inly 
resolved  that,  once  out  of  that  Jay's  festival,  he  would 
never  try  to  have  it  again. 

Lillie  went  to  bed  with  aick  headache,  and  lay  two  days 
after  it,  during  which  tihe  cried  and  lamented  incessantly. 
She  "knew  she  was  not  the  wife  for  John; "  she  " always 
told  him  he  wouldn't  be  satisfied  with  her,  and  now  she 
saw  he  wasn't;  but  she  had  tried  her  very  best,  aud  now 
it  was  cruel  to  think  she  should  not  succeed  any  better." 

"My  dearest  child,"  said  John,  who,  to  say  the  truth, 
was  beginning  to  find  this  thing  less  charming  than  it  used 
to  be,  "I  am  aatiBfied.  I  am  much  obliged  to  jou.  I  'm 
sure  you  have  done  all  that  could  be  asked." 

"Well,  I'm  sure  I  hope  those  folks  of  yours  were 
pleased,"  quoth  Lillie,  as  she  lay  looking  like  a  martyr, 
with  a  cloth  wet  in  ice-water  bound  round  her  head. 
"They  ought  to  be;  they  have  left  grease  spots  all  over 
the  sofa  in  ray  boudoir,  from  one  end  to  the  other;  and 
cake  and  raisins  have  been  trodden  into  the  carpets;  and 
the  turf  around  the  oval  is  all  cut  up;  and  they  have 
broken  my  little  Diana;  and  such  a  din  as  there  was!  — 
oh,  me!  it  makes  my  head  ache  to  think  of  it." 

"Never  mind,  Lillie,  I  '11  see  to  it,  and  set  it  all  right." 

"No,  you  can't.  One  of  the  children  broke  that  model 
of  the  Leaning  Tower  too.  I  found  it.  You  can't  teach 
such    children    to   let   things    alone.     Oh,    dear  met    my 

"There,  there,  pussy!  only  don't  worry,"  said  John 
in  soothing  tones. 
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"Don't  think  me  horrid,  please  don't,"  eaid  Lillie  pit- 
eously.      "I  did  try  to  have  things  go  right;  didn't  11" 

"Certainly  you  did,  dearie;  eo  don!t  worry.  I'll  get 
oil  the  spots  taken  out,  and  all  the  things  mended,  and 
make  everything  right." 

So  Jolin  called  Bo&a,  on  his  way  downstairs.  "  Show 
me  the  sofa  that  they  spoiled,"  eaid  he. 

"Soia.1"  said  Rosa. 

"Tea;  I  understand  the  children  greased  the  Bofa  in 
Mrs.  Seymour's  houdoir." 

"Oh,  dear,  no!  nothing  of  the  sort;  I've  heen  putting 
everything  to  rights  in  all  the  rooms,  and  they  look  heau- 
tifuUy." 

"Didn't  they  break  something?  " 

"  Oh,  no,  nothing !  The  little  things  were  good  as 
could  lie, " 

"That  Leaning  Tower,  ant!  that  little  Diana,"  suggested 
John, 

"Oh,  dear  me,  no!  I  broke  tlioae  a  month  ago,  and 
showed  them  to  Mrs,  Seymour,  and  promised  to  mend 
them.      Oh!  she  knows  all  ahout  that." 

"Ah!"  said  John,  "I  didn't  know  that.  Well,  Koea, 
put  everything  up  nicely,  and  divide  this  money  among 
t!ie  giria  for  extra  trouble,"  he  added,  slipping  a  bill  into 
her  band, 

"I'm  sure  there's  no  trouble,"  said  KoEa.  "We  all 
enjoyed  it;  and  I  believe  everybody  did;  only  I'm  sorry 
it  was  too  much  for  Mrs,  Seymour;  she  is  very  delicate." 

"Yea,  she  is,"  said  John,  as  he  turned  uway,  drawing 
a  long,  slow  sigh. 

That  long,  slow  sigh  had  become  a  frequent  and  imcon- 
Bcious  occurrence  with  him  of  late.  When  our  ideals  are 
sick  unto  death;  when  they  are  slowly  dying  and  passing 
away  from  us,  we  sigh  thus,  John  said  to  himself  softly, 
—  no  matter  what;  but  he  felt  the  pang  of  knowing  again 
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what  he  had  known  so  ofteu  of  late,  tliat  hia  Liilie'a  word 
was  not  golden.  What  she  said  woidd  not  bear  close 
examination.     Therefore  why  examine  ? 

"Evidently  she  ia  determined  that  this  thing  shall  not 
go  on,"  aaid  .Tohn.  "Well,  I  shall  never  try  again;  it's 
of  no  n»e;"  and  John  went  up  to  his  sister's,  and  threw 
himself  down  upon  H.^  t^iH  fTiiritT  =nfa  gs  if  it  had  been  his 
mother's  bosoia.  His  sister  sat  there,  sewing.  "Tha  sun 
came  twinkling  through  a  rustic  framework  of  ivy  which 
it  had  been  the  pride  of  her  heart  to  arrange  the  week 
before.  All  the  old  family  pictures  and  heirlooms,  and 
sketches  and  panellings,  were  arranged  in  the  most  charm- 
ing way,  so  that  her  rooms  seemed  a  reproduction  of  the 
old  home. 

"Hang  it  alll"  said  John,  with  a  great  flounce  as  he 
turned  over  on  the  sofa.  "I  'm  not  up  to  par  this  morn- 
ing-" 

Now,  Grace  had  thai  jxjiIluI  IliLiuLne  kuilVludgr^just 
what  the  matter  was  wvtii  her  brother  that  women  always 
have  who  have  grown  up  in  intimacy  with  a  man.  These 
fine  female  eyes  see  farther  between  the  rough  cracks  and 
ridges  of  the  oak  bark  of  manhood  than  men  themselves. 
Nothing  would  have  been  easier,  had  Grace  been  a  jealous 
exigeante  woman,  than  to  have  passed  a  fine  probe  of 
sisterly  inquiry  into  tiie  weak  places  where  the  ties  be- 
tween John  and  Lillie  were  growing  slack,  and  untied  and 
loosened  them  more  and  more.  Slie  could  have  done  it  so 
tenderly,  so  conscientiously,  so  pityingly  —  encouraging 
John  to  talk  and  to  complain,  and  taking  part  ivith  him, 
—  till  there  should  come  to  be  two  parties  in  the  family, 
the  brother  and  sister  against  the  wife. 

How  strong  the  temptation  was,  those  may  feel  who 
reflect  that  this  one  subject  caused  an  almost  total  eclipse 
nf  the  lifelong  hahit  of  confidence  which  had  existed  be- 
tween Grace  and  her  brother,  and  that  her  brother  was  her 
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,  produced  a  race  of  women  who 
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e  afiperior  to  tlio 
which  often  hurry  very  generous  and  kindly  natured  per- 
sons into  ungenerous  and  dishonorable  conduct,  Grace 
had  been  trained,  by  a  father  and  mother  whose  marriage 
union  was  an  ideal  of  mutual  Jove,  honor,  and  respect,  to 
feel  that  marriage  was  the  holiest  and  most  awful  of  obliga- 
tions. To  her  the  idea  of  a  husband  or  a  wife  betraying 
each  other's  weaknesses  or  faults  by  complaints  to  a  third 
party  seemed  something  sacrilegious;  and  she  used  all  her 
womanly  tact  and  skill  to  i>revent  any  conversation  that 
might  lead  to  such  a  result. 

"Lillie  18  entirely  knocked  up  by  the  affair  yesterday; 
she  had  a  terrible  headache  this  morning,"  said  John. 

"Poor  child!     She  is  a  delicate  little  thing,"  said  Grace. 

"She  couldn't  have  had  any  labor,"  continued  John, 
"for  T  saw  to  everything  and  provided  everything  myself; 
and  Bridget  and  Rosa  and  all  the  girls  entered  into  it  with 
real  spirit,  and  Lillie  did  the  best  she  could,  poor  girl! 
but  I  could  see  all  the  time  she  was  worrying  about  her 
new  fizgigs  and  fol-de-rols  in  the  house.  Hang  it!  I  wish 
they  were  all  in  the  Red  Sea!"  hurst  out  John,  glad  to 
find  something  to  vent  himself  upon.  "  If  I  had  known 
that  making  the  house  over  was  going  to  be  such  a  restraint 
on  a  fellow  I  would  never  have  done  it." 

"Ob,  well!  never  mind  that  now,"  said  Grace.  "Your 
house  will  get  rubbed  down  by  and  by,  and  the  new  gloss 
taken  oif;  and  so  will  your  wife,  and  you  will  all  be  cosy 
and  easy  as  an  old  shoe.  Young  mistresses,  you  see,  have 
nerves  all  over  their  house  at  first.     They  tremble  at  every 
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ilent  in  their  furniture,  and  wink  when  you  come  near  it, 
as  if  you  were  going  to  hit  it  a  blow;  but  that  wears  oil 
in  time,  and  they  !eam  to  take  it  easy," 

John  looked  relieved;  but  after  a  minute  broke  out 
ngain:  "I  say,  Grade,  Lillie  has  gone  and  invited  the 
SinipkioBea  and  the  FoUingabees  here  this  fall.  Just 
think  of  it! " 

"Well,  I  suppose  you  expect  your  wife  to  have  the  right 
of  inviting  her  company,"  said  Grace. 

"But  you  know,  Graoie,  they  are  not  at  all  our  sort  of 
folka,"  said  John.  "None  of  our  set  would  ever  think  of 
visiting  them,  and  it  '11  seem  so  odd  to  Bee  them  here. 
FolliDgsbec  is  a  vulgar  sharper,  who  has  made  hia  money 
out  of  our  country  by  dishonest  contracts  during  the  war. 
I  don't  know  much  about  his  wife.  Lillie  says  she  is  her 
intimate  friend." 

"Oh,  well,  John!  we  must  get  over  it  in  the  quietest 
way  possible.  It  wouldn't  be  handsome  not  to  make  the 
agreeable  to  your  wife's  company;  and  if  you  don't  like 
the  quality  of  it,  why,  you  are  a  good  deal  nearer  to  her 
than  any  one  elae  can  be,  — you  can  gradually  detach  her 
from  them." 

"  Then  you  think  I  ought  to  put  a  good  face  on  their 
coming!  "  said  John,  with  a  sigh  of  relief. 

"Ob,  certainly!  of  course.  What  else  can  you  doT 
It 's  one  of  the  things  to  he  BKpected  with  a  young  wife." 

"And  do  you  think  the  Wilcosea  and  the  Fergaaons  and 
the  rest  of  our  set  will  be  civil  1 " 

"Why,  of  course  they  will,"  said  Grace.  "Rose  and 
Letitia  will,  certainly;  and  the  others  will  follow  suit. 
After  all,  John,  perhaps  we  old  families,  as  we  call  our- 
selves, are  a  little  bit  pharisaical  and  self- righteous,  and 
too  apt  to  thank  God  that  we  are  not  aa  other  men  are. 
It  '11  do  UB  good  to  be  obliged  to  come  a  little  out  of  out 
crinkles." 
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"It  isn't  any  old  family  feeling  about  Follingsbee, " 
said  John.  "  But  I  feel  that  that  man  deserves  to  be  in 
state's  piisoa  much  more  than    many  a  poor  dog  that  ia 

"And  that  may  be  truB  of  many  another,  even  in  the 
aelectest  circles  of  good  society,"  said  Grace;  "but  we  are 
not  called  on  to  play  Providence,  nor  pronounce  judg- 
ments. The  common  courtesies  of  life  do  not  commit  ua 
one  way  or  the  other.  The  Lord  himself  does  not  expresa 
his  opinion  of  the  wicked,  but  allows  all  an  equal  share  in 
his  kindliness," 

"Well,  Gracie,  you  are  right;  and  I '!!  constrain  myself 
to  do  the  thing  handsomely,"  said  John. 

"The  thing  with  you  men,"  said  Grace,  "is,  that  you 
want  your  wives  to  see  with  your  eyes,  all  in  a  minute, 
what  has  got  to  come  with  years  and  intimacy,  and  the 
gradual  growing  closer  and  closer  together.  The  husband 
and  wife,  of  themselves,  drop  many  friendships  and  associ- 
ations that  at  first  were  mutually  distasteful,  simply  because 
their  tastes  have  grown  insensibly  to  be  the  same." 

John  hoped  it  would  be  so  with  himself  and  Lillie;  for 
he  was  still  very  much  in  lavs  with  her;  and  it  comforted 
him  to  have  Grace  speak  so  cheerfully,  aa  if  it  were  possi- 
ble. "  You  think  Lillie  will  grow  into  our  ways  by  and 
by  1 "  he  said  inquiringly. 

"Well,  if  we  have  patience,  and  give  her  time.  You 
know,  John,  that  you  knew  when  you  took  her  that  she 
had  not  been  brought  up  in  our  ways  of  living  and  think- 
ing. Lillie  comes  from  an  entirely  different  set  of  people 
from  any  we  are  accustomed  to;  but  a  man  must  face 
all  the  consequences  of  his  marriage  honestly  and  honora- 
bly." 

"I  know  it,"  said  John,  with  a  sigh.  "I  say,  Gracie, 
do  you  think  the  Fergusons  like  Lillie  f  I  want  her  to  be 
intimate  with  them." 
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"  Wtill,  I  tliink  they  admire  her,"  said  Grace  evaaively, 
"and  feci  disposed  to  ije  aa  intiniatG  as  she  will  let  them." 

"Because,"  said  John,  "Rose  Ferguson  is  such  a 
did  girl ;  she  is  bo  strong,  aud  so  generous,  and  so  perfectly 
true  and  reliable,  —  it  would  be  the  joy  of  my  heart  if 
Lillie  would  choose  her  for  a  friend." 

"Tlieo,  pray  don't  tell  her  bo,"  said  Grace  earnestly; 
"and  don't' praise  her  to  Lillie, — and,  above  all  things, 
never  hold  her  up  as  a  pattern,  unless  you  'want  your  wife 
to  hate  her. " 

John  opened  his  eyes  very  wide.  "So 
slowly,  "  I  never  thought  of  that.  You  think  she  would 
be  jealous  ? "  and  John  smiled,  as  men  do  at  the  idea  that 
their  wives  may  be  jealous,  not  disliking  it  on  the  whole. 

"I  know  /shouldn't  be  in  much  charity  with  a  n 
my  husband  proposed  to  me  aa  a  model;  that  is  to  say, 
aupposing  I  had  oue,"  said  Grace. 

"That  reminda  me,"  said  John,  auddenly  rising  up  from 
the  sofa.  "Do  you  know,  Gracie,  that  Colonel  Sydenham 
has  come  back  from  his  cruise  1 " 

"I  had  heard  of  it,"  said  Grace  quietly.  "Now,  John, 
don't  interrupt  me.  I'm  just  going  to  turn  this  corner, 
and  must  count,  — '  one,  two,  three,  four,  five,  six  '  "  — 

John  looked  at  his  sister.  "  How  handsome  she  looks 
when  her  cheeks  have  that  color!"  he  thought, 
der  if  there  ever  was  anything  in  that  affair  between 
them ) " 
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"Now,  John  dear,  I  have  soiuething  very  particular 
that  I  want  you  to  promise  me,"  aaiii  Mrs,  Lillie,  a  day  or 
two  after  the  scenes  last  recorded.  Our  Lillie  had  recov- 
ered her  spirits,  and  got  over  lior  headache,  and  had  come 
down  and  done  her  best  to  be  delightful;  and  when  a  very 
pretty  woman,  who  has  all  her  life  etudied  the  art  of  pleas- 
ing, does  that,  she  generally  succeeds. 

John  thought  to  himself  he  "didn't  care  what  she 
was,  he  loved  her; "  and  that  she  certainly  was  the  pretti- 
est, most  bewitching  little  creature  on  earth.  He  flung  hia 
Bighs  and  hh  doubts  and  fears  to  the  wind,  and  suffered 
himself  to  be  coaxed  and  cajoled  and  led  captive  in  the 
most  amiable  manner  possible.  His  fair  one  had  a  point 
to  carry,  —  a  jjoint  that  instinct  told  her  was  to  be  man- 
aged with  great  adroitness. 

"Well,"  said  John,  over  his  newspaper,  "what  is  this 
something  bo  very  particiilarf  " 

"First,  sir,  put  down  that  paper,  and  listen  to  me," 
said  Mrs.  Lillie,  coming  up  and  seating  herself  on  his 
knee,  and  sweeping  down  the  offending  paper  with  an  air 
of  authority. 

"Yes  'm,"  said  John  submissively.  "Let's  see,  — 
how  was  that  in  the  marriage  service  1  I  promised  to  obey, 
didn't  I r' 

"  Of  course  yon  did ;  that  service  is  always  interpreted 
by  contraries, — ever  since  Eve  made  Adam  mind  her  in 
the  beginning,"  said  Mrs.  Lillie,  laughing. 


A  GREAT  MORAL  CONFLICT 


■Mb 
II  that  way, "  Baid 


*   coming 


"And  got  things  into  a  pretty  raea 
John ;  "  but  come,  now,  what  is  it  I  " 

"Well,   John,   you  know  the   Follingsbeea 
next  week  1 " 

"I  know  it,"  aaid  John,  looking  amiable  and  concilia- 
tory. 

"  Well,  dear,  there  are  Bome  things  about  oui  estaUi^h- 
nicnt  that  are  not  just  as  I  should  feel  pleased  to  reci^ive 
them  to." 

"Ah!"  said  John;  "why,  LilHe,  I  thought  we  were 
fine  as  a  fiddle,  from  the  top  of  the  house  to  the  bottom." 

"Oh!  it's  not  the  house;  the  bouse  is  splendid.  I 
shouldn't  be  in  the  least  ashamed  to  show  it  to  anybody; 
but  about  the  table  arrangements." 

"Now,  really,  Lillie,  what  can  one  have  mora  than  real 
old  china  and  heavy  silver  plate )  I  rather  pique  myself 
on  that;  I  think  it  has  quite  a  good,  rich,  solid  old  a 

"Well,  John,  to  say  the  truth,  why  do  we  never  have  any 
wineT     I  don't  care  for  it, —I  never  drink  i 
decanters,  and  the  diiFerent  colored  glasses,  and  all  t 
ratus,  are  such  on  adornment;  and  then  the  Follingsbees  are 
such  judges  of  wine.      He  imports  his  own  from  Spain." 

John's  face  had  been  hardening  down  into  a  firm,  de- 
cided look  while  Lillie,  stroking  his  whiskers  and  playing 
with  his  collar,  went  on  with  this  address.  At  last  he 
said,  "Lillie,  I  have  done  almost  everything  you  ever 
asked;  but  this  one  thing  I  cannot  do,  ^it  is  a  matter  of 
principle.  I  never  drink  wine,  never  have  it  on  my  table, 
never  give  it,  because  I  have  pledged  myself  not  to  do  it." 

"Now,  John,  here  is  some  mote  of  your  Quixotism, 
is  n't  it !  " 

"Well,  Lillie,  I  suppose  you  will  call  it  so,"  said  John; 
"but  listen  to  me  patiently.  My  father  and  I  labored  for 
a  long  time  to  root  out  drinking  from  our  village  at  Spin- 
dlewood.      It  seemed,  for  the  time,  as  if  it  would  be  the 
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ileatnietion  of  everything  there.  TLe  fact  was,  there  v 
rum  ia  every  family;  the  parents  tookitdaOy;  the  chit  J 
dren  learned  to  love  and  long  after  it,  hy  seeing  tliW 
parents,  and  drinking  little  sweetened  remains  at  the  bot-J 
toma  of  tumblers,  There  were,  every  year,  families  broke! 
lip  and  destroyed,  and  fine  fellows  going  to  the  very  devil,  1 
with  this  thing;  and  ao  we  made  a  movement  to  form  ^M 
temperance  society.  I  paid  lecturers,  and  finally  lectured i| 
myself.  At  last  they  said  to  me ;  '  It 's  all  very  well  fO«  | 
you  rich  people,  that  have  twice  as  fine  houses  and  twioe  I 
as  many  pleasures  as  we  poor  folks,  to  pick  on  us  fot  4 
having  a  little  something  comfortable  to  drink 
houses.  If  we  could  afford  your  fme  nice  wines,  and  s 
that,  we  wouldn't  drink  whiskey.  You  must  all  bav»i 
your  wine  on  the  table;  wbigkey  is  thfi-powLjaait's  wine.' 

"I  think,"  said  Lillie,  "they  were  abominably  imperti*) 
nent  to  talk  so  to  you.      I  should  Lave  told  them  so. 

"Ferhapa  they  thought  I  wus  impertinent  in  talking  to 
them  about  their  private  affairs,"  said  John;  "but  I  will 
tell  you  what  I  said  to  them.  I  said,  '  My  good  fellows, 
I  will  clear  my  house  and  table  of  wine,  if  you  will  clear 
yours  of  rum.'  On  this  agreement  I  formed  a  temperance 
society;  my  father  and  I  put  our  names  at  the  head  of  the 
list,  and  we  got  every  man  and  boy  in  Spindlewood.  It 
was  a  complete  victory;  and  since  then,  there  hasn't  been 
a  more  temperate,  thrifty  set  of  people  in  these  United 
States." 

"Didn't  your  mother  objects  " 

"My  mother  I  no,  indeed;  I  wish  you  could  have 
known  my  mother.  It  was  no  small  sacrifice  to  her  and 
father.  Not  that  they  cared  a  penny  for  the  wine  itself; 
but  the  poetry  and  hospitality  of  the  thing,  the  fine  old 
cheery  associations  connected  with  it,  were  a  real  sacrifice. 
But  when  we  told  my  mother  how  it  was,  she  never  hesi- 
tated a  moment.     All  our  cellar  of  fine  old  wines  was  sent 
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round  as  presents  to  li 
for  Bickness." 

"  Well,  really !  "  said  Lillie  in  a  dry,  cool  tone,  "  I 
suppose  it  was  very  good  of  you,  perfectly  saintlike  and 
all  that,  but  it  doea  seem  a  great  pity.  Wby  couldn't 
these  people  take  care  of  themselves?  I  don't  see  why 
yon  should  go  on  denying  yourself,  Just  to  keep  them  in 
the  woys  of  virtue." 

"Oh,  it's  no  self-denial  nowl  I'm  quite  used  to  it," 
said  John  cheerily,  "I  am  young  and  strong,  and  just 
as  well  as  I  can  he,  and  don't  need  wine;  in  fact,  I  never 
think  of  it.  The  Fergusons,  who  are  with  us  in  the  Spin- 
dlewood  business,  took  just  the  same  view  of  it,  and  did 
just  as  ive  did;  and  the  Wilco.xes  joined  ua;  in  fact,  all 
the  good  old  families  of  our  set  came  into  it." 

"Well,  couldn't  you,  just  whUe  the  Follingsbees  are 
here,  do  differently  1 " 

"No,  Lillie;  there's  my  pledge,  you  eee.  No;  it's 
really  impossible." 

Lillie  frowned  and  looked  disconsolate.  "John,  I 
really  do  think  you  are  selfish ;  you  don't  seem  to  have 
any  consideration  for  me  at  all.  It 's  going  to  make  it  so 
disagreeable  and  uncomfortable  for  me.  The  Follingsbees 
are  accustomed  to  wine  every  day.  I  'm  perfectly  ashamed 
not  to  give  it  to  them." 

"Do  'em  good  to  fast  awhile,  then,"  said  John,  laugh- 
ing like  u  hard-hearted  monster.  "  You  '11  see  they  won't 
BulTer  materially.      Bridget  makes  splendid  coffee." 

"It's  a  shame  to  laugh  at  what  troubles  me,  John. 
The  Follingsbees  are  my  friends,  and  of  course  I  want  to 
treat  them  handsomely." 

"We  will  treat  them  just  as  handsomely  as  we  treat  our- 
selves," said  John,  "and  mortal  man  or  woman  ought  not 

"I  don't  care,"  said  Lillie,  after  a  pause.      "I  hate  al! 
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these  moral  movements  and  society  questions.  They  are  I 
(dways  in  the  way  of  people's  having  n  good  time ;  and  I.J 
believe  the  world  would  ivag  just  as  well  as  it  does  il  I 
iiohoily  had  over  thought  of  them.  People  will  call  yon-l 
a  real  muff,  John." 

"  How  very  terrilile !  "  said  John,  laughing.  "  "What  I 
shall  I  do  if  I  am  called  a  muffl  and  what  a  jolly  littls-l 
Mrs.  Muff  you  will  he !  "  he  said,  pinching  her  cheek. 

"You    needn't    laugh,    John,"    said     Lillie,    pouting, 
"You  don't  know  how  things  look  in  fashionable  circlea, 
The  Follingabees  are  in   the   very  highest  circle.      They  J 
have  lived  in  Paris,  and  been  invited  by  the  Emperor." 

"I  haven't  much  opinion  of  Americana  who  live  i 
Paris  and  are  invited  by  the  Emperor,"  said  Jolm.  "Batfl 
be  that  as  it  may,  I  shall  do  the  best  I  can  for  them,  att^l 
Mr.  Young  says,  'angels  could  no  more;'  so,  good-by,.l 
puss;  I  must  go  to  my  office;  and  don't  let  'e  talk  ahoii£f 
this  any  more." 

And  John  put  on  his  cap  and  squared  his  broad  shonllJ 
ders,  and  marching  off  with  a  resolute  stride,  went  to  h^l 
ofBce,  and  had  a  most  nncomfortable  morning  of  it.  Yort  T 
see,  my  dear  friends,  that  though  !Nature  has  set  the  seal  \ 
of  sovereignty  on  man,  in  broad  shoulders  and  bushy  b 
though  he  fortify  and  incase  himseH  in  rough  overcoats 
and  heavy  boots,  and  walk  with  a  dashing  air,  and  whisttaiB 
like  a  free  man,  we  all  know  it  is  not  an  easy  thing  tol 
wage  a  warfare  with  a  pretty  little  creature  in  lace  cap  andl 
tiny  slippers,  who  has  a  faculty  of  looking  very  pensivftB 
and  grieved,  and  making  up  a  aad  little  mouth,  as  if  het'm 
heart  were  breaking. 

John  never  doubted  that  he  was  right,  and  in  the  way  I 
of  duty;  and  yet,  thongb  hd  braved  it  out  so  stoutly  with  f 
Lillie,  and  though  he  marched  out  from  her  presence  victor  I 
riously,  as  it  were,  with  drums  beating  and  coloie  flying^f 
yet  there  was  a  dismal  sinking  of  heart  under  it. 
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in't  give  up 


"  I  'm  right ;  I  know  I  am.  Of  course  I 
here;  it's  a  matter  of  principle,  of  honor," 
and  over  to  himself.  "Perhaps  if  Lillie  had  been  here  I 
never  should  htive  taken  such  a  pledge;  but  as  I  have, 
there  'a  no  help  for  it." 

Then  he  thought  of  what  Lillie  had  suggested  about  its 
looking  niggardly  in  hospitality,  aud  was  angry  with  him- 
self for  feeling  uncomfoi'tahle-  "What  do  I  care  what 
Dick  Follingsbee  thinka!"  said  he  to  himself:  "a  man 
that  I  despise;  a  cheat,  and  a  swindler, — a  man  of  no 
principle.  Lillie  doesn't  know  the  sacrifice  it  is  to  mo 
to  have  such  people  in  my  house  at  all.  Hang  it  all !  I 
wish  Lillie  was  a  little  more  like  the  women  I've  been 
used  to, — like  Grace  and  Rose  and  my  mother.  But, 
poor  thing,  I  oughtn't  to  blame  her,  after  all,  for  her  un- 
fortunate bringing  up.  But  it 's  so  nice  to  be  with  women 
that  can  understand  the  grounds  you  go  on.  A  man  never 
WQuts  to  tight  a  woman.  I  'd  lathei  give  up,  hopk  and 
line,  and  let  Lillie  have  her  own  way  in  everything.  But 
then  it  won't  do;  a  fellow  must  stop  somewhere.  Well, 
I  '11  make  it  up  in  being  n  model  of  civility  to  these  con- 
founded people  that  I  wish  were  in  the  Eed  Sea.  Let  'a 
see,  I'll  ask  Lillie  if  she  don't  want  to  give  a  party  for 
them  when  thoy  come.  By  George  I  she  shall  have  every- 
thing her  own  way  there, — send  to  New  York  .for  the 
supper,  turn  the  house  topsyturvy,  illuminate  the  grounds, 
and  do  anything  elee  she  can  think  of.  Yes,  yes,  she  shall 
have  carte  blanche  for  everything!  " 

All  which  John  told  Mrs.  Liilie  when  he  returned  to 
dinner  and  found  her  enacting  the  depressed  wife  in  a  most 
becoming  lace  cap  and  wrapper  that  made  hei  look  like  a 
suffering  angel ;  and  the  treaty  was  sealed  with  many 
kisses.  "You  shall  have  carte  blanche,  dearest,"  he  said, 
"for  everything  hut  what  we  were  speaking  of;  and  that 
will  content  you,  won't  it!  " 
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And  Lillie,  with  lingering  pensiveness,  very  graciously 
ackuowledged  that  it  would;  and  seemed  bo  touchiugly 
reeigued,  and  made  bdcIi  u  merit  of  her  resignation,  that 
Johu  told  her  she  was  an  angel;  iu  fact,  he  had  a  sort  of 
indistinct  remorseful  feeling  thut  he  waa  a  sort  of  cruel 
monster  to  deny  her  anything,  Lillie  had  sense  enough 
ki  see  when  she  could  do  a  thing,  and  when  she  couldn't. 
She  had  given  up  the  case  when  John  went  out  in  the 
morning,  and  so  accepted  the  treaty  of  peace  with  a  good 
degree  of  cheerfulness;  and  she  was  soon  busy  discussing 
the  matter,  "You  see,  we've  been  invited  everywhere, 
and  haven't  given  anything,"  she  said;  "and  this  will  do 
up  our  social  obligations  to  everybody  here.  And  then  we 
can  show  off  our  rooms;    they  really  are   made   to  give 

"Yes,  BO  they  are,"  said  John,  delighted  to  see  her 
smile  again;  "they  seem  adapted,  to  that,  and  I  don't 
doubt  you  '11  make  a  brilliant  affair  of  it,  Lillie." 

"Trust  me  for  that,  John,"  said  Lillie,  "I  'U  show  the 
Follingsbees  that  something  can  be  done  here  in  Springdale 
as  well  as  in  New  York,"  And  so  the  great  question  was 
settled. 


CHAPTER   XV 
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Next  week  the  Follingsbees  alighted,  bo  ta  apeak,  from 
a  cloud  of  glory.  They  earns  in  their  own  carriage,  and 
with  their  own  horaes;  all  in  silk  and  silver,  purple  and 
fine  linen,  "with  rings  oa  their  fingers  and  hells  on  th 
toes,"  as  the  old  song  has  it.  We  pause  to  caution  our 
readers  that  this  last  clause  ia  to  be  interpreted  metaphori- 
cally. 

Springdale  stood  astonished.  The  quiet,  respectable  old 
town  had  not  seen  anything  like  it  for  many  a  long  day; 
the  hostlers  at  the  hotel  talked  of  it;  the  boys  followed  the 
carriage,  and  hung  on  the  slats  of  the  fence  to  see  the 
party  alight,  and  said  to  one  another  in  their  artless  vocab- 
ulary, "Golly!  ain't  it  bully !" 

There  was  Mr.  Dick  FoUingsbee,  with  a  pair  of  waxed, 
tow-colored  mustaches  like  the  French  Emperor's,  and 
ever  eo  much  longer.  He  was  a,  little,  thin,  light-colored 
man,  with  a  yellow  complexion  and  sandy  hair;  who,  with 
the  appendages  aforesaid,  looked  like  some  kind  of  large 
insect,  with  very  long  antenna.  There  was  Mrs.  Fellings- 
bee,  —  a  tall,  haudaome,  dark-eyed,  dark-haired,  dashing 
woman,  French  dressed  from  the  tip  of  her  lace  parasol  to 
the  toe  of  her  boot.  There  was  Mademoiselle  Thorfese, 
the  French  maid,  an  inexpressibly  fine  lady ;  and  there 
was  la  petite  Marie,  Mrs.  Follingsbee's  three-year-old 
hopeful,  a  lean,  bright-eyed  little  thing,  with  a  great  scar- 
let how  on  her  back  that  made  her  look  like  a  walking 
butterfly.      On  the  whole,    the   tableau  of  arrival  was  so 
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impressive    that    Bridget    and    Aanie,    Kosa    and    all   tlie  I 
kitchen  cabinet,  were  in  a  liteathlesa  state  of  excitement. 

"How  do  I  find  you,  ma  chere?"  said  Mrs,  FollingB^ 
bee,  folding  Lillie  rapturously  to  her  breast  "1 
just  dying  to  see  you!  How  lovely  everything  looksfl 
Oh,  del  I  how  like  dear  Paris ! "  she  said,  as  sh( 
ducted  into  the  parlor,  and  sunk  upon  the  sofa. 

"Pretty  well  done,  too,  for  America  I"  said  Mr.  Pol*' 
lingabee,  gazing  round,  and  settling  his  collar.  Mr.  Pol-^ 
lingshee  was  one  of  the  clasa  of  returned  travelers  whoq 
always  speak  condescendingly  of  anything  American; 
"so-so,"  or  "tolerable,"  or  "pretty  fair,"  —  a  considerat&JB 
nesa  which  goes  a  long  way  towards  keeping  up  the  spirite 
of  the  country. 

"I  say,  Dick,"  said  his  lady,  "have  you  seen  to  thef{ 
bags  and  ivraps  J  " 

"All  right,  madam." 

"And  ray  basket  of  medicines  and  the  books  1 " 
, " Q.  K.,"  replied  Dick  aententiously. 

"Oh!  how  often  must  I  tell  you  not  to  use  those  odiouail 
slang  terms  1 "  said  his  wife  reprovingly. 

"Oh!  Mrs.  John  Seymour  knows  me  of  old,"  said  Mr. 
Follingahee,  winking  facetiously  at  Lillie.  "We've  had 
many  a  jolly  lark  together;  haven'twe,  Lil!" 

"Certainly  we  have,"  said  Lillie  affably.  "But  come, 
darling,"  she  added  to  Mrs.  Follingshee,  "don't  you  want 
to  be  shown  your  room  ? " 

"Go  it,  then,  my  dearie;  and  I'll  toddle  up  with  the 
fol-de-rols  and  wbat-you-may- calls, "  said  the  incorrigible 
Dick.  "'There,  wife,  Mrs.  John  Seymour  shall  go  first, 
so  that  you  sha'n't  be  jealous  of  her  and  me.  You  know 
we  came  pretty  near  beuig  in  interesting  relations  ourselves 
at   one  time;   didn't  we,    nowV    he   said,  with   another 

It  is  said  that  a  thorough- paced  naturalist  can  rccon- 
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Btruct  a  whole  animal  from  one  specimen  bone.  In  like 
manner,  we  imagine  that,  from  these  few  worJa  of  dia- 
logue, our  expert  readers  can  reconstruct  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
FoUingabee:  he,  vulgar,  shallow,  sharp,  keen  at  a,  bargain, 
and  utterly  without  scruples :  with  a  sort  of  hilarious,  ani- 
mal good  nature  that  was  in  a  state  of  constant  ebullition. 
He  was,  as  Richard  Baxter  said  of  a  better  man,  "always 
in  that  state  of  hilarity  that  another  would  be  in  when  ha 
hath  taken  a  cup  too  much." 

Dick  FoUingsbee  began  life  as  a  peddler.  He  was  now 
reputed  to  be  master  of  untold  wealth,  kept  a  yacht  and 
race-horses,  ran  his  own  theatre,  and  patronhted  the  whole 
world  and  creation  in  general  with  a  jocular  freedom. 
Mrs.  FoUingsbee  had  been  a  country  girl,  with  email  early 
advantages,  but  considerable  ambition.  She  had  married 
I>ick  FoUingsbee,  and  helped  him  up  in  the  world,  as  a 
clever,  ambitious  woman  may.  Tlia  last  few  years  she  , 
had  been  spending  in  Paris,  improving  her  mind  and  man- 
ners in  reading  Dumas's  and  Madame  George  Sand's  novels, 
and  availing  herself  of  such  outskirt  advantagee  of  the 
court  of  the  Tuileries  as  iudustrious,  painstaking  Ameri- 
cans, not  embarrassed  by  self-respect,  may  conimand. 

Mrs.  FoUingsbee,  like  many  another  of  our  republicans 
who  besieged  the  purlieus  of  the  late  empire,  felt  that  a 
residence  near  the  court,  at  a  time  when  everything  good 
and  decent  in  France  was  hiding  in  obscure  comers,  and 
everything_ parvenu  was  wide  awake  and  active,  entitled 
her  to  speak  as  one  having  authority  concerning  French 
character,  French  manners  and  customs.  This  lady  as- 
sumed the  sentimental  Uterary  role.  She  was  always 
cultivating  herself  in  her  own  way ;  that  is  to  say,  she  was 
assiduous  in  what  she  called  keeping  up  her  French. 

In  the  opinion  of  many  of  her  class  of  thinkers,  French 
is  the  key  of  the  kingdom  of  heaven;  and,  of  course,  it  is 
worth  one's  while  to  sell  all  that  one  has  to  be  possessed 
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;  had  not  been  in  the  least  back- 
;  to  getting  the  golden  key,  elie 
3  had  formed  the  acquaintance  of 
;  she  had  read  French  novels  and 
)  well  -  bred  Frenchwoman  would 
iie  Lad  lost  such  innocence  and 
I  had  to  lose,  and,  after  all,  had  not 


of  it,  Mrs.  Follingshee 
ward  to  do  this;  but  at 
had  not  succeeded.  Sh 
many  disreputable  people 
French  plays  such  as  m 
suffer  in  her  family ;  s 
purity  of  mind  i 
got  the  Flench  language. 

However,  there  are  losses  that  do  not  trouble  the  subject 
of  them,  because  they  bring  insensilMlity,  Just  as  Mrs. 
Follingsbee's  ear  was  not  delicate  enough  to  perceive  that 
her  rapid  and  confident  French  was  not  Parisian,  so  also 
her  conscience  and  moral  sense  were  not  delicate  enough 
to  know  that  she  had  spent  her  labor  for  "  that  which  was 
not  bread."  She  bad  only  euceeeded  in  acquiring  such  an 
air  that,  on  a  carelcse  survey,  she  might  have  been  taken 
for  one  of  the  demitnom/e  of  Paris;  whUe  secretly  she 
imagined  herself  the  fascinating  heioine  of  a  French  ro- 


The  friendship  between  Mrs.  FoUingsbee  and  Lillie  was 
of  the  most  impafisioned  nature ;  though  as  both  of  them 
were  women  of  a  good  solid  perception  in  regard  to  their 
own  material  interests,  there  were  excellent  reasons  on 
both  sides  for  this  enthusiasm. 

Notwithstanding  the  immense  wealth  of  the  FoUings- 
bees,  there  were  circles  to*  which  Mrs.  FoUingsbee  found 
it  difficult  to  be  admitted.  With  the  usual  human  perver- 
sity, these,  of  course,  became  exactly  the  ones,  and  the 
I  only  ones,  she  particularly  cared  for.  Her  ambition  was 
I  to  pass  beyond  the  ranks  of  the  "shoddy"  aristocracy  to 
those  of  the  old-established  families.  Now,  the  Seymours, 
the  Fergusons,  and  the  Wilcoxes  were  families  of  this  sort; 
and  none  of  them  had  ever  cared  to  conceal  the  fact  that 
they  did  not  intend  to  know  the  FoUingsbees.  The  mar- 
riage of  Lillie  into  the  Seymour  family  was  the  opening  of 


J 


THE   POLXJNOSBEBS  ARRIVE 

a  door;  and  Mrs.  FoltingHbee  had  lieen  at  Lillie's  feet 
during  her  Newport  campaign.  On  tlie  other  haud,  LiDie, 
having  taken  the  sense  of  the  situation  at  Springdale,  had 
oast  lier  thoughts  forward  tike  a  discreet  young  woman, 
and  perceived  in  advance  of  her  a  very  dull  domestic  winter, 
enlivened  only  hy  reading- circles  and  such  slow  tea-partiea 
Be  unsophisticated  Springdale  found  agreeable.  The  idea 
of  a  long  visit  to  the  New  York  alhanibra  of  the  FoUings- 
heea  in  the  winter,  with  balls,  parties,  unlimited  opera- 
boxes,  was  not  a  thing  to  be  diaregardcd ;  and  so,  when 
Mrs.  Follingshee  "ma  ckered"  Lillie,  Lillie  "my  deared" 
Mrs.  Follingsbee:  and  the  pair  are  to  be  seen  at  tliis 
blessed  moment  sitting  with  their  arms  tenderly  round  each 
other's  waists  on  a  causeuae  in  Mrs.  Follingsbee'a  dresa- 
ing-rooin. 

"You  don't  know,  mignonne,"  said  Mrs.  Follingabee, 
"how  perfectly  ravissante  these  apartments  are!  I  'm  bo 
glad  poor  Charlie  did  them  bo  well  for  you,  I  laid  my 
commands  on  him,  poor  fellow  I  " 

"Pray,  how  does  your  affair  with  him  get  on?"  said 
Lillie. 

"Oh,  deareat!  you've  no  conception  what  a  trial  it  is 
to  me  to  keep  him  in  the  bonnds  of  reason.  He  has  such 
struggles  of  mind  about  that  stupid  wife  of  bis.  Think  of 
it,  my  dear!  a  maivJike  Charlie  Ferrola.  all  poetry,  ro- 
manca.4dRality,  tied  to  a  woman  who  thinks  of  nothing  but 
her  children's  teeth  and  bowela,  and  turns  tha  whole  house 
into  a  nursery  I     Oh,  I  've  no  patience  with  such  people. " 

"Well,  poor  fellow!  it's  a  pity  he  ever  got  married," 
said  Lillie. 

"Well,  it  would  be  all  well  enough  if  this  sort  of  woman 
ever  would  be  reasonable;  but  they  won't.  They  don't 
in  the  least  comprehend  the  necessities  of  genius.  They 
want  to  yoke  Pegasus  to  a  cart,  you  Bee.  Now,  T  under- 
stand Charlie  perfectly.      I  could  give  him  that  which  he 
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needa.  I  appreciate  him.  I  make  a  bower  of  peace  and 
enjoyment  for  him,  where  hia  artiBtie  nature  finds  the 
repose  it  craves." 

"And  she  pitches  into  him  ahout  you,"  said  Lillie,  not 
Blow  to  perceive  the  true  literal  rendering  of  all  this. 

"Of  course,  ■ma  ehire, — tears  him,  rends  him,  lacer- 
ates his  soul;  sometimes  he  comes  to  me  in  the  most  dread- 
ful states.  Really,  dear,  I  have  apprehended  Bomething 
quite  awfull  I  ehouldn't  in  the  least  he  surprised  if  he 
shoulii  hlow  hia  brains  out !  " 

And  Mrs.  Follingsbee  sighed  deeply,  gave  a  glance  at 
herself  in  an  opposite  mirror,  anil  smoothed  down  a  bow 
pensively,  as  the  prima  donna  at  the  grand  opera  generally 
does  when  her  lover  is  getting  ready  to  stab  himself. 

"Oh!  I  don't  think  he's  going  to  kill  himself,"  said 
Mrs.  Lillie,  who,  it  must  be  understood,  was  secretly  some- 
what skeptical  about  the  power  of  her  friend's  charms,  and 
looked  on  this  little  French  romance  with  the  eye  of  an 
outsider;  "never  you  believe  that,  dearest.  These  men 
make  dreadful  tearings,  and  shocking  eyes  and  mouths; 
but  they  take  pretty  good  care  to  keep  in  the  world,  after 
ail.  You  see,  if  a  man's  dead,  there's  an  end  of  all 
things;  and  I  fancy  they  think  of  that  before  they  quite 
come  to  anything  decisive." 

"  Chere  Stourdie,"  said  Mrs.  Follingsbee,  regarding 
Lillie  with  a  pensive  smile:  "you  are  just  your  old  self , 
I  see ;  you  are  now  at  the  height  of  your  power,  —  'Jenne 
Madam.B,  un  ■mart  qui  vous  adore, '  ready  to  put  all  things 
under  your  foet,  How  can  you  feel  for  a  worn,  lonely 
heart  like  mine,  that  sighs  for  congeniality  1 " 

"Bless  me,  now,"  said  Lillie  briskly,  "you  don't  tell 
nte  that  you  're  going  to  be  so  silly  as  to  get  in  love  with 
Charlie  yourself  I  It 's  all  well  enough  to  keep  these  fel- 
lows on  the  tragic  high  ropes;  but  if  a  woman  falls  in  love 
herself,  there  'a  an  end  of  her  power.     And,  darling,  just 
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think  of  it:  you  wouldn't  have  mameil  that  creature  if 
you  could;  he's  poor  as  a  rat,  and  always  will  be;  thean 
desperately  interesting  fellows  always  are.  Now  you  have 
money  without  end;  and  of  course  you  have  positio 


I  get  anything 


e  world 


"  said  Mrs. 
,  but  he 
Lnd,a 


your  husband  is  a  n 
out  of. " 

"Oh!  oa  to  that,  I  don't  complain  of  Dick," 
Pollingsbee:  "he's  coarse  and  vulgar,  to  be 
never  stands  in  my  way,  and  I  never  stand  u 
you  say,  he  's  free  about  money.  But  still,  darling,  some- 
times it  seems  to  me  such  a  weary  thing  to  live  without 
sympathy  of  soull  A  marriage  without  congeniality,  mon 
Dieu,  what  is  iti  And  then  the  harsh,  cold  laws  of  human 
society  prevent  any  relief.  They  forbid  natures  that  are 
made  for  each  other  from  being  to  each  other  what  they 
can  be. " 

"  You  mean  that  people  will  talk  about  you, "  said  Lillie. 
"Well,  I  assure  you,  dearest,  they  will  talk  awfully,  if 
you  are  not  very  careful.  I  say  this  to  you  frankly,  as 
your  friend,  you  know." 

"Ah,  ma  petite!  you  don't  need  to  tell  me  that.  I 
am  careful,"  said  Mrs.  Follingshee.  "I  am  always  lectur- 
ing Charlie,  and  showing  him  that  we  must  keep  up  les 
convenances;  but  is  it  not  hard  on  us  poor  women  to 
lead  always  this  repressed,  secretive  life?  " 

"What  made  you  marry  Mr.  FoUingsbee  1 "  said  Lillie, 
with  apparent  artlessncss. 

"Darling,  I  was  but  a  child.  I  was  ignorant  of  the 
mysteries  of  my  own  nature,  of  ray  capabilities.  As 
Charlie  said  to  me  the  other  day,  we  never  learn  what  we 
are  tiU  some  congenial  soul  unlocks  the  secret  door  of  our 
hearts.  The  fact  is,  dearest,  that  American  society,  with 
its  strait-laced,  puritanical  notions,  bears  terribly  bard  on 
woman's  heart.  Poor  Charlie!  he  is  no  less  one  of  the 
■victims  of  society." 
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"Oil,  nonsense!"  said  Lillie,  "You  take  it  too  mucfetj 
to  beart.  You  mustn't  mind  aU  tiieae  men  say.  They  ■ 
are  always  being  desperate  aJid  tragic.  Charlie  has  talked 
just  BO  to  me,  time  and  time  again.  I  understand  it  all. 
He  talked  exactly  so  to  mo  when  he  came  to  Kewport  last 
summer.  You  must  take  matters  easy,  my  dear, — you, 
with  your  beauty,  and  your  style,  and  your  money.  Why, 
you  can  lead  all  New  York  captive  I  Forty  fellows  like 
Cliurlie  are  not  worth  spoihug  one's  dinner  for.  Come, 
cheer  up;  positively,  I  sha'n't  let  you  he  blue,  ma  mine. 
Let  me  ring  for  your  maid  to  dress  you  for  dinner.      Au 


Tlie  fact  was,  that  Mrs.  Lillie,  having  formerly  set  down 
this  lovely  Charlie  on  the  list  of  her  own  adorers,  hod 
small  sympathy  with  the  sentimental  romance  of  her  friend. 

"What  a  fool  she  makes  of  herself!"  she  thought,  as 
she  contemplated  her  own  sjlphlike  figure  and  wonderful 
freshness  of  complexion  in  the  glass.  "Bon't  I  know 
Charlie  Ferrola!  he  wants  her  to  get  him  into  fashionable 
life,  and  knows  the  way  to  do  it.  To  think  of  that  stout, 
middle-aged  party  imagining  that  Charlie  Ferrola  's  going 
to  die  for  her  charms!  it 's  too  funny!  How  stout  the  dear 
old  thing  does  get,  to  he  sure !  " 

It  will  he  observed  here  that  our  dear  Lillie  did  not 
want  for  perspicacity.  There  ia  nothing  so  absolutely 
clear-sighted,  in  certain  directions,  as  selhshneas.  Entire 
want  of  sympathy  with  others  clears  up  one's  vision  aston- 
ishingly, and  enables  us  to  see  all  the  weak  points  and 
ridiculous  places  of  our  neighbors  in  the  most  accurate 

!  Ferrola,  our  Lillie  waa  certainly  in 
the  right  in  respect  to  him.  He  was  one  of  those  blossoms 
of  male  humanity  that  seem  as  expressly  designed  by 
nature  for  the  ornamentation  of  ladies'  boudoirs  as  an 
ItaKan  greyhound:    he  had  precisely  the  same   graceful, 
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shivery  adaptation  to  live  by  petting  and  careases.      Hia 

tes  were  all  so  exquisite  that  it  was  the  mo^t-diflicult 
thing  in.  tihrt  T'diH   'ii  li"i'|'"hitn  ■■■!' ■'*--'T"^'T^"'"""t 

I  was  in  a  chronic  state  of  disgust  with  something  or 
other  in  our  lower  world  from  morning  till  night. 

His  profession  was  nominally  that  of  aichitectuio  and 
landscape  gardening,  but,  in  point  of  fact,  consisted  in 
telling  certain  rich,  hlase,  stupid,  fashionable  people  how 
they  could  quickest  get  rid  of  their  money.  He  ruled 
<lespotically  in  the  Follingsbee  halla:  he  bought  and 
rejected  pictures  and  jewelry,  ordered  and  sent  off  furoi- 
tuio,  with  the  air  of  an  absolute  master;  arousing  himself 
meaDwhUe  with  running  a  French  romance  with  the  hand- 
some mistress  of  the  establishment.  As  a  consequence,  he 
had  not  only  opportunities  for  much  quiet  feathering  of 

.  own  nest,  but  the  «!o]at  of  always  having  the  use  of  the 
Follingshees'  carriages,  horses,  and  opera-hoses,  and  being 
the  acknowledged  and  supreme  head  of  faEhiouable  dicta- 
tion. Ladies  sometimes  pull  caps  for  such  charming  indi- 
viduals, as  we  have  seen  in  the  case  of  Mrs.  Foilingabee 
and  Lillie.  For  it  is  not  to  be  supposed  that  Mrs.  Fol- 
lingsbee, though  she  had  assumed  the  gushing  style  with 
her  young  friend,  wanted  spirit  or  perception  on  ber  part. 
Her  darling  Lillie  had  left  a  nettle  in  her  bosom  wbicb 
ranlded  there, 

"The  vanity  of  these  thin,  light,  watery  blondes!"  she 
aaid  to  herself,  as  she  looked  into  her  own  great  dark  eyes 
in  tbe  mirror,  — "thinking  Charlie  Ferrola  cares  for  her  I 
I  know  just  what  be  thinks  of  her,  thank  Heaven!  Poor 
thing  I  Don't  you  think  Mrs.  John  Seymour  bas  gone  off 
astonishingly  since  her  marriage  1 "  she  said  to  Ther&se. 

"Mon  Dieu,  madame,  q'oui,"  said  the  obedient  tire- 
woman, scraping  the  very  back  of  her  throat  in  her  zonl. 
"Madame  Seymour  has  the  real  American  maiijvui: 
These   thin    women,    madame,    tbey    have   no   substance ; 
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there  is  noting  to  them.  For  young  girl  they  are  eharm- 
ing,  bat  as  woman  they  are  just  noting  at  all.  Now,  J 
you  will  see,  madame,  what  I  tell  you.  In  a  year  or  two  J 
people  shall  ask,  '  Was  she  ever  handsome  J '  But  you,  I 
madame,  you  come  to  your  prime  like  great  rose !  Oh,  1 
dere  ia  no  comparison  of  you  to  Mrs.  John  Seymour!" 

And  Tberfese  found  her  words  higbly  acceptablBj  after  I 
the  manner  of  all  her  tribe,  who  prophesy  smooth  things  i 
unto  their  mistresaea. 

It  may  be  imagined  that  the  entertaining  of  Dick  T"ol-  1 
lingebee  was  no  small  strain  on  the  conjugal  endurance  of  1 
our  faithful  John;  but  be  wae  on  duty,  and  endured  with-fl 
out  flincbing  that  gentleman's  free  and  easy  jokes  and! 
patronizing  civilities. 

"  I  do  wisb,  darling,  you  'd  teacb  that  creature  not  to  I 
call  you  '  Lillie  '  in  that  abominably  free  manner,"  he  said  I 
to  his  wife,  the  first  day,  after  dinner, 

"Mercy  dd  us,  John!  what  can  I  dol  All  the  woilij:'] 
knows  that  Dick  T"olIingsbee  's  an  oddity;  and  everybody  I 
agrees  to  take  what  he  sayE  for  what  it 's  worth.  If  I  I 
should  go  to  putting  on  any  airs,  he  'd  behave  ten  timea  J 
worse  than  he  does;  the  only  way  is,  to  pass  it  over  i 
etly,  and  not  to  seem  to  notice  anything  he  says  or  doea.  ] 
My  way  is,  to  smile,  and  look  gracious,  and  act  as  if  1 1 
hadn't  heard  anything  but  what  ia  perfectly  proper." 

"It 's  a  tremendous  infliction,  LUlie!  " 

"Poor  manl  is  itl"  said  Lillie,  putting  her  arm  round  J 
his  neck,  and  stroking  his  whiskers.  "  Well,  now,  he  'a  § 
a  good  man  to  bear  it  so  well,  so  he  is ;  and  they  sha'n't  I 
plague  him  long.  But,  John,  you  must  confess  Mrs. 
FoUingsbee  is  nice:  poor  woman!  she  ia  mortified  with.  I 
the  way  Dick  will  go  on;  but  she  can't  do  anything  with, I 
him." 

"Yes,   I  can  get  on  with  her,"  said  John.      In  fact, 
John  waa  one  of  the  men  so  loyal  to  women  that  his  path 
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of  virtue  in  regard  to  them  nlwaye  ran  downhill.  Mrs. 
Follingsbee  was  hanUsome,  and  had  a  gift  in  language,  and 
some  considerable  tact  in  adapting  herseU  to  her  society; 
and  aa  she  put  forth  all  hei  powers  to  win  liis  admiration, 
Bhe  succeeded. 

Grace  had  done  her  piirt  to  assist  John  in  his  hospitable 
intents,  by  securing  the  prompt  cooperation  of  the  Fergu- 
sons. The  very  first  evening  after  their  arrival,  old  Mrs. 
Ferguson,  with  Letitia  and  Kose,  called,  not  formally  but 
socially,  as  had  always  been  the  custom  of  the  two  families. 
Dick  Follingsbee  was  out,  enjoying  an  evening  cigar,  — 
a  circumstance  on  which  John  secretly  congratulated  him- 
self as  a  favorable  feature  in  the  case.  He  felt  instinc- 
tively a  sort  of  uneasy  responsibility  for  hia  guests,  and 
judging  the  Fergusons  by  himself,  felt  that  their  call  was 
in  some  sort  an  act  of  self-abnegation  on  his  account;  and 
he  was  anxious  to  make  it  as  easy  us  possible.  Mrs.  Fol- 
lingsbee was  preseutable,  so  he  thought;  hut  he  dreaded 
the  irrepressible  Dick,  and  had  much  the  same  feeling 
about  him  that  one  has  on  presenting  a  pet  spaniel  or 
pointer  in  a  lady's  parlor, — there  was  no  answering  for 
what  he  might  say  or  do. 

The  Fergusons  were  disposed  to  make  themselves  most 
amiable  to  Mrs.  Follingsbee;  and  with  this  intent.  Miss 
Letitia  started  the  subject  of  her  Parisian  experiences,  as 
being  probably  one  where  she  would  feel  herself  especially 
at  home.  Mrs.  Follingsbee  of  course  expanded  in  raptur- 
ous description,  and  was  quite  clever  and  interesting. 

"You  must  feel  quite  a  difference  between  that  coiintry 
and  this,  in  regard  to  facilities  of  living,"  said  Miss 
Letitia. 

"Ah,  indeed  1  do  I  not?"  said  Mrs.  Follingsbee,  easting 
up  her  eyes.  "Life  here  in  America  is  in  a  state  of  per- 
fect disorganization." 

"We   are  a  young  people   here,    madam,"   said  Joim. 
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"We  haven't  had  time  to  organize  the  Bmdler  conven- 
iences of  life. " 

"Yes,  that's  what  I  mean,"  said  Mrs,  Follingabee. 
"Now,  you  men  don't  feel  it  so  very  nrnchj  but  it  bears 
hard  on  us  poor  women.  Life  here  in  America  is  perfect 
slavery  to  women,  —  a  perfect  dead  grind.  You  see,  there  's 
CO  career  at  all  for  a  married  woman  in  this  country,  as 
there  is  in  France.  Marriage  there  opens  a  brilliant  pros- 
pect before  a  gu'l ;  it  introduces  her  to  the  world ;  it  gives 
her  wings.  In  America  it  is  clipping  her  winga,  chaining 
her  down,  shutting  her  up, — no  more  gayety,  no  more 
admiiation;  nothing  but  cradles  and  cribs,  and  bibs  and 
tuckers,  little  narrowing,  wearing,  domestic  cares,  hard, 
vulgar  domestic  slaveries:  and  so  our  women  lose  their 
hloom  and  health  and  freshness,  and  are  moped  to  death," 

"I  can't  see  the  thing  in  that  light,  Mrs.  Follingabee," 
said  old  Mrs.  Ferguson.  "I  don't  understand  this  modem 
talk.  I  am  aure,  for  one,  I  omi  say  I  have  bad  all  the 
career  I  wanted  ever  since  I  married.  You  know,  dear, 
when  one  begins  to  have  children,  one's  heart  goes  into 
them:  we  find  nothing  hard  that  we  do  for  the  dear  little 
things.  I  've  heard  that  the  Parisian  ladies  never  nurse 
their  own  babies.     From  my  very  heart,  I  pity  them." 

"Oh,  my  dear  madam  I"  said  Mrs.  Follingabee,  "why 
insist  upon  it  that  a  cultivated,  intelligent  woman  shall 
waste  some  of  the  most  beautiful  years  of  her  life  in 
a  mere  animal  function,  that,  after  all,  any  healthy  peasant 
can  perform  better  than  she)  The  French  are  a  philo- 
sophical nation;  and  in  Paris,  you  see,  this  thing  is  all 
systematic ;  it  'a  altogether  better  for  the  child.  It 's  taken 
to  the  country,  and  put  to  nurse  with  a  good  atroug 
woman,  who  makes  that  her  only  business,  She  just  lives 
to  he  a  good  animal,  you  see,  and  so  is  a  better  one  tbaa 
a  more  intellectual  being  can  be;  thus  she  gives  the  child 
a  strong  constitutiou,  which  is  the  main  thing." 
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"Yes,"  said  Miss  Letitiii;  "I  was  told,  when  in  Paris, 
that  this  system  is  umversol.  The  dressmaker,  who  works 
ttt  so  much  a  day,  sends  her  child  out  to  nurse  as  certainly 
aa  the  woman  of  rank  and  fashion.  There  are  no  babies, 
as  a  rule,  in  French  households. " 

"And  you  aee  how  good  this  ia  for  the  mother,"  said 
Mrs.  FoUingsbee.  "The  first  year  or  two  of  a  child's  life 
it  is  nothing  but  a  little  animal;  and  one  person  can  do 
for  it  about  as  well  as  another;  and  all  this  time,  while  it 
is  growing  physically,  the  mother  has  for  art,  for  eelf-culti- 
vation,  for  society,  and  for  literature.  Of  course  she  keeps 
her  eye  on  her  child,  and  visits  it  often  enough  to  know 
that  all  goes  right  with  it." 

"Yes,"  said  Miss  Letitia;  "and  the  eame  philosophical 
spirit  regulates  the  education  of  the  child  throughout.  An 
American  gentleman,  who  wished  to  live  in  Paris,  told  me 
that,  having  searched  all  over  it,  he  could  not  accommo- 
date his  family,  including  himself  and  wife  and  two  chil- 
dren, without  taking  two  of  the  suites  that  are  usually  let 
to  one  family.  The  reason,  he  inferred,  was  the  perfec- 
tion of  the  system  which  keeps  the  French  family  reduced 
in  numbers.  The  babies  are  out  at  nurse,  sometimes  till 
two,  and  sometimes  till  three  years  of  age;  and  at  seven 
or  eight,  the  girl  goes  into  a  pension  and  the  boy  into  a 
college,  till  they  are  ready  to  be  taken  out,  —  the  gir!  to 
be  married,  and  the  boy  to  enter  a  profession;  so  the  lei- 
sure of  parents  for  literature,  art,  and  society  is  preserved." 

"  It  seems  to  me  tlie  most  perfectly  dreary,  dreadful 
way  of  living  I  ever  heard  of,"  said  Mrs.  Ferguson,  with 
unwonted  energy.  "How  I  pity  people  who  know  so  little 
of  real  happiness!" 

"Yet  the  French  are  dotingly  fond  of  children,"  said 
Mrs.  Follingshee,  "It's  a  national  peculiarity;  you  can 
see  it  in  all  their  literature.  Don't  you  remember  Victor 
Hugo's  exquisite  description  of  a  mother's  feelings 
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little  child  in  '  Notre  Dame  de  Paris  '  1  I  never  read  any- 
thing more  affecting;  it's  perfectly  eulxluing." 

"They  can't  love  their  children  as  I  did  mine,"  said 
Mtb.  Ferguson  —  "it's  impossible;  and  if  that's  what 'a 
called  oi^auiiing  society,  I  hope  our  society  in  America 
never  will  be  organized.  It  can't  be  that  children  are 
well  taken  care  of  oa  that  system.  I  always  attended  to 
everything  for  my  babies  myself;  because  I  felt  CtOi!  had 
put  them  into  my  hands  perfectly  helplees;  and  if  there 
ia  anything  difficult  or  disagreeable  in  the  case,  bow  can  I 
expect  to  hire  a  woman  for  money  to  be  faithful  in  what 
I  cannot  do  for  love  J  " 

"  But  don't  you  think,  dear  madam,  that  this  system  of 
personal  devotion  to  children  may  be  carried  too  farl" 
said  Mrs,  Follingsbee.  "  Perhaps  in  France  they  may  go 
to  an  extreme;  but  don't  our  American  women,  as  a  rule, 
sacrifice  themselves  too  much  to  their  families ! " 

"Sacrifice!"  Eaid  Mrs.  Ferguson,  "How  can  we) 
Our  children  are  our  new  life.  We  live  in  them  a  tbou- 
saod  times  more  than  we  could  in  ourselves.  No,  I  think 
a  mother  tbat  does  n't  take  care  of  her  own  haliy  misses 
the  greatest  happiness  a  woman  can  know.  A  haby  is  n't 
a  mere  animal;  and  it  ia  a  great  and  solemn  thing  to  see 
the  coming  of  an  immortal  soul  into  it  from  day  to  day. 
My  very  happiest  hours  have  been  spent  with  my  babies 


aen  constituted  so  as  to  enjoy  it," 
"  but  yon  must  allow  that  there  ia 


"There  may  be  ^ 
said  Mrs.  Follingsbci 
a  vast  difference  among  v 

"There  certainly  is,"  said  Mrs.  Ferguson,  as  she  rose 
with  a  frigid  curtsy,  and  shortened  the  call.  "  My  dear 
girls,"  said  the  old  lady  to  her  daughters,  when  they  re- 
turned home,  "I  disapprove  of  that  woman.  I  am  very 
Horry  that  pretty  little  Mrs.  Seymoiar  has  so  bad  a  friend 
and  adviser.     Why,  the  woman  talks  like  a  Fejee  Islander! 
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I  Baby  a  mere  aniTnoI,  to  be  sure !  it  puts  me  out  of  temper 
r  such  talk.  The  woman  talks  as  if  she  had  never 
heard  of  such  a  thing  as  love  in  hei  life,  and  don't  know 
what  it  means." 

"Oh,  well,  mamma!"  said  Eose,  "you  know  we  are 
oM-faahioned  folks,  and  not  up  to  modern  improvements." 

"Well,"  said  Miss  Letitia,  "I  should  think  that  that 
poor  little  weird  child  of  Mrs,  Follingsbee'a,  with  the 
great  red  bow  on  her  back,  had  been  brought  up  on  this 
system.  Yesterday  afternoon  I  saw  her  in  the  garden, 
with  that  maid  of  hers,  apparently  enjoying  a  free  light. 
They  looked  like  a  pair  of  goblins,  —  an  old  and  a  young 
one.      I  never  saw  anything  like  it." 

"What  0  pity! "  said  Rose;  "for  she  's  a,  smart,  bright 
little  thing;  and  it  'a  cunning  to  hear  Ler  talk  French." 

"Well,"  said  Mrs.  Ferguson,  straightening  lier  back, 
and  sitting  up  with  a  grand  air,  "I  am  one  of  eight  chil- 
dren that  my  mother  nursed  herself  at  her  own  breast,  and 
lived  to  a  good  honorable  old  age  after  it.  People  called 
her  a  handsome  woman  at  sixty;  she  could  ride  and  wallc 
and  dance  with  the  beat;  and  nobody  kept  up  a  keener 
interest  in  reading  or  general  literature.  Her  conversation 
was  sought  by  the  most  eminent  men  of  the  day  as  some- 
thing remarkable.  She  was  always  with  her  children;  we 
always  knew  we  had  her  to  run  to  at  any  moment;  and 
I  the  first  thing  with  her.  She  lived  a  happy, 
loving,  useful  life ;  and  her  children  rose  up  and  called  her 

"As  we  do  you,  dear  mamma,"  said  fiose,  kissing  her; 
n't  be  oratorical,  darling  mammy,    because  we  are 
all  of  your  mind  here." 


CHAPTER   XVI 


ME3.   JOHN    SETMOUK  S    PARTY,   AND   WHAT    CAME 

Mes.  John  Seymour's  party  marked  an  era  in  thft" 
annals  of  Springdale.  Of  this  you  may  be  sure,  roy 
deal'  reader,  when  you  consider  that  it  was  projected  and 
arranged  by  Mrs.  Lillie,  in  strict  council  with  her  friend 
Mrs.  Follingsbec,  who  had  lived  in  Paria,  and  heen  to 
balls  at  the  Tuileries.  Of  course,  it  was  a  tip-top  New- 
York- Paris  party,  with  all  the  new,  fashionable,  unspeak- 
able crinkles  and  wrinkles,  all  the  high,  divine,  iipick  and 
span  new  ways  of  doing  things;  which,  however,  like  the 
Elousinian  mysteries,  being  in  their  very  nature  incommu- 
nicable except  to  the  elect,  must  be  left  to  the  imagination. 

A  French  artiste,  whom  Mrs.  FoIIingshee  patronized  as 
"my  confectioner,"  came  in  state  to  Springdale  with  a 
retinue  of  appendagea  and  servants  sufficient  for  a  circus; 
took  formal  poasession  of  the  Seymour  mansion,  nud  be- 
came, for  the  time  being,  absolute  dictator,  aa  was  custom- 
ary in  the  old  Roman  Kepublic  in  times  of  emergency, 

Mr.  FoUingabee  waa  forward,  fussy,  and  advisory,  in 
his  own  peculiar  free-and-easy  fashion;  and  Mrs.  FoUinga- 
bee waa  instructive  and  patronising  to  the  very  last  degree. 
Lillie  had  bewailed  in  her  sympathizing  bosom  John's 
unaccountable  and  most  singular  moral  Quixotism  in  regard 
to  the  wine  question,  and  been  comforted  by  her  apprecia- 
tive discourse.  Mrs.  FoUingatee  had  a  sort  of  indefinite 
faith  in  French  phrases  for  menduig  all  the  broken  places 
in  life.  A  thing  said  partly  in  French  became  at  once  in 
hei  view  elucidated,  even  though  the  words  meant  no  more 
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i  the  same  in  Kngliah ;  so  she  consoled  Lillie 


^M     tbi 
■     lo^ 

^^B  "  Oh,  ma  ehe re  /  I  understand  perfectly :  your  husljand 
^^H  may  be  '  un  peu  borne, '  as  tliey  say  in  Parie,  but  still  '  u/i 
^^^  homme  tres  respectable, '  "  —  Mrs.  FoUingabee  hero  scraped 
^^B  her  throat  emphatically,  Just  as  lier  French  maid  did,  — 
^^H  "a  sublime  example  of  the  virtues;  and  let  me  tell  you, 
^^B  darling,  you  ate  very  fortunate  to  get  such  a  man.  It  is 
^^V  uot  often  that  a  -woman  con  get  an  establishment  like 
^H^  yours,  and  a  good  man  into  the  bargain;  so,  if  the  good- 
^H  ness  is  a  little  ennuyeiise,  one  must  put  up  -with  it.  Then, 
^^  flgain.  people  of  old  established  standing  may  do  about 
what  they  like  socially:  their  position  is  made.  Peopla 
only  say,  '  Well,  that  is  their  way ;  the  Seymours  will  do 

180  and  so. '  Now,  we  have  to  do  twice  as  much  of  every- 
thing to  make  our  position,  as  certain  other  people  do. 
We  might  flood  our  place  with  champagne  and  Burgundy, 
and  get  all  the  young  fellows  drunk,  aa  we  generally  do; 
and  yet  people  will  call  our  parties  '  bourgeois, '  and  yours 
'  renherchi, '  if  you  give  them  nothing  but  tea  and  biscuit. 
Now,  there's  ray  Dick:  he  respects  your  husband;  you 
can  see  he  does.  In  his  odioua  slang  way,  he  says  he  's 
'  some, '  and  '  a  brick ; '  and  he  's  a  little  anxious  to  please 
him,  though  he  professes  not  to  care  for  anybody.  Now, 
Dick  has  pretty  sharp  sense,  after  al),  or  he  'd  never  have 
been  just  where  he  is." 

Our  friend  John,  during  these  days  preceding  the  party, 

I  the  party  itself,  and  the  clearing  up  after  it,  enacted  sub- 
missively that  part  of  unconditional  surreuder  which  the 
master  of  the  house,  if  well  trained,  generally  acts  on  such 
occiisions.  He  resembled  the  prize  ox,  which  is  led  forth 
adorned  with  garlands,  ribbons,  and  docility,  to  grace  a 
triumphal  procession.  He  went  where  he  was  told,  did  as 
ho  was  bid,  marched  to  the  right,  marched  to  the  left,  put 
on  gloves  and  cravat,  and  took  them  off,  entirely  aubmis- 
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Bive  to  the  woril  of  his  little  general ;  and  exhibited, 
Bhort,  on  edifying  speutaele  of  that  pleasant  domestic  s 
mal,  a  tame  husband.  He  had  to  make  atonement  i 
being  a  reformer  anil  for  endeavoring  to  live  like  a  ( 
tian,  by  conceding  to  his  wife  all  this  latitude  of  i 
gence;  and  he  meant  to  go  through  it  like  i 
philosopher.  To  be  sure,  in  his  eyes,  it  was  all 
unutterable  bosh  and  nonsense;  and  bosh  and  : 
for  which  he  was  eventually  to  settle  the  bills;  hut  ] 
aimed  himself  with  the  patient  reflection  that  all  thingi 
have  their  end  in  time,  — that  fireworks  and  Chinese  li 
terns,  bands  of  music  and  kid  gloves,  ruffs  and  pxifTs,  and 
pinkings  and  quillings,  and  all  sorts  of  unspeakable  eat- 
ables with  French  names,  would  erelong  float  down  the 
stream  of  time,  and  leave  their  record  only  in  a  few  bad 
colda  and  days  of  indigestion,  which  also  time  would  mer- 
cifidly  cure. 

So  John  steadied  his  soul  with  a  view  of  that  comfort- 
able future,  when  all  this  fusa  should  be  over,  and  the 
coast  cleared  for  Bomething  better.  Moreover,  John  foimii 
this  good  result  of  his  patience:  that  he  learned  a  little 
something  in  a  Christian  way  liy  it.  Men  of  elevated 
principle  and  moral  honesty  often  treat  themselves  to  such 
large  slices  of  contempt  and  indignation,  in  regard  to  tiie 
rogues  of  society,  as  to  forget  a  common  brotherhood  of 
pity.  It  is  sometimes  wholesome  for  such  men  to  be 
obliged  to  tolerate  a  scamp  to  the  extent  of  exchanging 
with  him  the  ordinary  benevolences  of  social  life. 

John,  in  discharging  the  duty  of  a  host  to  Dick  Fol- 
lingshee,  found  himself,  after  a  while,  looking  on  him  with 
]iity,  as  a  poor  creature,  like  the  rich  fool  in  the  Gospels, 
without  faith  or  love  or  prayer;  spending  life  as  a  moth 
does,  — in  vain  attempts  to  bum  himself  np  in  the  candle, 
and  knowing  nothing  better.  In  fact,  after  a  while,  the 
stiff,  tow-colored  mustache,  smart  stride,    and  flippant  air 
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of  thia  poor  little  mau  struck  bini  Bomewliere  in  tbe  region 
between  a  sraile  unil  a  tear;  and  his  enforced  hospitality 
began  to  wear  a  tincture  of  real  kindness.  There  is  no  less 
pathos  in  moral  than  in  physical  imbecility. 

It  is  an  ohservahle  social  phenomenon  that,  when  any 
family  in  a  community  makes  an  advance  very  greatly 
ahead  of  its  neighhors  in  style  of  living  or  splendor  of  en- 
tertainiaents,  the  fact  causes  great  searchinga  of  spirit  in 
all  the  region  round  aliout,  and  abundance  of  talk,  wherein 
the  thoughts  of  many  hearts  are  revealed. 

Spriugdale  was  a  country  town,  containing  a  choice  knot 
of  the  old,  respectalile,  "true- blue,"  Boston  -  aristocracy 
families.  Twn  m-  t]\jfi\  nf  [i^en^  hod  winter  houaea  in  Bea- 
coa  Street,  aud  went  there,  after  Christmas,  to  eiyoy  the 
lectures,  concerts,  and  select  gayeties  of  the  modern  Athens; 
otLers,  like  the  Fergusons  and  Seymours,  were  in  intimate 
relationship  with  the  same  circle. 

l^ow,  it  is  well  known  that  the  real  old  true-blue, 
Simon-pure,  Boston  family  is  one  whose  claims  to  be  con- 
sidered "the  thing,"  and  the  only  thing,    are  sojiiejtlia(i__ 

like   the   pTnim    nf-  npni-tiilia-rnrwinnsiQn  in   flTii^^piit  phiir^pH. 

It  is  easy  to  see  why  certain  affluent,  cultivated,  and  emi- 
nently well-conducted  people  should  he  considered  "the 
thing  "  in  their  day  am!  generation ;  but  why  they  should 
be  considered  as  the  "only  thing"  is  the  point  insoluble 
to  human  reason,  and  to  he  received  by  faith  alone;  also, 
why  certain  other  people,  equally  affluent,  cultivated,  and 
well  conducted,  are  not  "the  thing"  ia  one  of  the  divine 
mysteries,  about  which  whoso  observes  Boston  society  will 
do  well  not  too  curiously  to  exercise  his  reason. 

These  true-blue  families,  however,  have  claims  to  re- 
spectability ;  which  make  them,  on  the  whole,  quite  a 
venerable  and  pleasurable  feature  of  society  in  our  young, 
topsyturvy,  American  community.  Soma  of  them  have 
family  records  extending  clearly  back  to  the  settlement  of 
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Massachusetts  Bay;  and  th«  family  estate  is  still  on  groundl 
iirst  cleared  up  by  aboriginal  settlers.  Being  of  a  Furitui.l 
nobility,  they  have  an  ancestral  record,  afl'ording  more 
legitimate  eiubject  of  family  self-esteem  than  most  otber 
nobility.  Their  liistory  ruiis  back  to  an  ancestry  of  tin- 
worldiy  faith  and  prayer  and  self-denial,  of  incorruptible 
public  virtue,  sturdy  resistance  of  evil,  and  pursuit  of  good. 

There  is  also  a  literary  aroma  pervading  their  circles. 
Dim  suggestions  of  "The  North  American  Review,"  of 
"The  Dial,"  of  Cambridge,  —  a  sort  of  vague  mielfieitr  of 
authorship  and  poetry,  —  are  supposed  to  float  in  the  air 
around  them;  and  it  is  generally  understood  that  in  theit 
homes  exist  tastes  and  appreciations  denied  to  less  favored 
regions.  Almost  every  one  of  them  has  its  great  man,  — 
its  father,  grandfather,  cousin,  or  great-uncle,  who  wrote 
a  book,  or  edited  a  review,  or  was  a  President  of  the 
United  States,  or  minister  to  England,  whose  opinions  are 
referred  to  by  the  family  in  any  discusaion,  aa  good  Chria- 
tians  quote  the  Bible, 

It  is  true  that,  in  some  few  instances,  the  plerama  of 
aristocratic  dignity  undergoes  a  sort  of  acetic  fermentation, 
and  comes  out  in  iragenial  qualities.  Kow  and  then,  at  a 
public  watering-place,  a  man  or  woman  appears  no  other- 
wise distinguished  than  by  a  remai'kable  talent  for  being 
disagreealjle ;  and  it  is  amusing  to  find,  on  inquiry,  that 
this  repulsivenesB  of  demeanor  ia  entirely  on  account  of 
belonging  to  an  ancient  family. 

Such  is  the  tendency  of  democracy  to  a  general  mingling 
of  elements,  that  this  frigidity  is  deemed  necessary  by 
these  good  aoula  to  prevent  the  commonalty  from  being 
attracted  by  them,  and  sticking  to  them,  as  straws  and  bits 
of  paper  do  to  amber.  But  more  generally  the  true- 
blue  old  families  are  simple  and  urbane  in  their  manners; 
and  their  pretensions  are,  as  Miss  Edgeworth  says,  pre- 
sented rather  intaglio  than    in  cameo.      Of    course,   they 


MRS.    JOHN    aEYMOUHK   PABTT 

most  thoroughly  believe  in  thetnaelveg,  but  in  a  bknd  and 
genial  way.  NobUsxe  oblige  ia  with  them  u  secret  spring 
of  gentle  address  and  social  suavity.  They  prefer  their 
own  set  and  tlieir  oxrn  ways,  and  are  comfortably  sure 
that  what  they  do  not  know  ia  not  worth  knowing,  and 
what  they  have  not  been  in  the  liabit  of  doing  is  not  worth 
doing;  but  still  they  are  indulgent  of  the  existence  of 
human  nature  outside  of  their  own  circle. 

The  Seymours  and  the  Fergusons  belonged  to  this  sort 
of  people;  and,  of  course,  Mr.  John  Seymour's  marriage 
afforded  them  opportunity  for  some  wholesome  moral  disci- 
pline. The  Ferguson  girls  were  frank,  social,  magnanimous 
young  women ;  of  that  class  to  whom  the  saying  or  doing 
of  a  rude  or  unhandsome  tiling  by  any  human  being  was 
an  utter  impossibility,  and  whose  cheeks  would  flush  at 
the  mere  idea  of  asserting  personal  superiority  over  any 
one.  Nevertheless,  they  trod  the  earth  firmly,  as  girls 
who  felt  that  they  ivere  horn  to  a  certain  position.  Judge 
Ferguson  was  a  gentlenian  of  the  old  school,  devoted  to 
past  ideas,  fond  of  the  English  classics,  and  with  gmall 
faith  in  any  literature  later  than  Dr.  Johnson.  He  con- 
fessed to  a  toleration  for  Scott's  novels,  and  had  been 
I  detected  by  his  children  both  laughing  and  crying  over  the 
stories  of  Charles  Dickens ;  for  the  amiable  weaknesses  of 
human  nature  still  remain  in  the  beat  regulated  mind.  To 
women  and  children  the  judge  was  benignity  itself,  imitat- 
ing the  Grand  Monarque,  who  bowed  even  to  a  chamber- 
maid. He  believed  in  good,  orderly,  respectable,  old  ways 
and  entertainments,  and  had  a  quiet  horror  of  all  that  ia 
loud  or  noisy  or  pretentious;  which  sometimes  made  his 
social  duties  a  trial  to  him,  as  was  the  case  in  regard  to  the 
Seymour  party. 
The  arrangements  of  the  party,  including  the  prepara- 
tions for  an  extensive  illumination  of  the  grounds,  and 
fireworks,  were  on  so  unusual  a  scale  as  to  rouse  tha  whole 
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commiinitj  of  Springdale  to  a  fever  of  excitement;  of 
course,  tlie  Wilcoxes  and  the  LennoKea  were  astonialied 
and  disgusted.  Wlien  had  it  been  known  that  any  of 
their  set  had  done  anything  of  the  kind  1  How  horribly 
out  of  taste!  Just  the  result  of  John  Seymour's  marrying 
into  that  class  of  society !  Mrs.  Lennox  was  of  opinion 
that  she  ought  not  to  go.  She  was  of  the  determined  and 
sjiicy  order  of  human  beings,  and  often,  like  a  certain 
French  countess,  felt  diaposeii  to  thank  Heaven  that  she 
generally  succeeded  in  being  rude  when  the  occasion  re- 
quired. Hre.  Lennox  regarded  "snubbing"  in  the  light 
of  a  moral  duty  devolving  on  people  of  condition,  when 
the  foundations  of  things  were  in  danger  of  beuig  removed 
by  the  inroads  of  the  vulgar  commonalty.  On  the  present 
occasion,  Mrs,  Lennox  was  of  opinion  that  quiet,  respecta- 
ble people,  of  goud  family,  ought  to  ignore  this  kind  of 
proceeding,  and  not  think  of  encouraging  such  things  by 
their  presence. 

Mrs.  Wilcox  generally  shaped  her  coarse  by  Mrs.  Jjen- 
nox:  still  she  had  promised  Letitia  Ferguson  to  be  gracious 
to  the  Seymours  in  their  exigency,  and  to  call  on  the  Fol- 
lingsbees ;  so  there  was  confusion  all  round.  The  young 
people  of  both  families  declared  that  they  were  going,  just 
to  see  the  fun.  Bob  Lennox,  with  tlie  usual  vivacity  of 
Young  America,  said  he  didn't  "care  a  hang  who  set  a 
ball  rolling,  if  only  something  was  kept  stirring."  The 
subject  was  discussed  when  Mrs.  Lennox  and  Mrs.  "Wilcox 
were  making  a  morning  call  upon  the  Fergusons. 

"For  my  part,"  said  Mrs.  Lennox,  "I'm  principled  on 
this  subject.  Those  Follingshees  are  not  proper  people. 
They  are  of  just  that  vulgar,  pusfaing  class,  against  which 
1  feel  it  my  duty  to  set  my  face  iike  a  flint;  and  I'm 
astonished  that  a  man  like  John  Seymour  should  go  into 
relations  with  them.  You  see,  it  puta  all  his  friends  in  a 
most  embarrassing  position." 
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"Dear  Mrs.  Lennox,"  said  Rose  Fergueon,  "indeed,  it 
is  not  Mr.  Seymour's  fault.  These  persons  are  invited  by 
his  wiio." 

"Well,  what  business  has  he  to  allow  hie  wife  to  invite 
themi     A  man  should  be  master  in  his  own  houae." 

"  But,  my  dear  Mrs.  Lennox, "  said  Mrs.  Ferguson, 
"such  a  pretty  young  creature,  and  just  married!  of  course 
it  would  be  uniiandsome  not  to  allow  her  to  have  her 
friends." 

"Certainly,"  said  Judge  Ferguson,  "a  gentleman  cannot 
be  rude  to  his  wife's  invited  guests;  for  my  part,  I  think 
Seymour  is  putting  the  best  face  he  ran  on  it;  and  we 
must  all  do  what  we  can  to  help  him,  AVe  shall  all  attend 
the  Seymour  party," 

"Well,"  said  Mrs.  Wilcox,  "I  think  we  shall  go.  To 
be  sure,  it  is  not  what  I  should  like  to  do.  I  don't 
approve  of  these  FollingsbeeH.  Mr.  Wilcox  was  Baying, 
this  morning,  that  FoUingsbee's  money  was  made  by  frauds 
on  the  government,  which  ought  to  have  put  him  in  the 
state  prison." 

"Now,  I  say,"  said  Mrs.  Lennox,  "such  people  ought 
to  be  put  down  socially:  I  Iiave  no  patience  with  their 
airs.  And  that  Mrs.  FoUingsbee,  I  have  heard  that  she 
was  a.  milliner,  or  shop-girl,  or  some  such  thing ;  and  to 
see  the  airs  she  gives  iierself !  One  would  think  it  waa  the 
Empress  Eugenie  herself,  come  to  queen  it  over  us  in 
America.  I  can't  help  thinking  we  ought  to  take  a  stand, 
I  really  do." 

"But,  dear  Mrs.  Lennox,  we  are  not  obliged  to  cultivate 
further  relations  with  people,  simply  from  exchanging 
ordinary  civilities  with  them  oa  one  evening,"  said  Judge 
Ferguson, 

"  But,  my  dear  air,  these  pushing,  vulgar,  rich  people 
take  advantage  of  every  opening.  Give  them  an  inch,  and 
they  will  take  an  ell,"  said  Mrs.  Lennox.     "Now,    if  I 
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go,  they  will  be  claiming  aequaintanee  with  me  in  Newport 
next  Bumiaer.      Well,  I  shall  cut  them,  — dead." 

"Truat  you  for  that,"  said  Miss  Letitia,  laiighing;  "in- 
deed, Mrs.  LenaoK,  I  think  you  may  go  wherever  you 
please  with  perfect  safety.  People  will  never  saddle  them- 
Bt'lvea  on  you  longer  than  you  want  them;  80  you  might 
as  well  go  to  the  party  with  the  rest  of  us." 

"And  besides,  you  know,"  said  Mrs.  Wilcox,  "all  our 
young  people  will  go  whether  we  go  or  not.  Your  Tom 
was  at  my  house  yesterday;  and  he  is  going  with  my  girls: 
they  are  all  just  as  wild  about  it  as  they  can  be,  and  say 
that  it  is  the  greatest  fun  that  has  been  heard  of  this  sum- 
mer." 

In  fact,  there  was  not  a  man,  woman,  or  child,  in  a 
circle  of  fifteen  miles  round,  who  could  show  shade  or 
color  of  an  invitation,  who  was  not  out  in  full  dress  at 
Mrs.  John  Seymour's  party.  People  in  a  city  may  pick 
and  chooae  their  entertainments,  and  she  who  gives  a  party 
there  may  reckon  on  a  falling  off  of  alwut  one  third,  for 
various  other  attractions;  hut  in  the  country,  where  there 
is  nothing  else  stirring,  one  may  he  sure  that  not  one  per- 
son able  to  stand  on  his  feet  will  be  missing.  A  party  in 
a  good  old  sleepy,  respectable  country  place  is  a  godsend. 
It  is  equal  to  an  earthquake  for  suggesting  materials  of 
conversation;  and  in  so  many  ways  does  it  awaken  and 
vivify  the  community,  that  one  may  doubt  whether,  after 
all,  it  is  not  a  moral  benefaction,  and  the  giver  of  it  one  to 
be  ranked  in  the  noble  army  of  martyrs. 

Everybody  went.  Even  Mrs.  Lennox,  when  she  had 
sufficiently  swallowed  her  moral  principles,  sent  in  nil  haste 
to  New  York  for  an  elegant  spick  and  span  new  dress  from 
Madame  de  TuUegig's,  expressly  for  the  occasion.  W^as 
she  to  he  outshone  by  unprincipled  upstarts )  Perish  the 
thought!  It  was  treason  to  the  cause  of  virtue  and  the 
standing  order  of  society.     Of  course  the  best  thing  to  be 
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done  ia  to  put  certnin  people  down,  if  you  can;  but  if  you 
cannot  do  lliut,  the  next  best  thing  is  to  outshine  tiiem  in 
their  own  way,  It  may  be  very  naughty  for  them  to  be 
80  dressy  and  extravagaat,  and  very  absurd,  improper, 
immoral,  unnecessary,  and  in  bad  taste;  but  still,  if  you 
cannot  help  it,  you  may  as  well  try  to  do  the  same,  and 
do  a  little  more  of  it.  Mrs,  Lennox  was  in  a  feverish 
state  till  all  her  trappings  came  from  New  York.  The 
bill  was  something  stunning ;  but  then,  it  was  voted  by 
the  young  people  that  she  had  never  looked  so  splendidly 
in  her  life ;  and  she  comforted  herself  with  marking  out 
a  certain  sublime  distance  and  reserve  of  manner  to  be 
observed  towards  Mrs.  Seymour  and  the  Follingsbees. 

The  young  people,  however,  came  home  delighted. 
Tom,  aged  twenty-two,  instructed  his  mother  that  Follings- 
bee  was  a  brick,  and  a  real  jolly  fellow;  and  he  had 
accepted  an  invitation  to  go  on  a  yachting  cruise  with  him 
the  next  month.  Jane  Lennox,  moreover,  began  besetting 
her  mother  to  have  certain  details  in  their  house  rearranged, 
with  an  eye  to  the  Seymour  glorification. 

"How,  Jane  dear,  that  'a  just  the  result  of  allowing  you 
to  visit  in  this  flash,  vulgar  genteel  society,"  said  the 
troubled  mamma. 

"Bless  your  heart,  mamma,  the  world  moves  on,  you 
know;  and  we  must  move  with  it  a  little,  or  be  left  be- 
hind. For  my  part,  I  'm  perfectly  ashamed  of  the  way  we 
let  things  go  at  our  house.  It  really  is  not  respectable. 
Now,  I  like  Mrs.  Follingsbee,  for  my  part:  she's  clever 
and  amusing.  It  was  fun  to  hear  all  about  the  balls  at 
the  Tuileries,  and  the  opera  and  things  in  Paris.  Mamma, 
when  are  we  going  to  Paris?" 

"OhI  I  don't  know,  my  dear;  you  must  ask  your 
father.      He  is  very  unwilling  to  go  abroad." 

"Papa  is  so  slow  and  conservative  in  his  notions  1 "  said 
the  young  lady.      "For  my  part,  I  cannot  see  what  is  the 
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use  of  all  this  talk  about  the  Follingsbees.  He  is  good- 
natured  and  funny;  and  I  am  sure  I  think  she  's  a  splen- 
did woman;  and,  by  the  way,  she  gave  me  the  address  of 
lotB  of  places  in  New  York  where  we  can  get  French 
things.  Did  you  notice  her  lace)  It  is  superb;  and  she 
told  me  where  lace  just  like  it  could  he  bought  one  third 
lesa  than  they  sell  at  Stewart's." 

Thus  we  see  how  the  starting-out  of  an  old,  respectahle 
family  in  any  new  ebullition  of  fancy  and  fashion  is  like 
a  dandelion  going  to  seed.  You  have  not  only  the  airy, 
fairy  globe,  but  every  feathery  particle  thereof  bears  a 
germ  which  will  cause  similar  feather  bubbles  all  over  the 
country;  and  thus  old,  respectable  grass-pJots  become,  in 
time,  half  dandelion.  It  is  to  be  observed  that,  in  all 
questions  of  life  and  fashion,  "the  world  and  the  flesh," 
to  say  nothing  of  the  third  partner  of  that  ancient  firm, 
have  us  at  decided  advantage.  It  is  easy  to  see  the  flash 
of  jewelry,  the-dazzle  of  color,  the  msh  and  glitter  of  equi- 
page, and  to  be  dizzied  by  the  babble  and  gayety  of  fash- 
ionable life;  while  it  is  not  easy  to  see  justice,  patience, 
temperance,  self-deiiial.  These  are  things  belonging  to 
the  iuviaible  and  the  eternal,  and  to  Iw  seen  with  other 
eyes  than  those  of  the  body. 

Then,  again,  there  is  no  one  thing  jti  all  the  items 
which  go  to  make  up  fashionable  extravagance,  which, 
taken  separately  and  by  itself,  is  not  in  some  point  of 
view  a  good  or  pretty  or  desirable  thing ;  and  so,  whenever 
the  forces  of  invisible  morality  begin  an  encounter  with 
the  troops  of  fashion  and  folly,  the  workl  and  the  flesh,  aa 
we  have  just  said,  generally  have  the  best  of  it. 

It  may  be  very  shocking  and  dreadful  to  get  money  by 
cheating  and  lying ;  but  when  the  money  thus  got  is  put 
into  the  forms  of  yachts,  operas,  pictures,  statues,  and 
splendid  entertainments,  of  which  you  are  freely  offered 
a  share  if  you  will  only  cultivate  the  acquaintance  of  a 
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sharper,  will  you  not  then  hegin  to  say,  "Everjbody  ia 
going,  why  not  It  As  to  countenancing  Dives,  why,  he  is 
countenanced;  and  my  holding  ont  does  no  good.  What 
19  the  use  of  luy  sitting  in  my  corner  and  sullying  1  N^o- 
body  minds  me."  Thus  Divea  gains  one  after  another  to 
loUow  his  chariot,  and  make  up  hia  conrt. 

Our  friend  John,  simply  by  being  a  loving,  indulgent 
huaband,  had  come  into  the  position,  in  some  measure,  of 
demoralising  the  public  conscience,  of  bringing  in  luxury 
and  extravagance,  and  countenancing  people  who  really 
ought  not  to  be  countenanced.  He  had  a  sort  of  uneasy 
perception  of  this  fact;  yet  at  each  paiticular  step  ho 
seemed  to  himself  to  be  doing  no  more  than  was  right  or 
reasonable.  It  was  a  fact  that,  through  all  Springdale, 
people  were  beginning  to  be  uneasy  and  uncomfortable  in. 
houses  that  used  to  seem  to  them  nice  enough,  and  ashamed 
of  a  style  of  dress  and  entertainment  and  living  that  used 
to  content  them  perfectly,  simply  because  of  the  changes 
of  style  and  living  in  the  John  Seymour  mansion. 

Of  old,  the  Seymour  family  had  always  been  a  bulwark 
on  the  side  of  a  temperate  self-restraint  and  reticence  in 
worldly  indulgence;  of  a  kind  that  parents  find  most  use- 
ful to  strengthen  their  hands  when  children  are  urging 
them  on  to  expenses  beyond  their  means:  for  they  could 
say,  "The  Seymours  are  richer  than  we  are,  and  you  see 
they  don't  change  their  carpets,  nor  get  new  sofas,  nor 
give  extravagant  parties;  and  they  give  simple,  reasonable, 
quiet  entertainments,  and  do  not  go  into  any  modem  fol- 
lies." So  the  Seymours  kept  up  the  Fergusons,  and  the 
Fergusons  the  Seymours ;  and  the  Wilcoxes  and  the  Len- 
noxes encouraged  each  other  in  a  style  of  quiet,  reasonable 
living,  saving  money  for  charity,  and  time  for  reading  and 
self-cultivation,  and  by  moderation  and  simplicity  keeping 
up  the  courage  of  less  wealthy  neighbors  to  hold  their  own 
with  them. 
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The  John  Seymour  party,  therefore,  was  like  the  burst- 
ing of  a  great  dam,  whicli  floods  a  whole  region.  There 
was  not  a  family  who  had  not  some  trouble  with  the  inun- 
dation, even  where,  lite  Rose  and  Letitia  Ferguson,  they 
Bwept  it  out  merrily,  and  thought  no  more  of  it. 

"  It  was  all  very  pretty  and  pleasant,  and  I  'm  glad  it 
went  off  so  well,"  said  Eoae  Ferguson  the  iiest  day;  "but 
I  have  not  the  smallest  desire  to  repeat  auytbing  of  the 
kind.  We  who  live  iu  the  country,  and  have  such  a  world 
of  beautiful  things  aroiind  us  every  day,  and  so  many 
charming  engagements  in  riding,  walking,  and  rambling, 
and  ao  much  to  do,  cannot  afford  to  go  into  this  sort  of 
thing:  we  really  have  not  time  for  it," 

"That  pretty  creature,"  said  Mrs.  Ferguson,  speaking  of 
Lillie,  "is  really  a  charming  object.  I  hope  she  will  settle 
down  now  to  domestic  life.  She  will  soon  find  better 
things  to  care  for,  I  trust:  a  baby  would  be  her  beat 
teacher.     I  am  sure  I  hope  she  will  have  one." 

"A  bahy  is  mamma's  infallible  recipe  for  strengthening 
the  character,"  said  Bose,  laughing. 

"Well,  as  the  saying  is,  they  bring  love  with  them," 
said  Mrs,  Ferguson;  "and  love  always  brings  wisdom," 
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"Well,  Grace,  the  Follingsbees  are  gone  at  last,  I  am 
thankful  to  say,"  said  John,  as  he  stretched  himself  out 
on  the  sofa  in  Grace's  parlor  with  a  sigh  of  relief.  "If 
ever  I  am  caught  in  such  a  scrape  again,  I  shall  know  it." 

"Yes,  it  is  all  well  over,"  said  Grace. 

"Over!  I  wish  you  would  look  at  the  bills.  Why, 
Gracie!  I  had  not  the  least  idea,  when  1  gave  Lillie  leave 
to  get  what  she  chose,  what  it  would  come  to,  with  those 
people  at  her  elbow,  to  put  things  into  her  head,  I  could 
not  interfere,  you  know,  after  the  thing  was  started ;  and 
I  thought  I  would  not  spoil  Lillie'a  pleaeure,  eBpeeiuUy  as 
1  had  to  stand  firm  in  not  allowing  wine.  It  was  well  I 
did ;  for  if  wine  had  been  given,  and  taken  with  the  reck- 
less freedom  that  all  the  rest  was,  it  might  have  ended  in 
a  general  riot," 

"As  some  of  the  great  fashionable  parties  do,  where 
young  women  get  merry  with  champagne,  and  young  men 
get  drunk,"  said  Grace, 

"Well,"  said  John,  "I  don't  exactly  like  the  whole 
turn  of  the  way  things  have  been  going  at  our  house  lately. 
I  don't  like  the  influence  of  it  on  others.  It  is  not  in  the 
line  of  the  life  I  want  to  lead,  and  that  we  1 
trying  to  lead." 

"Well,"  said  Grace,  "things  will  be  settled 

"I  say,"  said  John,  "could  not  we  start  oi 
ing  sociables,  that  were  so  pleasant  last  year  ? 
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le  little  pleasant  thing  going,  and  dra 
Wlien  a  girl  lias  been  used  to  liv€ 
me  down  to  mere  nothing;  and  I  i 
anting  to  rush  off  to  Kew  York,  and.i1 


we  want  to  keep  ec 
Lillie  in  with  us. 
Booiety,  she  can't  c 
afraid  she  will  be 
visit  the  Follingsbi 

"Well,"  said  Grace,  "Letitia  and  Eose  were  speaking 
the  other  day  of  that,  and  wanting  to  begin.  You  know 
we  were  to  read  Froude  together,  as  soon  as  the  evenings 
got  a  little  longer." 

"Oh  yes!  that  will  be  capital,"  said  John. 

"Do  you  think  Lillie  will  be  interested  in  Froude  1 
asked  Griacs. 

"I  really  can't  say,"  eaid  John,  with  some  doubting  of 
heart;  "perhaps  it  would  be  well  to  begin  with  something 
a  little  lighter  at  first." 

"Anything  you  please,  John.      What«hall  it  be! 

"  But  I  dou't  want  to  hold  you  all  back  on  my  ace 
said  John. 

"Well,   then  again,  John,   there's  our  old  study  clul 
The  Fergusons  and  Mr.  Mathews  were  talking  it  over 
other  night,  and  wondering  when  you  would  be  ready 
join  UB.      We  were  going  to  tnke    up    Lecky'i 
of  Morals,'  ami  have    our    sesaiona  Tuesday  evenings, 
one  Tuesday  at  their  house,   and  the  other  at  mine,  y< 
know. " 

"I  should  enjoy  that,  of  all  things,"  said  John 
I  know  it  is  of  no  nse  to  ask  Lillie;  it  woiild  only  be  tl 
moat  dreadful  bore  to  her." 

"And  you  couldn't  come  without  her,  of 
Grace. 

"Of  course  not;  that  would  be  too  cruel,  to  leave 
poor  little  thing  at  home  alone. 

"Lillie  strikes  me  as  being  naturally  clover,"  said  Gi 
"  if  she  only  would  bring  her  mind  to  enter  into  your  tast 
a  little,  I  'm  sure  you  would  find  her  capable." 
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"  But,  Graeie,  you  've  no  conception  how  very  different 
'  her  sphere  of  thought  is,  how  entirely  out  of  the  line  of 
our  ways  of  thinking.  I'll  tell  yon,"  said  John,  "iloii't 
wait  for  me.  You  have  your  Tuesdays,  and  go  on  with 
your  Lecky;  and  I  will  keep  a  copy  at  home,  and  read  up 
with  you.  And  I  will  hring  Lillie  in  the  evening,  after 
I  the  reading  is  over;  and  we  will  have  a  little  music  and 
lively  talk,  and  a.  dance  oi  charade,  you  know:  then  per- 
haps her  mind  will  wake  up  by  degrees," 


Scene.  —  JJler  te 


n  tht  SfffMi 


■.^dins. 


Li/lie.      "Look  here,  John,   I  want  to  ask  you  some- 

John,  putting  down  his  hook,  and  crossing  to  her, 
"Well,  dear)" 

Lillie.  "  There,  would  you  make  a  green  leaf  there,  or 
a  brown  one?" 

John,  endeavoring  to  look  wise.      "Well,  a  brown  one." 

LUHk.  "That's  just  like  you,  John;  now,  don't  you 
I   see  that  a  brown  one  would  just  spoil  the  effect  J  " 

"Oh!  would  it  1"  said  John  innocently.  "Well,  what 
did  you  ask  mc  for  T  " 

"  Why,  you  tiresome  creature  1  I  wanted  you  to  say 
something.  What  are  you  sitting  moping  over  a  book  fori 
You  don't  entertain  me  a  bit." 

"Dear  Lillie,  I  have  been  talking  about  everything  I 
could  think  of,"  said  John  apologetically. 

"  Well,  I  want  you  to  keep  on  talking,  and  put  up  that 
great  heavy  book.      What  is  it,  anyway  1 " 

"Leeky'a  '  History  of  Morals,'  "  said  John. 

"How  dreadful!  do  you  really  mean  to  read  it  I" 

"Certainly;  we  are  all  reading  it." 

""WhoaUJ" 

"  ^^'hy,  Gracie,  and  Letitia  and  Rose  Ferguson," 
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"  Bose    Ferguson  1     I    don't    believe    it.     Why, 
is  too  young!     Slie  cannot  care  about  such  stuff." 

"She  does  care,  and  enjoys  it,  too,"  said  John  eagerl^J 

"It  is  a  pity,  then,  you  didn't  get  her  for  a,  wife  inste 
of  me,"  said  Lillie  in  a  tone  of  pique. 

Now,  this  sort  of  thing  does  well  enoi 
said  by  a  pretty  woman,  perfectly  sure  of  her  ground, 
the  early  days  of  the  honeymoon,  but  foi  steady  domeBtS 
diet  ia  not  to  he  recommended.      Husbands  get  tired  ( 
swearing  allegiance  over  and  over;  and  John  returned  6 
liis  book   quietly,    without  reply.      He   did   not  like  I 
suggestion;  and  he  thought  that  it  was  in  very  poor  taa 
Lillie  embroidered  in  silence  a  few  minutes,  and  then  thievf 
doivu  her  work  pettishly. 

"How  close  this  room  is  I" 

John  read  on. 

"John,  do  open  the  door!" 

John  rose,  opened  the  door,  and  returned  to  his  book.  ] 

"Now,  there  's  that  draft  from  the  hall  window.  JolU 
you  '11  have  to  shut  the  door." 

John  shut  it,  and  read  on. 

"  Oh,  dear  me ! "  said  Lillie,  throwing  herself  doi 
with  a  portentous  yawn.      "I  do  think  this  is  dreadful!*^ 

"What  is  dreadful?"  said  John,  looking  up. 

"It  is  dreadful  to  be  buried  alive  here  in  tliis  gloom 
town  of  Springdale,   where  there  is  nothing  to  t 
nowhere  to  go,  and  nothing  going  on." 

"We  have  always  flattered  ourselves  that  Springdale  ^ 
a  most  attractive  place,"  said  John.  "I  don't  know  of  a 
place  where  there  are  more  beautiful  walks  and  ramb 

"But  I  detest  walking  in  the  country.      What  if 
to  seel     And  you  get    your    shoes  muddy,   and  hurs  c 
your  clothes,  and  don't  meet  a  creature!     I  got  so  t 
the  other  day  when  Grace  and  Eose  Ferguson  would  < 
me  off  to  what  they  call  '  the  glen. '     They  kept  oh-ii 
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'  and  ah-ing  and  exclaimuig  to  each  otbei  shout  somo  stupid 
tiling  eveiy  step  of  the  way,  —  old  poky  niitgallE,  bare 
'  twigs  of  trees,  and  red  and  yellow  leaves,  and  ferna!  I  do 
'  wisli  you  could  have  seen  the  armful  of  trash  that  those 
two  girls  carried  into  their  respective  houses.  I  would  not 
have  Biich  stuff  in  mine  for  anything,  I  am  tired  of  nil 
this  talk  about  nature.  I  am  free  to  confess  that  I  don't 
like  nature,  and  do  like  art;  and  I  wish  we  only  lived  in 
Now  York,  where  there  ia  something  to  amuse  one." 

"Well,  Lillie  dear,  I  am  sorry-  hut  we  don't  live  in 
New  York,  and  are  not  likely  to,"  said  John, 

"Why  can't  we?  Mrs.  Follingsbee  said  that  a  man  in 
your  profession,  and  with  your  talents,  could  command  a 
fortune  in  Kew  York." 

"If  it  would  give  me  the  mines  of  Goloonda,  I  would 
I  not  go  there,"  said  John. 

"How  stupid  of  yon!     You  know  you  would,  though." 

"No,  Lilliej  I  would  not  leave  Springdale  for  any 
I    money." 

"That  ia  because  you  think  of  nobody  hut  yourself,'' 
Buid  Lillie.      "Men  are  always  selfish." 

"On  the  contrary,  it  is  because  I  have  so  many  here 
depending  on  me,  of  whom  I  am  hound  to  think  more 
than  myself,"  said  John. 

"That  dteadfu!  mission  work  of  yours,  I  suppose,"  said 
Lillie;  "that  always  stands  ia  the  way  of  having  a  good 

"Lillie,"  said  John,  shutting  his  book,  and  looking  at 
her,  "  what  is  your  ideal  of  a  good  time  1 " 

"Why,  having  something  amusing  going  on  all  the  time, 
I  . —  something  bright  and  lively,  to  keep  one  in  good 
spirits,"  said  Lillie. 

"I  thought  that  you  would  have  enough  of  that  with 
your  party  and  all,"  said  John. 

"Well,  now  it's  all  over,  and  duller  than  ever,"  said 
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Lillie.      "I  think  a  little  spurt  of  gajetj-  iiialii 
duller  by  contrast." 

"Yet,  Lillie,"  said  John,  "yon 
who  live  right  here  in  Springilale, 
busy,  intereeted,  and  happy,  with 
enjoyment  as  are  to  be  found  here. 


it  see^^l 
■e  women,  I 


are  women, 
vho  are  all  the  time 
jnly  such  sources  of 
Theii  time  does  not 


hang  heavy  on  their  hands;  in  fact,  it  is  too  short  for  all 
they  wish  to  do," 

"They  are  different  from  me,"  said  Lillie, 

"Then,  ainee  you  must  live  here,"  aaid  John,  "could 
you  not  learn  to  he  like  them?  could  you  not  acquire  Bome 
of  these  tastes  that  make  simple  country  life  agreeable) "  1 

"No,  I  can't;  I  never  could,"  said  Lillie  pettishly. 

"Then,"  said  John,  "I  don't  see  that  anybody  can  1 
yonr  being  unhappy."    And  opening  his  book,  he  sat  dowj 
and  began  to  read. 

Lillie  pouted  awhile,  and  then  drew  from  under  i 
sofa-pillow  a  copy  of  "Indiana;"  and  establiahing  1 
feet  on  the  fender,  she  began  to  read. 

LOlie  had  acquired  at  school  the  doubtful  talent  of  n 
ing  French  with  facility,  and  was  soon  deep  in  the  fascin 
ing  pages,  whose  theme  is  the  usual  one  of  French  n 
—  a  young  wife,  tired  of  domestic  monotony,  with  a 
appreciative  h\iaband,  solacing  herself  with  the  devotion  fl 
a  lover.  Lillie  felt  a  sort  of  pique  with  her  husbanq 
He  was  evidently  unappreciative :  he  was  thinking  of  s 
sorts  of  things  more  than  of  her,  and  growing  stupid,  b 
husbands  in  French  romances  generally  do.  She  thougWJ 
of  her  handsome  Cousin  Harry,  the  only  man  that  she  e 
came  anywhere  near  being  in  love  with;  and  the  image  c 
his  dark,  handsome  eyes  and  glossy  cnrls  gave  a  sort  i 
piquancy  to  the  story. 

Juhn  got  deeply  interested  in  his  hook,  and  looking  x 
from  time  to  time,   ^vag  relieved  to  find  that  Lillie  hadi 
something  to  employ  her. 
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"I  may  as  well  make  a  beginning,"  he  said  to  liimGelf, 
"I  muat  have  my  timo  for  reading;  and  she  must,  learn  to 
amuse  herself." 

After  a  while,  however,  he  peeped  over  lier  shoulder. 

"Why,  darling!  "  he  Baid,  "where  did  you  get  that?  " 

"It  ia  Mrs.  FoUingBbee's,"  aaid  Lillie. 

"Dear,  it  ia  a  bad  book,"  said  John.      "Don't  read  it." 

"It  nmuaea  me,  and  helps  pass  aivay  time,"  said  Lillie; 
"and  I  don't  think  it  is  bad:  it  ia  beautiful.  Besides, 
you  read  what  amuses  you;  and  it  is  a  pity  if  I  can't  read 

"I  um  glad  to  see  you  lilce  to  read  TVench,"  continued 
I  John;  "and  I  can  get  you  some  delightful  French  stories, 
'  which  are  not  only  pretty  and  witty,  but  have  nothing  in 
them  that  tends  to  pull  down  one's  moral  principles.  Ed- 
mond  About'a  '  Mariages  de  Paris  '  and  '  Tolla '  are  charm- 
ing French  things;  and,  as  he  says,  they  might  he  read 
aloud  by  a  man  between  his  mother  and  his  sister,  without 
a  shade  of  offense," 

"Thank  you,  sir,"  said  Mrs,  Lillie,  "You  had  better 
go  to  Koae  Ferguson,  and  get  her  to  give  you  a  list  of  the 
kinds  of  books  she  prefers." 

"  Lillie !  "  aaid  John  severely,  "  your  remarks  about 
Rose  are  in  had  taste.     I  must  beg  you  to  discontinue  them. 

I  There  are  Bubjects  that  never  ought  to  be  jested  about." 
"Thank  you,  air,  for  your  moral  leasons,"  said  Liliie, 
turning  her  back  on  him  defiantly,  putting  her  feet  on  the 
fender,  ajid  going  on  with  her  reading. 
John  seated  himself,    and  went  on  with  his   hook  in 
silence. 
Now,  this  mode  of  passing  a  domestic  evening  ia  cer- 
tainly not  agreeable  to  either  party ;  hut  we  suatain  the 
thesis  that  in  this  sort  of  interior  warfare  the  woman  has 
generally  the  best  of  it.     When  it  comes  to  the  science  of 
annoyance,  commend  us  to  the  lovely  sex !     Their  methods 
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liversal  adaptability,  ■ 
doea  them,  istmite  credit ;  and  iduq,  with  all  his  si 
and  all  his  majesty,  and  Lis  commanding  talent,  i 
aa  ivell  off  aa  a  huffalo  or  a  biBon  againat  a  tiny,  rainbow 
M-higed  gnat  or  mosquito,  who  bites,  siuga,  and  sting 
M-liere  at  once,  with  an  infinite  grace  and  facility. 

A  woman  without  magnanimity,  without  generoBit* 
who  has  no  love,  and  whom  a  man  loves,  is  a  terrible  a: 
tagonist.  To  give  up  oi  to  fight  often  seems  equally  i] 
possible. 

How  is  a  man  going  to  make  a  woman  have  a  good  tim 
who  is  determined  not  to  have  iti     Lillie 
to  see  that,   if   she    settled  down  iut^i  enjoyment  of  bu 
little  agree ablenesaea  and  domesticities  of  the  winter  a 
ciety  in  Springdale,  she  should  lose  her  battle,  and  Jolj 
would  keep  her  there  for  life.      The  only  way  was  to  keb 
him  aa  nn comfortable  as  possible  without  really  brea 
her  power  over  him. 

In  the  long  run,  in  these  encounters  of  will,  the  woman 
has  every  advantage.  The  constant  dropping  that  wears 
away  the  stone  has  passed  into  a  proverb. 

Lillie  meant  to  go  to  New  York,  and  have  a  long  cam- 
paign at  the  Pollingsbees'.  The  thing  had  been  all  pro- 
mised and  arranged  between  them ;  and  it  was  necessary  that 
she  should  appear  sufficiently  miserable,  and  that  John 
should  be  made  aufficiently  uncomfortable,  to  consent  ivith. 
effusion,  at  last,  when  her  intentions  were  announced. 

These  purposes  were  not  distinctly  stated  to  herself;  for 
as  we  have  before  intimated,  uneuHivated  natures,  who 
have  never  thought  for  a  serious  moment  on  seK- education, 
or  the  way  their  character  is  forming,  act  purely  from  a 
sort  of  instinct,  and  do  not  even  in  their  own  minds  fairly 
and  squarely  face  their  own  motives  and  purposes;  if  thi 
only  did,  their  good  angel  would  wear  a  less  dejected 
than  he  generally  must. 
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Lillie  had  power  enough,  in  that  small  circle,  to  atop 
and  iutarrupt  almost  all  its  comfortulile  literary  culture. 
The  reading  of  Froude  was  given  up.  Ji.>hn  could  not  go 
to  the  study  club;  and  after  an  eveniug  or  two  of  trying 
to  read  np  at  home,  lie  used  to  stay  an  hour  later  at  liia 
Lillie  would  go  with  him  on  Tuesday  evening, 
I  after  the  readings  were  over;  and  then  it  was  understood 
that  all  parties  were  to  devote  theniselvBB  to  making  the 
evening  pass  agreeahle  to  her.  She  was  to  be  put  forward, 
kept  iu  the  foreground,  and  everything  arranged  to  make 
her  appear  the  queen  of  the  fete.  They  had  tableaux, 
where  Kose  made  Iiillie  into  marvelous  pictures,  which  ull 
I  admired  and  praised.  They  had  little  dunces,  which  Lillie 
thought  rather  stupid  and  humdriifu,  because  they  were 
not  en  ijrande  toilette ;  yet  Lillie  always  made  a  great 
merit  of  putting  up  with  her  life  at  Springdale.  A  plea- 
sant English  writer  has  a  lively  paper  on  the  advantages 
of  being  a  "cantankerous  fool,"  in  which  he  goes  to  show 
I  that  men  or  women  of  inferior  moral  parts,  little  self- 
control,  and  great  selfishness,  often  acquire  an  absolute 
,  dominion  over  the  circle  in  which  they  move,  merely  by 
ise  of  these  traits.  Every  one  being  anxious  to 
please  and  pacify  them,  and  keep  the  peace  with  them, 
there  ia  a  constant  succession  of  anxious  compliances  and 
compromises  going  on  around  them ;  by  all  of  which  they 
are  benefited  in  getting  their  own  will  and  way. 

The  one  person  who  will  not  give  up,  and  cannot  he  1 
espected  to  be  considerate  or  accommodating,  cornea  at  last  1 
to  rule  the  whole  circle.      He  is  counted  on  like  the  fixed   I 
facta  of  nature;  everybody  else  must  turn  out  for  him. 
LUlie   reigned  in    Springdale.      In  every  little  social 
;heriug  where  she  appeared,    the  one  uneasy   question 
s,  would  she  have  a  good  time,  and  anxious  provision 
made  to  that  end.      LiUie  had  declared  that  reading  alotid 
I  bore,   which  was  definitive  against  reading-parties. 
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She  liked  to  play  and  sing;  bo  that  was  always  a  part  of 
the  progrannne.  Lillie  sang  well,  but  needed  a  great  deal 
of  urging.  Her  throat  was  apt  to  be  sore;  and  sbe  took 
pains  to  say  that  the  harah  winter  weather  in  Springdale 
was  ruining  her  voice.  A  good  part  of  an  evening  was 
often  spent  in  supplications  before  she  could  be  induced  to 
make  the  endeavor. 

Lillie  had  taken  up  the  whim  of  being  jealous  of  Kose. 
Jealousy  is  suid  to  be  a  sign  of  love.  We  hold  another 
theory,  and  consider  it  more  properly  a  sign  of  selfishness. 
Look  at  noble -hearted,  unselfish  women,  and  ask  if  they 
are  easily  made  jealous.  Look,  again,  at  a  woman  who  in 
her  whole  life  shows  no  disposition  to  deny  herself  for  her 
husband,  or  to  enter  into  his  tastes  and  views  and  feelings; 
are  not  such  as  she  the  most  frequently  jealous!  Her 
husband,  in  her  view,  is  a  piece  of  her  property;  every 
look,  word,  and  thought  which  he  gives  to  any  body  or 
thing  else  ia  a  part  of  her  private  posaessions,  unjustly 
withheld  from  her. 

Independently  of  that,  Lillie  felt  the  instinctive  jealousy 
which  a  pasnee  queen  of  beauty  sometimes  has  for  a  young 
rival.  She  had  eyes  to  see  that  Kose  was  daily  growing 
more  and  more  beautiful;  and  not  all  that  young  girl's 
considerateness,  her  self-forgetfulneas,  her  persistent  en- 
deavors to  put  Lillie  forward,  and  make  her  the  queen  of 
tliu  hour,  could  disguise  this  fact.  Lillie  was  a  keen- 
sighted  little  body,  and  saw,  at  a  glance,  that,  once 
launched  into  society  together,  Kose  would  carry  the  day ; 
all  the  more  that  no  thought  of  any  day  to  be  carried  was 
in  her  head. 

Kose  Ferguson  had  one  source  of  attraction  which  is  as 
great  a  natural  gift  as  beauty,  and  which,  when  it  is  found 
with  beauty,  makes  it  perfectly  irresistible;  to  wit,  perfect 
'  nnnnniririiiiness  of_  self.  This  is  a  wholly  different  trait 
from  unselfishness:  it  ia  not  a  moral  virtue,   attained  by 
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voluntary  effort,  but  a  constitutional  giJt,  and  a  very  great 
one,  Fenelon  praises  It  aa  a  t.'hristiaa  prace.  under  the 
name  ol  aimplicity;  Lut  we  incline  to  consider  it  only  as 
an  advantage  of  natural  organization.  There  are  many 
l»Tf^p|^p;^J,  Cbristiana  who  are  hauiited  by  tbemaelves,  and 
in  some  form  or  other  are  alwaS-busy  "witE  'tEemeWfes ; 
either  conacjaajiously  pondering  the  right  and  wrong  of 
their  actions,  or  approbatively  sensitive  to  the  opinions  of 

'  others,  or  lesthetically  com]jaring  their  appearance  and 
manners  with  an  interior  etandnrd;  while  there  are  others 
who  have  received  the  gift,  beyond  the  artist's  eye  or  the 
musician's  ear,  of  perfect  self-forgetfulnesa.     Tbsir  jpliginn     L 

,  '""T'-ff  **"■  "Innipntr  "^  conflict,  and  comes  to  theca  by  simple 

"GIbiI  eouls,  irilhout  reproikch  or  blot, 
Who  du  Uia  will,  and  know  it  not." 

Hose  had  a  frank,  open  joyousnesa  of  nature,  that  shed 
around  her  a  healthy  charm,  like  fine,  breezy  weather,  or 
a  bright  morning;  making  every  one  feel  aa  if  to  be  good 
were  the  most  natural  thing  in  the  world.  She  seemed  to 
be  thinking  always  and  directly  of  matters  in  hand,  of 
things  to  be  done,  and  subjects  under  discussion,  aa  much 
aa  if  she  were  an  impersonal  being. 

She  had  been  educated  with  every  solid  advantage  which 
old  Boston  can  give  to  her  niceat  girls;  and  that  is  saying 
a  good  deal.  Beturning  to  a  country  home  at  an  early 
^e,  she  had  been  made  the  companion  of  iier  father,  en- 
tering into  all  his  literary  tastes,  and  receiving  constantly, 
from  aasociation  with  him,  that  manly  influence  which  a 
woman's  mind  needa  to  develop  its  completeness.  Living 
the  whole  year  in  the  country,  the  Fergusons  developed 
within  themselves  a  mu!tip!icity  of  resources.  They  read 
-  and  studied,  and  discussed  subjects  with  their  father;  for, 
as  we  all  know,  the  discussion  of  moral  and  social  q^uestions 
boa  been  from  the  lirst,  and  always  will  be,  a  prime  source 
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of  amusement   in    New  England  fnmilies;    and    many    i 
thern  keep  \ip,  with  great  spirit,  a  I  iniily  debating  aocietjJ 
in  wliicli  whoever  hath  a  paatm,  a  dui;triiie,  or  an  interpro 
tation,  has  free  course. 

BoBe  bad  never  been  in  fashionable  life,  technically  a 
called.      She  had  not  been  brought  out;  there  never 
been  a  milestone   set  up  to  mark    tlie  place  where  ' 
education  was  finiaheii ; "  and  so  she  bad  gone  on  un 
sciously,  —  studying,    reading,    drawing,    and    cultivatin 
herself  from  year  to  year,  with  her  head  and  hands  alwayd 
80  full  of  pleasurable  schemes  and  plans,  that  there  realljj 
seemed  to  be  no  room  for  anything  else.      We  have 
with  what  readiness  she  cooperated  with  Grace  in  the 
ous  good  works  of  tbe  factory  village  in  which  her  fathw 
was  interested,  where  her  activity  found  almndant  scope,  i 
her  beauty  and  grace  of  manner  made  her  a  sort  of  idol. 

Rose  had  once  or  twice  in  her  life  been  awakened  t 
self-coDscionsDess,  by  applicants  capping  at  tbe  front  dooi  * 
of  her  heart;  bnt  she  answered  with  siioh  a  kind,  frank, 
earnest,  "No,  I  thank  you,    sii',"  as  made  friends  of  her 
lovers;  and  she  entered  at  once  into  pleasant  relations  with  ■ 
them.      Her  natnre  was  so  healthy  and  free  from  all  i 
hid  suggestion,  her  yea  and  no  so  perfectly  frank  and  posi-^ 
tive,  that  there  seemed  no  possibility  of  any  tragedy  caused 
by  her. 

Why  did  not  John  fall  in  love  with  Rose  1  Why  di^B 
not  he,  0  most  sapient  senate  of  womanhood?  why  did  noH 
your  brother  fall  in  love  with  that  nice  girl  you  kni 
who  grew  up  with  you  all  at  his  very  elbow,  and  a 
everybody  else  could  see,  just  the  proper  person  for  him) 

Well,  why  didn't  hel  There  is  the  doctrine  of  eleo-J 
tion.  "The  election  hath  obtained  it;  and  the  rest  v 
blinded."  John  was  several  years  older  than  Rose,  Htfl 
had  romped  with  her  as  a  little  girl,  drawn  her  on  his  slet^  I 
picked  up  her  hairpins,   and  worn  her  tippet,  when  they  1 
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had  Bleated  ti^etlier  as  girl  and  boy.  They  had  made  each 
other  Christmas  and  New  Year's  presents  all  their  livua, 
and,  to  say  the  truth,  loved  each  other  honestly  and  truly: 
nevertheless,  John  fell  in  love  with  Lillie,  and  married 
her.      Did  you  ever  know  a  case  like  it! 


CHAPTEE  XVin 


A    BRICK    TURNS    tTP 

The  enow  had  been  all  night  falling  silently  over  the' 
long  elm  avenues  of  Springdale.  It  was  one  of  those  soft, 
moist,  dreamy  snowfalls,  which  come  down  in  great  loose 
feathers,  resting  in  magical  frostwork  on  every  tree,  shrul^T 
and  plant,  and  seeming  to  bring  down  with  it  the  purU 
and  peace  of  upper  worlds. 

Grace's  little  cottage  on  Elm  Street  was  embosomed, 
I^ew  England  cottages  are  apt  to  be,  in  a  tangle  of  shrnb- 
bery,  evergreens,  syringas,  and  lilacs,  which  on  such 
occasions  become  bowers  of  enchantment  when  the  morn- 
ing sun  looks  through  them.  Grace  came  into  her  parlor, 
which  was  cheery  with  the  dazzling  sunshine,  and  running 
to  the  window,  began  to  examine  anxiously  the  state  of 
her  various  greeneries,  pansing  from  time  to  time  to  look 
out  admiringly  at  the  wonderful  snow  landscape,  with  ita 
many  tremulous  tinta  of  rose,  lilac,  and  amethyst.  The 
only  thing  wanting  was  some  one  to  speak  to  about  it ; 
and  with  a  half  sigh,  she  thought  of  the  good  old  times 
when  John  would  come  to  her  chamber  door  in  the  morn- 
ing, to  get  her  out  to  look  on  scenes  like  this. 

"  Positively,"  she  said  to  herself,  "  I  must  invite  some 
one  to  visit  me.  One  wants  a  frieod  to  help  one  enjoy 
solitude."  The  stock  of  social  life  in  Springdale,  in  fact, 
was  running  low.  The  Lennoxes  and  the  Wilcoxes  had 
gone  to  their  Boston  homes,  and  Rose  Ferguson  was  visit- 
ing in  New  York,  and  Xietitia  found  so  much  to  do  to  aup-' 
ply  her  place  to  her  father  and  mother,  that  she  had  1< 
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time  than  usual  to  share  with  Grace.  Then,  again,  the 
Elm  Street  cottage  was  a  walk  of  some  considerable  dis- 
tance; whereas,  when  Grace  lived  at  the  old  homestead, 
the  Fergusons  wore  ao  near  as  to  seem  only  one  family, 
and  were  Jroppiny  in  at  all  hours  of  the  day  and  evening. 

"Whom  can  I  send  fori"   thought  Grace  to  herself; 
and  she  ran  over  mentally,  in  a  moment,  the  list  of  avail- 
able friends  and  acquaintances.      Reader,  perhaps  you  have  / 
■  really  estimated  your  friends,    till  you  have  tried  j 
them   by  the  question  which  of  them    you  could   i 


and  spend  a  week__o 


£with  you,  alone  i 


I 


j'fiimf.ryjiniim^    in   till;   rlfip*^**   "^  winfur         Such  an  invitation' 

\  supposes    great   faith  in  your  friend,   in  yourself,    or  in 
human  nature. 

Grace,  at  the  moment,  was  unable  to  think  of  anybody 
whom  she  could  call  from  the  approaching  festivities  of 
holiday  life  in  the  cities  to  share  her  snow  Patmos  with 
her;  so  she  opened  a  book  for  company,  and  turned  to 
where  her  dainty  breakfast-table,  with  its  hot  coffee  and 
crisp  rolls,  stood  invitingly  waiting  for  her  before  the 
cheerful  open  fire.  At  this  moment,  she  saw,  what  she 
had  not  noticed  before,  a  letter  lying  on,  her  breakfast 
plate.  Grace  took  it  up  with  an  exclamation  of  surprise, 
which,  however,  was  heard  only  by  her  canary-birds  and 
her  plants. 

Years  before,  when  Grace  was  in  the  first  summer  of 
her  womanhood,  she  had  heen  very  intimate  with  Walter 
Sydenham,  and  thoroughly  esteemed  and  liked  him;  but 
as  many  another  good  girl  has  done,  about  those  days  slie 
had  conceived  it  her  duty  not  to  think  of  marriage,  but  to 
devote  herself  to  making  a  home  for  her  widowed  father 
and  her  brother.  There  was  a  certain  romance  of  aelf- 
L  this  disposition  of  herself  which 


abnegation  in  this  disposition  of  herself  which  was  ratliei 

"^leabaiit  lu  Gl'iue,  alld  iu  whieh  "both  the  gentlemen  win 

cerned  found   great    advantage.     As   long    as    her   father 
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lived,   and  John  was  unmarried  and  devoted  to  he 
haii  never  regretted  it. 

Sydenham  had  gone  to  seek  hia  fortune  in  California. 
Ho  had  begged  to  keep  up  intercourse  by  correspondence ; 
but  Grace  was  not  one  of  those  women  who  are  willing  to 
drain  the  heart  of  the  man  they  refuse  to  marry,  by  keep- 
ing up  with  him  juat  that  degree  of  intimacy  which  pre- 
vents hia  seeking  another.  Grace  had  meant  her  refusal 
to  be  final,  and  had  sincerely  lioped  that  he  would  find 
happinesB  with  some  other  woman;  and  to  that  intent  had 
vigorously  denied  herself  and  him  a  correspondence:  yet, 
from  time  to  time,  she  had  heard  of  him  through  an  occa- 
sional letter  to  John,  or  by  a  chance  Californian  newspaper. 
Since  John's  marriage  had  ao  altered  her  course  of  life, 
Grace  had  thought  of  him  more  frequently,  and  with  some 
questionings  as  to  the  wisdom  of  her  course. 

This  letter  was  from  him;  and  we  shall  give  our  readers 
tho  benefit  of  it:  — 


Deah  Grace,  —  You  must  pardon  ine  th 

—  in  the  old  style  of  other  days;  for  though  many  yeara 
have  passed,  in  which  I  have  been  trying  to  walk  in  your 
ways,  and  keep  all  your  commiindmeiits,  I  have  never  yet 
been  able  to  do  as  you  directed,  and  forget  you:  and  here 
I  am,  beginning  "Dear  Grace," — just  where  1  left  off  on 
a  certain  evening  long,  long  ago.  I  wonder  if  you  remem- 
ber it  as  plainly  as  I  do.  I  am  just  the  same  fellow  that 
I  was  then  and  there.  If  you  remember,  you  admitted 
that,  were  it  not  for  other  duties,  you  might  have  consid- 
ered my  humble  supplication.  I  gathered  that  it  would 
not  have  been  impossihie  per  se,  as  metaphysicians  say,  to 
look  with  favor  on  your  humble  servant. 

Gracio,  I  have  been  living,  I  trust,  not  unworthily  of 
you.      Your  photograph  has  been  with  me  round  the  world, 

—  in  the  miner's  tent,  on  shiplxiard,  among  scenes  where 
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barbarous  men  do  congregate;  and  every  where  it  lias  been 
a  presence,  "to  warn,  to  comfort,  to  command;"  and  if  I 
3  out  of  many  trials  flrmer,  better,  more  estab- 
lished in  right  than  before;  ii  I  am  more  believing  in  reli- 


1  every  way  grounded  and  settled  iu  the  way 
you  would  have  me,  —  it  has  been  your  spiritual  presence 
and  your  i>ower  over  me  that  has  done  it.  Besides  that, 
I  may  as  well  tell  you,  I  have  never  given  up  the  hope 
that  by  and  by  you  would  see  all  this,  and  in  some  hour 
give  me  a  different  answer. 

When,  therefore,  I  learned  of  your  father's  death,  and 
afterwards  of  John's  marriage,  I  thought  it  was  time  for 
me  to  return  again.  I  have  come  to  New  York,  and  if 
you  do  not  forbid,  shall  come  to  Springdale. 

Will  you  bo  a  little  glad  to  see  me,  Gracie?  Why  not! 
We  are  both  alone  now.  Let  us  take  hands,  and  walk  the 
same  path  together.      ShaU  we  1 

Yours  till  death,  and  after, 

Walteb  Sydenham. 

Would  she?  To  say  tlie  truth,  the  question  as  asked 
now  had  a  very  different  air  from  the  question  as  asked 
years  before,  when,  full  of  life  and  hope  and  enthusiasm, 
she  had  devoted  herself  to  making  an  ideal  home  for  her 
father  and  brother.  What  other  sympathy  or  communion, 
she  had  asked  herself  then,  should  she  ever  need  than 
these  friends,  so  very  dear:  and  it  slie  needed  more, 
there,  in  the  future,  was  John's  ideal  wife,  who,  some- 
how, always  came  before  her  in  the  likeness  of  Rose  Fer- 
guson, and  John's  ideal  cliildren,  whom  she  was  sure  she 
should  love  and  pet  us  if  they  were  her  own. 

And  now  here  she  was,  in  a  house  all  by  herself,  coming 
down  to  her  meals,  one  after  another,  without  the  excite- 
ment of  a  cheerful  face  opposite  to  her,  and  with  all  possi- 
bility of  confidential  intercourse  with  her  brother  entirely 
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cut  off.  Lillie,  in  this  matter,  acted,  with  much 
spirit,  the  part  of  the  dog  in  the  manger,  and 
resolutely  refused,  to  enter  into  any  of  John's  literary  or 
intellectual  tastes,  seemed  to  consider  her  wifely  lights 
infringed  upon  by  any  other  woman  who  would.  She 
would  ahaolutely  refuse  to  go  up  with  her  husband  and 
spend  an  eveniug  with  Grace,  alleging  it  was  "poky  and 
fitupiii,"  and  that  they  always  got  talking  about  things  that 
she  didn't  care  anything  about.  If,  then,  John  went 
without  her  to  spend  the  evening,  he  was  sure  to  be  re^' 
oeived,  on  his  return,  with  a  dead  and  gloomy  silence, 
more  fearful,  sometimes,  than  the  most  violent  of  objurga- 
tions. That  look  of  patient,  heartbroken  woe,  those  long- 
drawn  sighs,  were  a  reception  that  he  dreaded,  to  say  the 
truth,  a.  great  deal  more  than  a  direct  attack  or  any  fault- 
finding to  whicli  ha  could  have  replied;  and  so,  on  the 
whole,  John  made  up  his  mind  that  the  best  thing  he 
could  do  was  to  stay  at  home  and  rock  the  cradle  of  this 
fretful  baby,  whose  wisdom-teeth  were  so  hard  to  cut  and 
so  long  in  coming.  It  was  a  pretty  baby,  and  when  made 
the  sole  and  undivided  object  of  attention,  when  every- 
thing jjossihle  was  done  for  it  by  everybody  in  the  liouse, 
condescended  often  to  be  very  graceful  and  winning  and 
playful,  and  had  numberless  charming  little  ways  and 
tricks. 

The  difference  between  Lillie  in  good  humor  and  Lillie 
in  had  humor  was  a  thing  which  John  soon  learned  to 
appreciate  as  one  of  the  most  powerful  forces  in  his  life. 
It  you  know,  my  dear  reader,  that  by  pursuing  a  certain 
course  you  could  bring  upon  yourself  a  drizzling,  dreary, 
northeast  rainstorm,  and  by  taking  heed  to  your  ways  you 
could  secure  sunshine,  flowers,  and  hird-singing,  you  would 
be  very  careful,  after  a  while,  to  keep  about  you  the  riglit 
atmospheric  temperature;  and  if  going  to  see  the  very 
best  friend  you  had  on  earth  was  sure  to  bring  on  a  fit  of 
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rheumatism  or  toothache,  you  would  soon  learn  to  be  very 
Kixiring  of  your  visits.  For  this  reason  it  was  that  Grace 
saw  very  little  of  John;  that  she  never  now  had  a  sieterly 
conversation  with  him;  that  she  preferred  arranging  all 
those  little  buEiness  matters,  in  which  it  would  be  conven- 
ient to  have  a  masculine  appeal,  solely  and  singly  by  her- 
self. The  thing  was  never  referred  to  in  any  conversation 
between  them.  It  was  [jcrfectly  understood  without  words. 
There  are  friends  between  whom  and  us  has  shut  the  coffln- 
lid;  and  there  are  others  betiveen  whom  and  ua  stand 
sacred  duties,  considerations  never  to  be  enough  reverenced, 
which  forbid  ua  to  seek  their  society,  or  to  ask  to  lean  on 
them  either  in  joy  or  sorrow;  the  whole  thing  as  regards 
them  must  be  postponed  until  the  future  life.  Snch  had 
been  Grace's  conclusion  with  regard  to  her  brother.  She 
well  knew  that  any  attempt  to  restore  their  former  inti- 
macy would  only  diminish  and  destroy  what  little  chance 
of  happiness  yet  remained  to  him;  and  it  may  therefore 
lie  imagined  with  what  changed  eyes  she  read  Waiter 
Sydenham's  letter  from  those  of  years  ago. 

There  was  a  sound  of  stamping  feet  at  the  front  door; 
and  John  came  in,  all  ruddy  and  snow- powdered,  but  look- 
ing, on  the  whole,  uncommonly  cheerful. 

"Well,  Gracie,"  he  said,  "the  fact  is,  I  shall  have  to 
let  Lillie  go  to  New  York  for  a  week  or  two,  to  see  those 
FoUingsbees,  Hang  them !  But  what 's  the  matter, 
Gracie  1  Have  you  been  crying,  or  sitting  up  all  night 
reading,  or  whati'' 

The  fact  was,  that  Grace  had  tor  once  been  indulging  in 
a  good  cry,  rather  pitying  hereelf  for  her  loneliness,  now 
that  the  offer  of  relief  had  come.  She  laughed,  though, 
and  handing  John  her  letter,  said,  "Look  here,  John! 
here  'a  a  letter  I  have  just  had  from  Walter  Sydenham." 

John  broke  out  into  a  toud,  hilarious  laugh.  "The 
blessed  old  brick !  "  said  he.      "  lias  ho  turned  up  again !  " 


"1 
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"Bead  the  letter,  John,"  said  Grace, 
exactly  bow  to  answer  it." 

Jolin  read  the  letter,  and  seemed  to  grow  more  and  more 
quiet  as  he  read  it.  Then  he  came  and  stood  by  Grace, 
and  stroked  her  hair  gently.  "I  wish,  Grade  dear,"  he 
said,  "you  had  asked  my  advice  about  tliia  matter  years 
ago.  You  loved  Walter, — I  can  see  you  did;  and  you 
sent  him  ofi'  on  my  account.  It  is  Just  too  bad!  Of  all 
the  men  I  ever  knew,  he  was  the  one  I  should  have  been 
best  pleased  to  have  you  marry !  " 

"  It  was  not  wholly  on  your  account,  John.  You  know 
there  was  our  father,"  eaid  Grace.  I 

"Yes,  yea,  Gracie;  but  he  would  have  preferred  to  Be&fl 
■you  well  married.      He  would  not  have  been  so  selfish,  nor^ 
I  ^lither.      It  is  yfiiir  ^pl^-almegatijiii,  ynn  dear  over-good 
women,  that  makes  us  men  seem  selfish.      We  shonld  he 
as  good  as  you  are,  if  you  would  give  us  the  chance.      I 
think,  Gracie,   though  you  're  not  aware  of  it,  thero-^a 

jhg-way  in  which  you  good  girla 

allov 


i  "to  swallow  you  up  without  ever  telling 
what  you  are  doing.  I  often  wondered  about  your  inti- 
macy with  Sydenham,  and  why  it  never  came  to  anything; 
and  I  can  but  half  forgive  you.     How  selfish  I  must  have 

"Oh  no,  John!  indeed  not." 

"Come,  you  needn't  put  on  these  meek  airs.  I  insist 
upon  it,  you  have  been  feeling  self-righteous  and  abused," 
said  John,  laugliing;  "but  'all's  well  that  ends  well.' 
Sit  down,  now,  and  write  him  a  real  sensible  letter,  like  a 
nice  honest  woman  as  you  are." 

"  And  say,  '  Yes,  sir,  and  thank  you  too  '  ? "  said  Grace, 


"Well,  something  in  that  way,"  said  John.  "You  can 
ice  it  in  with  as  many  make-believes  as  is  proper.  And 
w,   Gracie,   this  is  deuced  lucky!     You  see,  Sydenham 
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will  ho  down  here  at  once;  and  it  wouldn't  be  exactly  the 
thing  for  you  to  receive  him  at  thia  house,  and  our  only 
liote!  13  perfectly  impracticable  in  winter;  and  that  brings 
me  to  what  I  am  here  about.  Lillie  ia  going  to  Hew  York 
to  spend  the  holidays ;  and  I  wanted  you  to  ahut  up,  and 
come  up  and  keep  house  for  us.  You  see,  you  have  otdy 
one  servant,  and  we  have  four  to  he  looked  after.  You 
can  bring  your  maid  along,  and  then  I  will  invite  Walter 
to  our  house,  where  he  will  have  a  clear  field;  and  you 
can  settle  all  your  matters  between  you." 

"  So  Lillie  is  going  to  the  Follingshees'  I  "  said  Grace. 

"Yes:  she  hud  a  long,  desperately  sentimental  letter 
from  Mrs.  Follingahee,  urging,  imploring,  and  entreating, 
and  setting  forth  all  the  splendors  and  glories  of  New 
York.  Between  you  and  me,  it  strikes  me  that  that  Mrs. 
Follingsbee  is  an  atfeeted  goose;  but  I  couldn't  say  so  to 
Lillie,  '  by  no  manner  of  means. '  She  professes  an  untold 
amount  of  admiration  and  friendshi])  fur  Lillie,  and  sets 
such  brilliant  prospects  before  her,  that  I  should  be  the 
most  hard-hearted  old  Turk  in  existence  if  I  were  to  raise 
any  objections;  and,  in  fact,  Lillie  is  quite  brilliant  in 
anticipation,  and  makes  herself  so  delightful  that  I  am 
almost  sorry  that  I  agreed  to  let  her  go," 

"When  shall  you  want  me,  Johni" 

"Well,  thia  evening,  say;  and,  by  the  way,  couldn't 
you  come  up  and  see  Lillie  a  little  while  this  morning  1 
She  sent  her  love  to  you,  and  said  she  was  so  hurried  with 
packing,  and  all  that,  that  she  wanted  you  to  excuse  her 
not  calling. " 

"Oh  yesl  I'll  come,"  said  Grace  good-naturedly,  "ae 
soon  as  I  have  had  time  to  put  things  in  a  little  order," 

"And  write  your  letter,"  said  John  gayly,  as  he  went 
out.      "Don't  forget  that," 

Grace  did  not  forget  the  letter;  but  we  shall  not  indulge 
our  readers  with  any  peep  over  her  shoulder,  only  saying 
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that,  though  written  with  an  abundance  of  precaution,  i 
was  one  with  which  Walter  Sydenham  was  well  satisfied. 

Then  she  made  her  few  arrangements  in  the  hoiieekeen 
iug  line,  called  in  hei  grand  vizier  and  prime  minister  frod 
the  kitchen,  and  held  with  her  a  council  of  ways  i 
means;  put  on  her  India  rubbers  and  Polish  boots,  i 
walked  up  through  the  deep  snow-drifts  to  the  Springdai 
post-ofBce,  where  she  dropped  the  fateful  letter  with  i 
good  heart  on  the  whole;  anil  then  she  went  on  to  John'iJ| 
the  old  home,  to  ofl'er  any  parting  serviceH  to  T.illjp 
might  he  wanted. 

It  is  rather  amusing,  in  any  family  circle,  to  see  ham 
some  one  member,  by  dint  of  persistent  exactions,  com 
to  receive  always,  jn  all  the  exigencies  of  li 
of  attention  and  devotion  which  ia  never  rendered  bacte 
Lillie  never  thought  of  Bucli  a  thing  aa  offering  a 
of  any  sort  to  Grace.     Grace  might  have  packed  her  trunki 
to  go  to  tlie  moon,  or  the  Facific  Ocean,  quite  done  fcs 
matter  of  any  help  Lillie  would  ever  have  thought  of, 
Grace  had  headache  or  toothache  or  a  bad  cold,  Lillie  it 
always  "so  sorry; "  but  it  never  occurred  to  her  to  go  a 
sit  with  her,  to  read  to  her,  or  offer  any  of  a  hundred  littj 
sisterly    offices.      When    she    was    in    similar    case,    Jolfl 
always  summoned  Grace  to  sit  with  Lillie  during  the  houi 
that  hia  business  necessarily  took  him  from  her. 
seemed  to  ha  John's  impression  that  a  toothache  t 
ache  of  Lillie's  was  something  entirely  different  from  tl 
same  thing  with  Grace,  or  any  other  person  in  the  worl^ 
and  Lillie  fully  shared  the  impression. 

Grace  found  the  little  empress  quite  bewildered  b 
multiplicity  of    preparations  and   neglected  detailB,   a 
which  had  been  deferred  to  the  last  day;  and  Eosa 
Anne  and  Bridget,  in  fact  the  whole  staff,  were  all  busy  b 
getting  her  off. 

"  So  good  of  you  to  come,  Gracie !  "  anil,  "  If  you  woul 
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do  this;"  and,  "Won't  you  see  to  that)"  and,  "If  you 
could  just  ilo  the  other!  "  and  Grace  hotb  could  and  would, 
and  dill  what  no  other  pair  of  hands  could  in  the  smue 
time.  John  apologized  for  the  lack  of  any  dinner.  "The 
fact  is,  Gracie,  Bridget  had  to  be  getting  up  a  lot  of  her 
things  that  were  forgotten  till  the  last  moment;  and  I  told 
her  not  to  mind,  we  uould  do  on  a  eold  lunch."  Bridget 
herself  had  become  bo  wholly  accustomed  to  the  ways  of 
her  little  mistress,  that  it  now  seemed  the  most  uatural 
thing  in  the  world  that  the  whole  house  should  he  upaet 
for  her.  But  at  last  everything  was  ready  and  packed, 
the  trunks  and  boxes  shut  and  locked,  and  the  keys 
sorted;  and  John  and  Lillie  were  on  theii  way  to  the 
station. 

"I  shall  find  out  Walter  in  New  York,  and  bring  him 
back  with  me,"  said  John  cheerily,  as  he  parted  from 
Grace  in  the  hall.      "I  leave  you  to  get  things  all  to  rights 

It  would  not  have  been  a  very  agreeable  or  cheerfiJ 
piece  of  work  to  tidy  the  disotdered  house  and  take  com- 
mand of  the  domestic  forces  under  any  other  circumstances; 
but  now  Grace  found  it  a  very  nice  diversion  to  prevent 
her  thoughts  from  running  too  curiously  on  this  futvire 
meeting.  "After  all,"  she  thought  to  herself,  "he  is  just 
the  same  veuturesome,  imprudent  creature  that  he  always 
waa,  jumping  at  conclusions,  and  insisting  on  seeing  every- 
thing in  his  own  way.  How  could  he  dare  write  me  such  a 
letter  without  seeing  me  1  Ten  years  make  great  changes. 
How  could  he  be  sure  he  would  like  me ! "  And  she  esam- 
ined  herself  somewhat  critically  in  the  looking-glaas. 

"Well,"  she  said,  "he  may  thank  me  for  it  that  we  are 
not  engaged,  and  that  he  comes  only  as  an  old  friend,  and 
perfectly  free,  for  all  he  has  said,  to  be  nothing  more, 
unless  on  seeing  each  other  we  are  so  agreed,  I  am  so 
sorry  the  old  place  is  all  demolished  and  be- Frenchified. 


It  won't  look  natural  to  him;  and  I  am  not  the  kind  of 
person  to  harmonise  with  these  cold,  polished,  glistening, 
slippery  surroundings,  that  have  no  home  life  oi  usbocii 
tion  in  them." 

But  Grace  had  to  wake  from  these  reflections  to  culinar 
councils  with  Uridget,  and  to  arraiigementa  of  apartments 
w'ith  Koaa,  Her  own  exacting  carefulneES  followed  the 
catelesB  footsteps  of  the  untrained  haudniaids,  and  rear- 
ranged every  plait  and  fold;  ao  that  by  nightfall  the  3 
day  she  was  thoroughly  tired. 

She  beguiled  the  last  moments,  while  waiting  for  1 
coming  of  the  cats,  in  arranging  hei  hair,  and  putting  a 
one  of  those  wonderful  Parisian  dresses  which  adapt  thei 
selves  so  precisely  to  the  air  of  the  wearer  that  they  seq 
to  be  in  themselves  works  of  art.  Then  she  stood  with  J 
fluttering  color  to  see  the  carriage  drive  up  to  the  doc 
and  the  two  get  out  of  it. 

It  is  almost  too  had  to  spy  out  such  meetings,  and  o 
tainly  one  has  no  business  to  describe  them ;  hut  Walt^ 
Sydenham  carried  all  before  him,  by  an  old  habit  whitj 
he  had  of  taking  all  and  everything  for  granted,  as,  fr«B 
the  first  moment,  he  did  with  CJrace.  He  had  no  idea  i 
hesitatioas  or  holdings  off,  and  would  have  none ;  -, 
Grace  as  if  they  had  parted  only  yesterday,  and  ai 
word  to  him  always  had  been  yea  instead  of  no. 

In  fact,  they  had  not  been  together  five  minutes  befoc 
the  whole  life  of  youth  returned  to  them  both,  —  that  ind^ 
structible  youth  which  belongs  to  warm  hearts  and  buoyai 
spirits.  Such  a  merry  evening  as  they  had  of  itl  Wh«( 
John,  as  the  wood  iire  burned  low  on  the  hearth, 
some  excuse  of  letters  to  write  in  his  library,  left  thas 
alone  together,  Walter  put  on  Grace's  flnger  a  diajii< 
ring,  saying:  — 

"  There,    Graoie !    now,    when    shall    it  be !     Tou  t 
you've  kept  me  waiting  so  long  that  I  can't  spare  yol 
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much  time.  I  have  an  engagemeDt  to  be  ia  Montreal  the 
tirst  of  February,  and  I  couldn't  think  of  going  alone. 
Thej  have  merry  times  there  in  midwinter;  and  I  'm  sure 
it  will  be  ever  so  much  nicer  for  you  than  keeping  house 
alone  here. " 

Grace  said,  of  course,  that  it  was  impossible;  but  Walter 
declared  that  doing  the  impossible  was  precisely  in  hie  line, 

[  pushed  on  hia  various  advantages  with  such  spirit  and 

rgy  that,  when  they  parted  for  the  night,  Grace  said 
she  would  think  of  it:  which  promise,  at  the  breakfast- 
table  next  morning,  was  interpreted  by  the  unblushing 
Walter,  and  reported  to  John,  as  a  full  consent.  Before 
noon  that  day  Walter  had  walked  up  with  John  and 
Grace  to  take  a  survey  of  the  cottage,  and  had  given  John 
indeHnite  power  to  engage  workmen  and  artificers  to  rear- 
range and  enlarge  and  beautify  it  for  their  return  after  the 
wedding  journey.  For  the  rest  of  the  visit,  all  the  three 
were  buay  with  pencil  and  paper,  projecting  balconies, 
bow  windows,  pantries,  library,  and  dining-room,  till  the 
old  cottage  so  blossomed  out  in  imagination  as  to  leave 
only  a  germ  of  its  former  self. 

Walter's  visit  brought  buck  to  .John  a  deal  of  the 
warmth  and  freedom  which  he  had  not  known  since  he 
married.  We  often  live  under  an  insensible  pressure  of 
which  we  are  made  aware  only  by  ite  removal.  John  had 
been  so  much  in  the  habit  lately  of  watching  to  please 
Lillie,  of  measuring  and  checking  his  words  or  actions, 
that  he  now  bubbled  over  with  a  wild,  free  delight  in  find- 
ing himself  alone  with  Grace  and  Walter.  He  laughed, 
sang,  whistled,  skipped  upstairs  two  at  a  time,  and  scarcely 
dared  to  say  even  to  himself  why  he  was  so  happy.  He 
did  not  face  himself  with  that  question,  and  went  dutifully 
to  the  library  at  stated  times  to  write  to  Lillie,  and  made 
much  of  her  little  letters. 


CHAPTER   XIX 

THE    CASTLE    OF    INDOLESCE 

If  John  managed  to  be  happy  without  Lillie  in  Spring'  j 
dale,  Lillie  managed  to  be  blissful  without  him  in  Now.l 
York,  "The  bird  let  loose  in  Eastern  skies"  never  has- J 
tencd  more  fondly  home  than  she  to  its  glitter  and  gayety, 
its  life  and  motion,  dash  and  sensation.  She  rustled  in  I 
all  her  bravery  of  euila  and  frills,  pinkings  and  quillings,  I 
—  a  marvelous  speoiTOon  of  Parisian  frostwork,  withoutB 
one  breath  of  reason  or  philosophy  or  conscience  to  melt?] 
it. 

The  PoUingsbeea'  house  might  stand  for  the  original  of  ^ 
the  Castle  of  Indolence :  — 

"Hatia  where  wfaa  can  tell 
What  elpgance  and  grandeur  wide  expand, — 
Tbe  pride  at  Turkey  and  of  Persia's  land  ? 
Suft  quilCi  on  quilts  ;  on  cirpebi,  oarpi^te  spread; 
And  RoacbBB  etTEtchEd  around  in  nEemiy  bund; 
And  eniilass  pillows  Hkc  In  prop  Ihe  liesd; 
So  that  each  spacious  room  waa  one  full  swelling  bed." 

It  was  not  without  some  considerable  profit  that  Mrs. 
Follingsbee  had  read  Balzac  and  Duniaa,  and  had  Charlie  4 
Ferrola  for    master    of    arts    in    her    establishment.     The   j 
effect  of  the  whole  was  perfect;  it  transported  one,  bodily, 
bock  to  the  times  of  Mouteapan  and  Pompadour,  when  life   j 
was  all  one  glittering  upper  emat,  and  pretty  women  ware 
never  troubled  with  even  the  shadow  ot  a  duty. 

It  was  with  a  rebound  of  Joyousuess  that  Lillie  found 
herself  once  more  with  a  crowded  list  of  invitations,  calla, 
operas,  dancing,  and  shopping,  that  kept  her  pretty  little    I 
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head  Ln  a  perfect  whirl  of  excitement,  and  gave  hei  not 
one  moment  for  thought.  Mrs.  Follingsbee,  to  say  the 
truth,  would  have  been  a  little  careful  about  inviting  a 
rival  queen  of  beauty  into  the  circle,  were  it  not  that 
Charlie  Ferrola,  after  an  attentive  consideration  of  tlie 
Bubject,  had  assured  her  that  a  golden-haired  blonde  would 
form  n  most  complete  and  effective  tableau,  in  contrast 
with  her  own  dark  rich  style  of  beauty.  Neither  would 
lose  by  it,  so  he  said;  and  the  impression,  as  they  rode 
together  in  an  elegant  open  barouche,  with  ermine  carriage 
robes,  would  be  "stunning."  So  they  called  each  other 
ma  sceur,  and  drove  out  in  the  Park  in  a  ravishing  little 
pony-phaeton  all  foamed  over  with  ermine,  drawn  by  a 
lovely  pair  of  cream-colored  horses,  whose  harness  glittered 
with  gold  and  silver,  after  the  fashion  of  the  Count  of 
Monte    Cristo.      In    truth,    if    Dick    Follingsbee    did    not 

nind  one  of  Solomon  in  all  particulars,  he  was  like  biTii 

one,  that  he  "made  silver  and  gold  as  the  stones  of  the 
street "  in  New  York. 

Lillie's  presence,  however,  was  all  desirable;  because  it 
would  draw  the  calls  of  two  or  three  old  New  York  fami- 

a  who  had  hitherto  stood  upon  their  dignity,  and  refused 
to  acknowledge  the  shoddy  aristocracy.  The  beautiful 
Mrs.  John  Seymour,  therefore,  was  no  less  useful  than 
ornamental,  and  advanced  Mrs,   FoUingsbee's  purposes  in 

r  "Excelsior"  movements. 

"Now,  I  suppose,"  said  Mrs.  Follingsbee  to  Lillie  one 

y,    when  they  had  been  out  making  fashionable  calls 

;ether,  "we  really  must  call  on  Charlie's  wife,  just  to 
keep  her  quiet." 

"I  thought  you  didn't  like  her,"  said  Lillie. 

"I  don't;  I  think  she  is  dreadfully  common,"  said  Mrs. 
Follingsbee:  "she  is  one  of  those  women  who  can't  talk 
anything  but  baby,  and  bores  Charlie  hEdf  to  death.  But 
then,  you  know,  when  there  ib  a  liaison  like  mine  with 
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Charlie,  one  can't  be  too  careful  to  cultivate  the  wivea. 
Les  convenances,  you  know,  are  the  all- important  things. 
I  Bend  her  presents  constantly,  and  seiid  my  carriage  around 
to  take  her  to  church  or  opera,  or  anything  that  is  going 
on,  and  have  her  children  at  my  funcy  parties:  yet,  for  all 
tliat,  the  creature  has  not  a  particle  of  gratitude;  those 
narrow-minded  women  never  have.  You  know  I  am  very 
susceptible  to  people's  atmospheres;  and  I  always  feel  tliat 
that  creature  is  just  as  full  of  spite  and  jealousy  as  she  can 
stick  in  her  skin. " 

It  will  be  remarked  that  this  was  one  of  those  idiomatic 
phrases  which  got  lodged  in  Mrs,  Follingabee's  head  in 
a.  lees  cultivated  period  of  her  life,  aa  a  rusty  needle  some- 
times hides  in  a  cushion,  coming  out  unexpectedly  when 
excitement  gives  it  an  honest  squeeze. 

"  Now,  I  should  think, "  pnraued  Mrs.  Follingsbee, 
"that  a  woman  who  really  loved  her  husljand  would  he 
thankful  to  have  him  have  eucb  a  rest  from  the  disturbing 
family  cares  which  smother  a  man's  genius,  as  a  house  like 
ours  offers  him.  How  can  the  artistic  nature  exercise  itself 
in  the  very  grind  of  the  thing,  when  this  child  has  a  cold, 
and  the  other  the  croup,  and  there  ia  fussing  wit!i  mus- 
tard-paste and  ipecac  and  paregoric, — all  those  realities, 
you  know  t  Why,  Charlie  tella  me  he  feels  a  great  deal 
more  affection  for  his  children  when  he  is  all  calm  and 
tranquil  in  the  little  boudoir  at  our  house;  ami  he  writes 
such  lovely  little  poems  about  them,  I  must  show  you 
some  of  them.  But  this  creature  doesn't  appreciate  them 
a  bit:  she  has  no  poetry  in  her." 

"Well,  I  must  say,  I  don't  think  I  should  have,"  said 
Lillie  honestly.  "  I  should  he  just  as  mad  as  I  could  he 
if  John  acted  so." 

"Oh,  my  dear!  the  cases  are  different:  Charlie  baa  such 
peculiarities  of  genius.  The  artistic  nature,  you  know, 
requires  soothing."     Here  they  stopped,  and  rang  at  the 
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tloor  of  u  iieat  little  house,  and  were  ushered  into  a  pair 
of  those  characteristic  parlors  which  show  that  they  liiive 
been  arranged  by  a  home-worsLiper  and  a  mother.  There 
were  plants  and  birds  and  flowers,  and  little  genre  pictures 
of  children,  animals,  and  household  interiors,  arranged  with 
a  loving  eye  and  hand. 

"  Did  you  ever  see  anything  so  perfectly  characteristic  1 " 
said  Mrs.  Follingsbee,  looking  around  her  as  it  she  were 
going  to  faint.  "  This  woman  drives  Chariie  perfectly 
Willi,  because  she  has  no  appreciation  of  high  art.  Now, 
I  sent  her  photographs  of  Michael  Angelo's  'Moses,'  and 
'Night  aud  Morning;'  and  I  really  wish  you  would  see 
where  she  hung  them,  —  away  in  yonder  dark  corner !  " 

"I  think  myseK  they  are  enough  to  scare  the  owls," 
said  Lillie,  after  a  moment's  contemplation. 

"But,  my  dear,  you  know  they  are  the  tiling,*'  said 
Mrs,  Follingsbee:  "people  never  likesuch  things  at  first, 
and  one  must  get  used  to  high  art  before  one  forms  a  taete 
for  it.  The  thii^  with  her  is,  she  has  no  docility.  She 
does  not  try  to  enter  into  Charlie's  tastes." 

The  woman  with  "no  docility"  entered  at  this  moment, 
—  a  little  snowdrop  of  a  creature,  with  a  pale,  pure, 
Madonna  face,  and  that  sad  air  of  hopeless  firmness  which 
is  seen  unhappily  in  the  faces  of  so  many  women. 

"I  had  to  bring  baby  down,"  she  said.  "I  have  no 
nurse  to-day,  and  he  has  been  threatened  with  croup. " 

"The  dear  little  fellow!"  said  Mrs.  Follingsbee,  with 
officious  graciousness.  "So  glad  you  brought  him  down; 
come  to  his  aunty  J "  she  inquired  lovingly,  as  the  little 
fellow  shiank  away,  and  regarded  her  with  round,  aston- 
ished eyes.  "Why  will  you  not  come  to  my  next  recep- 
tion, Mrs.  Ferrolai"  she  added.  "You  make  yourself 
quite  a  stranger  to  ua.      You  ought  to  give  yourself  some 

"The  fact  is,    Mrs.    Follingsbee,"   said    Mrs.    Ferrola, 
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"receptione  in  New  York  generally  begin  about  my  bed- 
time ;  and  if  I  should  spend  the  night  out,  I  should  have 
no  strength  to  give  to  my  children  the  nest  day." 

"But,  my  dear,  you  ought  to  have  some  amusement, " 

"My  children  amuse  mo,  il  you  will  believe  it,"  said 
Mrs.  Ferrola,  with  a  remarkably  quiet  smile. 

Mrs,  Follingsbee  was  not  quite  sure  whetber  this  was 
meant  to  be  sarcastic  or  not.  She  answered,  however, 
"Well!  your  husband  will  come,  at  all  events." 

"You  may  be  quite  sure  of  that,"  eaid  Mrs.  Perrola, 
with  the  same  quietness. 

"Well!"  said  Mrs.  Follingsbee,  rising  with  patronizing 
cheerfulness,  "delighted  to  see  you  doing  so  well;  and  if  it 
is  pleasant,  I  will  send  the  carriage  round  to  take  you  for  a 
drive  in  the  Park  this  afternoon.      Good- morning, " 

And  like  a  rustling  cloud  of  silks  and  satins  and  per- 
fumes, she  bent  down  and  kissed  the  baby,  and  swept  from 
the  apartment.  Mrs.  Ferrola,  with  a  movement  that 
seemed  involuntary,  wiped  the  baby's  cbeek  with  her  hand- 
kerchief, and  folding  it  closer  to  her  bosom,  looked  up  as 
if  asking  patience  where  patience  is  to  be  found  for  the 
asking. 

"There!  didn't  I  tel!  youl"  said  Mrs.  Follingsbee  when 
she  came  out ;  "just  one  of  those  provoking,  meek,  obsti- 
nate, impracticable  creatures,  with  no  adaptation  in  her." 

"Oh,  gracious  mel  "  said  Lillie:  "I  can't  imagine  more 
dire  despair  than  to  sit  all  day  tending  baby." 

"Well,  so  you  would  think;  and  Charlie  has  offered  to 
hiro  competent  nurses,  and  wants  her  to  dress  herself  up 
and  go  into  society;  and  she  just  won't  do  it,  and  sticks 
right  down  by  the  cradle  there,  with  her  children  running 
over  her  like  so  many  squirrels." 

"Oh!  I  hope  and  trust  I  never  shall  have  children," 
said  Lillie  fervently,  "because,  you  see,  there  'b  an  end  of 
everything.     No  more  fun,  no  more  frolics,  no  more  admi- 
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ration  or  good  times;  nothing  but  this  frightful  baby,  that 
jou  can't  get  rid  of." 

Tat,  as  Lillie  spoke,  she  knew,  in  her  own  elippery 
little  heart,  that  the  shadow  of  tliia  awful  cloud  of  mater- 
nity was  resting  over  her;  though  she  laced  and  danced, 
and  bid  defiance  to  every  law  of  nature,  with  a  blind  and 
ignorant  willfulness,  not  caring  what  consequences  she 
might  draw  down  on  herself  if  only  she  might  escape  this. 

And  was  there,  then,  no  soft  spot  in  thia  woman's  heart 
anywhere )  Generally  it  is  thought  that  the  throb  of  the 
child's  heart  awakens  a  heart  in  the  mother,  and  that  the 
mother  is  born  again  with  her  child.  It  is  so  with  unper- 
verted  nature,  as  God  meant  it  to  be;  and  you  shall  hear 
from  the  Ups  of  an  Irish  washerwoman  a  gennine  poetry 
of  maternal  feeling  for  the  little  one  who  comes  to  make 
her  toil  more  toilsome  that  is  wholly  withered  away  out 
of  luxurious  circles,  where  there  is  everything  to  make  life 
Bflsy.  Juflt  as  the  Chinese  have  contrived  fashionable 
monsters,  where  human  beings  are  constrained  to  grow  in 
the  shape  of  flower-pots,  so  fashionable  life  contrives  at 
last  to  grow  a  woman  who  hates  babies,  and  will  risk  her 
life  to  he  rid  of  the  crowning  glory  of  womanhood. 

There  was  a  time  in  Lillie's  life,  when  she  was  sixteen 
years  of  age,  which  was  a  turning-point  with  her,  and 
decided  that  she  should  be  the  heartless  woman  she  was. 
If  at  that  age,  and  at  that  time,  she  had  decided  to  marry 
the  man  she  really  loved,  marriage  might  indeed  have 
proved  to  her  a  sacrament.  It  might  have  opened  to  her 
a  door  through  which  she  could  have  passed  out  from  a 
career  of  selfish  worldliness  into  that  gradual  discipline  of 
unselfishness  which  a  true  lova-marriage  brings. 

But  she  did  not.  The  man  was  poor,  and  she  was  beau- 
tifulj  her  beanty  would  buy  wealth  and  worldly  position, 
and  so  she  cast  him  off.  Yet  partly  to  gratify  her  own 
lingering  feeling,  and  partly  because  she  could  not  wholly 
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renounce  what  had  once  been  here,  she  kept  up  for  years 
with  him  jiiat  that  illusive  Bimulacniui  which  such  women 
call  friendship;  wliioh,  while  constantly  denjing,  constantly 
takes  pains  to  attract,  and  drains  the  heart  of  all  possihil- 
ity  of  loving  another. 

Harry  Endicott  was  a  young  man  of  fine  capabilities, 
sensitive,  intetestiug,  haudaomc,  full  of  generous  impulKea, 
whom  a  good  woman  might  easily  have  led  to  a  full  com- 
pletenesB.      He  was    not    really   Lillie's    cousin,    but    the    i 
cousin  of  her  mother;    yet  under  the  name  of  cousin  ha.  I 
had  constant  access  and  family  intimacy. 

This  winter  Harry  Endicott  suddenly  returned  to  the 
fashionable  circles  of  New  York,  — returned  from  a  suc- 
cessful career  in  India,  with  an  ample  fortune.  He  was 
handsomer  than  ever,  took  stylish  bachelor  lodgings,  set 
up  a  most  diatKioting  turnout,  and  became  a  sort  of  JIar- 
quis  of  Earintosh  in  fashionable  circles.  Was  ever  any- 
thing 80  lucky,  or  bo  iinlucky,  for  our  LillieJ  —  lucky,  if 
life  really  does  run  on  the  basis  of  Eronch  novels,  and  if 
all  that  is  needed  is  the  sparkle  and  stimulus  of  new 
emotiona;  unlucky,  nay,  even  gravely  terrible,  if  life  really 
is  established  on  a  basis  of  moral  responsibility,  and  dogged 
by  the  fatal  necessity  that  "whatsoever  man  or  woman 
soweth,  that  shall  he  or  she  also  reap." 

In  the  most  critical  hour  of  her  youth,  when  love  was 
sent  to  her  heart  like  an  angel,  to  beguile  her  from  seliish- 
ness,  and  make  self-denial  easy,  Lillie's  pretty  little  right 
hand  had  sowed  to  the  world  and  the  flesh;  and  of  that 
sowing  she  was  now  to  reap  all  the  disquiets,  the  vexations, 
the  tremors,  that  go  to  fill  the  pages  of  Erenoh  novels,  — 
records  of  women  who  marry  where  they  cannot  love,  to 
serve  the  purposes  of  sellishness  and  ambition,  and  then 
make  up  for  it  by  loving  where  they  cannot  marry.  If  all 
the  women  in  America  who  have  practiced,  and  are  prac- 
ticing, this  species  of  moral  agriculture  should  stand  forth 
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together,  it  would  be  Been  that  it  is  not  for  nothing  that 
France  has  be«n  calleii  the  society  educator  of  the  world. 

The  apartments  of  the  Follingabee  mansion,  with  their 
dreamy  voluptiiouaness,  were  eminently  adapted  to  be  the 
background  and  scenery  of  a  dramatic  performance  of  thia 
kind.  There  were  viatas  of  drawing-rooms,  witli  delicioua 
boudoirs,  like  side  chapels  in  a  temple  of  Venus,  with 
handsome  Charlie  Ferrola  gliding  in  and  out,  or  lecturing 
dreamily  from  the  corner  of  some  sofa  on  the  last  moat 
important  crinkle  of  the  artistic  rose  leaf,  demonstrating 
conclusively  that  beauty  was  the  only  true  morality,  and 
that  there  was  no  ain  but  bad  taste ;  and  that  nobody  knew 
what  good  taste  was  but  himself  and  hia  clique.  There 
was  the  discussion,  far  from  edifying,  of  modern  improved 
theories  of  society,  seen  from  an  improved  philosophic 
point  of  view;  of  all  the  peculiar  wants  and  needs  of 
etherenlized  beings,  who  have  been  refined  and  cultivated 
till  it  is  the  moat  difficult  problem  in  the  world  to  keep 
them  comfortable,  while  there  atill  remains  the  most  im- 
perative necessity  that  they  should  be  made  happy,  though 
the  whole  universe  were  to  be  torn  down  and  made  over 
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The  idea  of  not  being  happy,  and  in  all  respects  as  bliss- 
ful as  they  could  possibly  be  made,  was  one  always  assumed 
by  the  Follingabee  clique  as  an  injustice  to  be  wrestled 
with.  Anybody  that  did  not  affect  them  agreeably,  that 
jarred  on  their  nerves,  or  interrupted  the  delicious  reveries 
of  existence  with  the  sharp  saw-setting  of  commonplace 
realities,  in  their  view  ought  to  be  got  rid  of  summarily, 
whether  that  somebody  were  husband  or  wife,  parent  or 
child.  Natures  that  affected  each  other  pleasantly  were  to 
spring  together  like  dewdropa,  and  sail  oiT  on  rosy  clouds 
with  each  other  to  the  land  of  Do-just-as-you-have-a-mind- 
to.  The  only  thing  never  to  be  enough  regretted,  which 
i  immediate  and  blissful  union  of  particles. 
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was  the  impoHsibility  of  living  on  rosy  clouds,  and  malting 
them  the  means  of  conveyance  to  the  desirahle  couutty 
before  mentioned.  Many  of  the  fair  iilaminatm,  who 
were  quite  willing  to  go  off  with  a  kindred  spirit,  were 
withheld  by  the  neceasities  of  infinite  pairs  of  Prench  kid 
gloves,  and  gallons  of  cologne  water,  and  indispensable 
clouds  of  mechlin  and  point  lace,  which  were  necessary  to 
keep  around  them  the  poetry  of  existence. 

Although  it  was  well  understood  among  them  that  the 
religion  of  the  emotions  is  the  only  true  religion,  and  that 
nothing  is  holy  that  you  do  not  feel  exactly  like  doing,  and 
everything  is  holy  that  you  do;  still,  these  fair  confessors 
lacked  the  pluck  of  primitive  Christians,  and  could  not 
think  of  taking  joyfully  the  spoiling  of  their  goods,  even 
for  the  sake  of  a  kindred  spirit.  Hence  the  necessity  of 
living  iu  deplored  marriage  bonds  with  husbands  who  could 
pay  rent  and  taxes,  and  stand  responsible  for  unlimited 
bills  at  Stewart's  and  Tiffany's.  Hence  the  philosophy 
which  allowed  the  possession  of  the  body  to  one  man  and 
of  the  soul  to  another,  whieh  one  may  see  treated  of  at 
large  io  any  writings  of  the  day. 

As  yet  Lillie  had  been  kept  intact  from  all  this  sort  of 
thing  by  the  hard,  brilliant  enamel  of  selfishness.  That 
little  shrewd,  gritty  common  sense,  which  enabled  her  to 
see  directly  through  other  people's  illusions,  has,  if  we 
mistake  not,  by  this  time  revealed  itself  to  our  readers  as 
an  element  in  her  mind ;  but  now  there  is  to  come  a  decided 
thrust  at  the  heart  of  her  womanhood ;  and  we  shall  see 
whether  the  paralysis  is  complete,  or  whether  the  woman 

If  Lillie  bad  loved  Harry  Endicott  poor,  had  loved  him 
so  much  that  at  one  time  she  had  seriously  balanced  the 
possibility  of  going  to  housekeeping  in  a  little  unfashion- 
able house,  and  having  only  one  girl,  and  hand  in  hand 
with  him  walking  the  paths  of  economy,  self-denial,  and 
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prudence,  —  the  reader  will  aee  that  Harry  Endicott  rich, 
Harry  Endicott  enthroned  in  fashionable  succBae,  Harry 
Siidicott  plus  fast  horses,  splendid  equipages,  a  fine  city 
house,  and  a  country  house  on  the  Hudaon,  was  Bomething 
still  more  dangerous  to  her  imagination. 

Hut  more  than  this  was  the  stimulus  of  Harry  Endicott  out 
of  her  power,  and  beyond  the  sphere  of  her  charms.  She 
had  a  feverish  desire  to  see  him,  but  he  never  called.  Forth- 
with she  had  a  confidential  conversation  with  her  bosom 
friend,  who  entered  iuto  the  situation  with  enthusiasm,  and 
invited  him  to  her  receptions.      But  he  did  not  come. 

The  fact  was,  that  Harry  Endicott  hated  Lillie  now, 
with  that  kind  of  hatred  which  is  love  turned  wrong  aide 
out.  He  hated  her  for  the  misery  she  had  caused  him, 
and  was  in  some  danger  of  feeling  it  incumbent  on  himself 
to  go  to  the  devil  in  a  wholly  unnecessary  manner  on  that 
account.  He  had  read  the  story  of  "Monte  Cristo,"  with 
its  highly  wrought  plot  of  vengeauce,  and  had  determined  to 
avenge  himself  on  the  woman  who  had  bo  tortured  him, 
and  to  make  her  feel,  if  possible,  what  he  had  felt.  So 
when  he  had  discovered  the  hours  of  driving  observed  by 
Mrs.  Follingsbee  and  Lillie  in  the  Park,  he  took  pains, 
from  time  to  tiiae,  to  meet  them  face  to  face,  and  to  paSB 
Lillie  with  an  unre cognizing  stare.  Then  he  daslied  in 
among  Mrs.  FoUingsbee'a  circle,  making  himself  every- 
where talked  of,  till  they  were  beset  on  all  hands  by  the 
inquiry,  "Don't  you  know  young  Endicott?  why,  I  should 
think  you  would  want  to  have  him  visit  here." 

After  this  had  been  played  far  enough,  he  suddenly 
ahowed  himself  one  evening  at  Mrs.  Follingsbee 'e,  and 
apologized  in  an  off-hand  manner  to  Lillie,  when  reminded 
of  passing  her  in  the  Park,  that  really  he  wasn't  thinking 
of  meeting  her,  and  did  n't  recognize  her,  she  was  so 
altered;  it  had  been  bo  many  years  since  they  had  met, 
etc.      All  in  a  tone  of  cool  and  heartleBs  civility,  every 
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word  of  which  was  a  dagger's  thrust,  not  only  into  her 
vauity,  but  into  the  poor  little  bit  of  a  real  heart  which 
fashionable  life  had  left  to  Lillie. 

Every  evening,  after  he  had  gone,  came  a  long,  confiden- 
tial conversation  with  Mrs.  Follingsbee,  in  which  every 
word  anil  look  was  discussed  and  turned,  and  all  possible 
or  probable  inferences  therefrom  reported;  after  which 
Lillie  often  laid  a  sleepless  head  on  a  hot  and  tumbled  pil- 
low, poor,  miserable  child!  suffering  her  punisliment, 
without  even  the  grace  to  know  whence  it  came,  or  what 
it  meant.  Hitherto  Lillie  had  been  walking  only  in  the 
limits  of  that  kind  of  permitted  wickedness  which,  al- 
tlioiigh  certainly  the  remotest  thing  possible  from  the 
Christianity  of  Christ,  flnda  a  great  deal  of  tolerance  and 
patronage  among  communicants  of  the  altar.  She  had 
lived  a  gay,  vain,  self-pleasing  life,  with  no  object  or  pur- 
pose but  the  simple  one  to  get  each  day  as  nnich  pleasur- 
able enjoyment  out  of  existence  as  possible.  Mental  and 
physical  indolence  and  inordinate  vanity  had  been  the  key- 
notes of  ber  life.  She  hated  everything  that  required 
protracted  thought,  or  that  made  trouble,  and  sbe  longed 
for  excitement.  The  passion  for  praise  and  admiration 
had  become  to  her  like  the  passion  of  the  opium-eater  for 
his  drug,  or  of  tlie  brandy-drinker  for  his  dram.  But  now 
she  was  heedlessly  steering  to  what  might  prove  a  more 
palpable  sin. 

Harry  the  serf,  once  half  despised  for  his  slavish  devo- 
tion, now  stood  before  her,  proud  and  free,  and  tantalized 
her  by  the  display  he  made  of  his  indiffei'enee,  and  prefer- 
ence for  others.  Sbe  put  forth  every  art  and  effort  to 
recapture  him.  But  the  most  dreadful  stroke  of  fate  of 
all  was,  that  Rose  Ferguson  bad  come  to  New  York  to 
make  a  winter  visit,  and  was  much  talked  of  in  certain 
circles  where  Harry  was  quite  intimate;  and  he  professed 
himself,  indeed,  an  ardent  admirer  at  her  shrine. 


CHAPTER   XX 
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THE   TAN    ASTKACHANS 

The  Van  Aatrachans,  a  proud,  rich  old  family,  who 
took  a  certain  defined  position  in  New  York  life  on  account 
of  some  ancestral  passages  in  tieir  family  history,  had 
invited  Eose  to  spend  a  month  or  two  with  them ;  and  she 
was  therefore  moving  as  a  star  in  a  very  high  orhit.  Now 
these  Van  Aatrachans  were  one  of  those  cold,  glittering, 
inaccessible  pinnacles  in  Mrs.  Follingsbee's  fashionable 
Alp-climbing  which  she  would  spare  no  expense  to  reach 
if  possible.  It  was  one  of  the  families  for  whoae  sake  she 
had  Mrs,  John  Seymour  under  her  roof;  and  the  advent 
of  Rose,  whom  she  was  pleased  to  style  one  of  Mrs.  Sey- 
mour's most  intimate  friends,  was  an  unhoped-for  stroke 
of  good  luck ;  because  there  was  the  necessity  of  calling  on 
Rose,  of  taking  her  out  fci  drive  in  the  Park,  and  of  mak- 
ing a  party  on  her  account,  from  which,  of  courae,  the 
Van  Aatrachans  could  not  stay  away. 

It  will  be  seen  here  that  our  friend,  Mrs.  PoUingsbee, 
like  all  ladies  whose  watchword  is  "Excelsior,"  had  a 
peculiar,  difficult,  and  slippery  path  to  climb. 

The  Van  Aatrachans  were  good  old  Dutch  Reformed 
Christians,  unqnestioning  believers  in  the  Bible  in  general, 
and  the  Ten  Commandments  in  particular,  — persona  whose 
moral  constitutions  had  been  nourished  on  the  great  stocky 
heefsteaks  and  sirloins  of  plain  old  truths  which  go  to  form 
English  and  Dutch  nature.  Theirs  was  a  style  of  character 
which  rendered  them  utterly  hopeless  of  comprehending  the 
etherealized  species  of  holiness  which  obtained  in  the  in- 
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nennoBt  circles  of  the  Follingsbee  iUmninati.  Mr.  Van 
Astrachan.  buttoned  nnder  his  coat,  not  only  many  solid 
inches  of  what  Carlyle  calls  "good  Cliriatian  fat,"  but  also 
a  pocketbook  through  which  millions  of  dollars  were  pass- 
ing daily  in  an  easy  and  comfortable  flow,  to  the  great 
advantage  of  many  of  his  fellow  creatures  no  less  than 
himself;  and  somehow  or  other  he  was  pig-headed  in  the 
idea  that  the  Bible  and  the  Ten  Commandments  had  some- 
thing to  do  with  that  stability  of  things  which  made  thia 
necessary  flow  easy  and  secure.  He  was  slow-moulded, 
accurate,  and  fond  of  security;  and  was  of  opinion  that 
nineteen  centuries  of  Christianity  ought  to  have  settled  a 
few  questions  so  that  they  could  be  taken  for  granted,  and 
were  not  to  be  kept  open  for  discussion. 

Moreover,  Mr.  Van  Astrachan  having  read  the  accounts 
of  tlie  first  French  Revolution,  and  having  remarked  all  the 
subsequent  history  of  that  country,  was  confirmed  in  his 
idea,  that  pitching  everything  into  pi  once  iu  fifty  years 
was  no  way  to  get  on  in  the  afl'airs  of  this  world.  He  had 
strong  suspicions  of  everything  French,  and  a  mind  very 
ill  adapted  to  all  those  delicate  reasonings  and  shadings 
and  speculations  of  which  Mr.  Charlie  Ferrola  was  particu- 
larly fond,  which  made  everything  in  morals  and  religion 
an  open  question. 

He  and  his  portly  wife  planted  themselves,  like  two 
canons  of  the  sanctuary,  every  Sunday,  in  the  tip-top 
highest^ priced  pew  of  the  most  orthodox  old  church  in 
New  York;  and  if  the  worthy  man  sometimes  indulged  in 
gentle  filurabers  in  the  high-padded  walls  of  his  slip,  it 
was  because  he  was  so  well  assured  of  the  orthodoxy  of  his 
minister  that  he  felt  that  no  interest  of  society  would  suffer 
while  he  was  off  duty.  But  may  Heaven  grant  us,  in 
these  days  of  dissolving  views  and  general  undulation,  large 
armies  of  these  solid-planted  artillery  on  the  walla  of  our 
Zion! 
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I  the  people  whose  Etrengtb  is  to  sit  etiU! 
I  Much  needed  are  they  when  the  activity  of  free  inquiry 
seems  likely  to  chase  us  out  of  house  and  home,  and  leave 
ns,  like  the  dove  in  the  Deluge,  no  rest  for  the  sole  of 
our  foot.  Let  ua  thank  God  for  those  Dutch  Keformed 
churches;  great  solid  breakwaters,  that  stand  as  the  dikes 
in  their  ancestral  Holland  to  keep  out  the  muddy  waves 
of  that  sea  whose  waters  cast  up  mire  and  diit. 

But  let  us  fancy  with  what  quakinga  and  shakings  of 
heart  Mrs.  Foliingshee  must  have  sought  the  alliance  of 
these  tremendously  solid  old  Christians.  They  were  pre- 
cisely what  she  wanted  to  give  an  air  of  solidity  to  the 
oohweb  glitter  of  her  state.  And  we  can  also  see  how 
necessary  it  waa  that  she  should  ostentatiously  visit  Charlie 
Ferrola's  wife,  and  speak  of  her  as  a  darling  creature,  her 
particular  friend,  whom  she  waa  doing  her  very  best  to 
keep  out  of  an  early  grave. 

Charlie  Ferrola  said  that  the  Van  Astrachans  were  ob- 
tuse; and  ao,  to  a  certain  degree,  they  were.  In  social 
matters  they  had  a  kind  of  confiding  simplicity.  They 
were  ao  muuh  accustomed  to  regard  positive  morals  in  the 
light  of  immutable  laws  of  nature,  that  it  would  not  have 
been  easy  to  bave  made  them  understand  that  sliding  scale 
s  which  ia  in  use  nowadays.  They  would  pro- 
bahly  have  had  hut  one  word,  and  that  a  very  disagreeable 
J  designate  a  married  woman  who  was  in  love  with 
anybody  hut  her  husband.  Consequently,  they  were  the 
Tery  last  people  whom  any  gossip  of  this  sort  could  ever 
I  leach,  or  to  whose  ears  it  could  have  been  made  intelli- 
[ible. 

Mr.  Van  Astrachan  considered  Dick  Foliingshee  a  swin- 
dler, whose  proper  place  waa  the  state's  prison,  and  whose 
morals  could  only  he  mentioned  with  those  of  Sodom  and 
Gomorrah.  ^Nevertheless,  as  Mrs.  Foliingshee  made  it  a 
point  of  rolling  up  her  eyes  and  sighing  deeply  when  hie 
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name  was  mentioned,  — as  she  attended  church  on  Sunday 
with  conspicuous  faithfulness,  and  auhscribed  to  charitable 
societies  and  all  manner  of  good  works,  — as  Ehe  had  got 
appointed  directress  on  the  board  of  an  orphan  asylum 
where  Mra.  Van  Astrachan  (igiired  in  association  with  her, 
that  good  lady  was  led  to  look  upon  her  with  compassion, 
as  a  worthy  woman  who  was  makiiig  the  hest  of  her  way 
to  heaven,  notwithstanding  the  opposition  of  a  dissolute 
husband. 

As  for  Kose,  she  was  as  fresh  and  innocent  and  dewy, 
in  the  hot  whirl  and  glitter  and  glare  of  New  York,  as  a 
waving  spray  of  sweetbrier,  brought  in  fresh  with  all  the 
dew  upon  it.  She  really  had  for  Lillie  a  great  deal  of  that 
kind  of  artistic  admiration  which  nice  young  girls  some- 
times have  for  very  beautiful  women  older  than  them- 
setves,  and  was,  like  almost  every  one  else,  somewhat  be- 
juggled  and  taken  in  by  that  air  of  infantine  sweetness  and 
eimplicity  which  had  survived  all  the  hot  glitter  of  her 
life,  as  if  a  rose,  fresh  with  dew,  should  lie  unwilted  in 
the  mouth  of  a  furnace. 

Moreover,  Lillie's  face  had  a  beauty  this  winter  it  had 
never  worn:  the  softness  of  a  real  feeling,  the  pathos  of 
real  Bulfering,  at  times  touched  her  face  with  something 
that  was  always  wanting  in  it  before.  The  bitter  waters 
of  sin  that  she  would  drink  gave  a  strange  feverish  color 
to  her  cheek ;  and  the  poisoned  perfume  she  would  inhale 
gave  a  strange  new  brightness  to  her  eyes. 

Koae  sometimes  looked  on  her  and  wondered;  so  inno- 
cent and  healthy  and  light  hearted  in  herself,  she  could 
not  even  dream  of  what  was  passing.  She  had  been  . 
brought  up  to  love  John  as  a  brother,  and  opened  her 
heart  at  once  to  his  wife  with  a  sweet  and  loyal  faitliful- 
nesa.  When  she  told  Mrs.  Van  Astrachan  that  Mrs.  John 
Seymour  was  one  of  her  friends  from  Springiiale,  married 
into  a  family  with  which  she  had  grown  up  with  great 
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intimacy,  it  aeemed  the  most  natural  tiling  in  the  world  to 
the  good  lady  that  Rose  should  want  to  visit  her;  that  she 
should  drive  with  her,  and  call  on  her,  and  receive  her  at 
their  house;  and  with  her  of  course  must  come  Mrs.  fol- 
lingahee. 

Mr.  Van  Astrachan  made  a  dead  halt  at  the  idea  of  Dick 
Follingahee.  He  never  would  receive  that  man  under  hia 
roof,  he  said,  and  he  never  would  enter  his  house ;  and 
when  Mr.  Van  Astrachan  ouce  said  a  thing  of  this  kind, 
as  Mr.  Hosea  Biglow  remarks,  "a  meetiog-house  wasn't 
setter." 

But  then  Mrs.  Follingshee'a  situation  was  confidentially 
stated  to  Lillie,  and  by  Lillie  confidentially  stated  to  Hose, 
and  by  Eoae  to  Mrs,  Van  Astrachan;  and  it  was  made  to 
appear  how  Dick  FoUingshee  had  entirely  abandoned  his 
wife,  going  off  in  the  ways  of  Balaam  the  son  of  Bosor, 
and  all  other  had  ways  mentioned  in  Scripture,  habitually 
leaviiig  poor  Mrs.  Follingsbee  to  entertain  company  alone, 
GO  that  he  was  never  seen  at  her  parties,  and  had  nothing 
to  do  with  her. 

"So  much  the  better  for  them,"  remarked  Mr.  Van 
Astrachan. 

"In  that  case,  my  dear,  I  don't  see  that  it  would  do 
any  harm  for  you  to  go  to  Mrs.  FoUingsbee's  party  on 
Rose's  account,  I  never  go  to  parties,  as  you  know;  and 
I  certainly  should  not  begin  by  going  there.  But  still  I 
see  no  objection  to  your  taking  Kose." 

If  Mr.  Van  Astrachan  had  seen  objections,  you  never 
would  have  caught  JVItb,  Van  Astrachan  going;  for  she  was 
one  of  your  full-blooded  women,  who  never  in  her  life 
engaged  to  do  a  thing  she  didn't  mean  to  do:  and  having 
promised  in  the  marriage  service  to  obey  her  husbanii,  she 
obeyed  him  plumb,  with  the  nir  of  b  person  who  is  fulfill- 
ing the  prophecies;  though  her  chances  in  this  way  were 
very    small,    as  Mr.    Van  Astrachan  generally  called  her 
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"ma,"  and  obeyed  all  her  orders  with  a  stolid  precision 
quite  edifying  to  behold.  He  took  her  advice  always,  and 
was  often  heard  naively  to  remark  that  Mrs.  Van  Astrachan 
and  he  were  always  of  the  same  opinion,  —  an  expression 
happily  defining  that  state  in  which  a  man  does  just  what 
his  wife  tells  him  to. 


CHAPTER   XXI 


MR9.    POLLING8BEE  8    PAKTY,   A^•D    WHAT    CAME    OF    IT 

Odh  vulgar  idea  of  a  party  is  a  week  or  fortnight  of 
previous  discomfort  aad  chaotic  tergiversatioii,  and  the 
mistress  of  it  all  distracted  and  worn  out  mtli  endless 
cares.  Such  a  party  bursts  in  on  a  well-ordered  family 
state  as  a  bomb  bursta  into  a  city,  leaving  confusion  and 
disorder  all  around.  But  it  would  be  a  pity  if  such  a  life- 
long devotion  to  the  arts  and  graces  as  Mrs.  FolUngsbee 
had  given,  backed  by  Dick  FoUingabee'a  fabulous  fortune, 
and  administered  by  the  exquisite  Charlie  Fevrola,  should 
not  have  brought  forth  some  appreciable  results.  One 
was,  that  the  great  Caatia  of  Indolence  Was  prepared  for 
the  fSte  with  no  more  ripple  of  disturbaoco  than  if  it  had 
been  a  Kereid'a  bower,  far  down  beneath  the  reach  of  tem- 
pests, where  the  golden  sund  is  never  ruMed,  and  the 
crimson  and  blue  seo-flowera  never  even  dream  of  commo- 
tion. 

Charlie  Ferrola  wore,  it  is  true,  a  brow  somewhat  op- 
pressed with  care,  and  was  kept  tucked  up  on  a  rose-colored 
satin  sofa,  and  served  with  lachryraa  Chriati,  and  Monte- 
fiascone,  and  all  other  substitutes  for  the  dews  of  Hybla, 
whife  he  draughted  designs  for  the  floral  arrangements, 
which  were  executed  by  obsequious  attendants  in  felt  slip- 
persj  and  the  whole  process  of  arrangement  proceeded  like 
a  dream  of  the  lotus-eaters'  paradise. 

Madame  de  Tullegig  was  of  course  retained  primarily 
for  the  adornment  of  Mrs.  Follingslwe's  person.  It  was 
understood,  however,  on  this  occasion,  that  the  com  posit  ion 
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of  the  costumes  was  to  embrace  hoth.  hera  and  Lillie'a, 
that  they  might  appear  iii  a  eontr.sled  tableau,  and  fathig 
out  each  other's  points.  It  was  a  subject  worthy  a  Pari- 
sian artiste,  and  drew  so  seriously  on  Madame  da  TuUe- 
gig's  brain  power,  that  she  assured  Mrs,  Follingabee  after- 
wards that  the  effort  of  composition  had  sensibly  exhausted 

Before  we  relate  the  events  of  that  evening,  as  they 
occurred,  we  must  give  some  little  idea  of  the  position  in 
which  the  respective  parties  now  Etood, 

Harry  Endicott,  by  hia  mother's  side,  was  related  to 
Mrs.  Van  Astrachan.  Mr.  Van  Astrachan  had  been,  in 
a  certain  way,  guardian  to  him;  and  bis  success  in  making 
his  fortune  was  in  consequence  of  capital  advanced  and 
friendly  patronage  thus  accorded.  In  the  family,  there- 
fore, he  had  the  entree  of  a  son,  and  had  enjoyed  the 
opportuuity  of  seeing  Rose  with  a  freedom  and  frequency 
that  sonn  placed  them  on  the  footing  of  old  acquaintance- 
ship.  Eose  was  an  easy  person  to  become  acquainted  with 
in  an  ordinary  and  superficial  manner.  She  was  like  those 
pellucid  waters  whose  great  clearness  deceives  the  eye  as 
to  their  depth.  Her  manners  had  an  easy  and  gracious 
franloieas;  and  she  spoke  right  on,  with  an  apparent  sim- 
plicity and  fearieasnesa  that  produced  at  first  the  impression 
that  you  knew  all  her  heart.  A  longer  acquaintance, 
liowever,  developed  depths  of  reserved  thought  and  feeling 
far  beyond  what  at  first  appeared. 

Harry,  at  first,  bad  met  her  only  on  those  superficial 
grounds  of  banter  and  badinage  where  a  gay  young  gentle- 
man and  a  gay  young  lady  may  reconnoitre,  before  either 
side  gives  the  other  the  smallest  peep  of  the  key  of  what 
Dr.  Holmes  calls  the  side  door  of  their  hearts.  Harry,  to 
say  the  truth,  was  in  a  bad  way  when  he  first  knew 
Eose:  he  was  restless,  reckless,  bitter.  Turned  loose  into 
society  with  an  ample  fortune  and  nothing  to  do,  he  was 
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iu  danger,  according  to  the  homely  coaplet  of  Dr.  Watts, 
of  being  provided  with  employment  by  that  indescribable 
personage  who  makes  it  hia  buameEs  to  look  after  idle 
hands. 

Rose  had  attracted  him  first  by  her  beauty,  all  the  more 
attractive  to  him  because  in  a  style  entirely  different  from 
that  which  hitherto  had  captivated  his  imagination.  Boss 
was  tall,  well-knit,  and  graceful,  and  bore  herself  with  b 
sort  of  slender  but  majestic  lightness,  like  a  meadow-lily. 
Her  well-shaped,  classical  head  was  set  finely  on  her  grace- 
ful neck,  and  she  had  a  staglike  way  of  carrying  it,  that 
impressed  a  stranger  sometimes  aa  haughty;  but  Rose 
could  not  help  that,  it  was  a  trick  of  nature.  Her  hair 
was  of  the  glossiest  black,  lier  gkin  fair  as  marble,  her  nose 
a  little,  nicely  turned  aquiline  affair,  her  eyes  of  a  deep 
violet  blue  and  sbadowed  by  long  dark  lashes,  her  mouth 
a  little  larger  than  the  classical  proportion,  but  generous  in 
smiles  and  laughs  wliich  revealed  perfect  teotli  of  dazzling 
whiteness.  There,  gentlemen  and  ladies,  is  Bose  Fergu- 
son's picture:  and  if  you  add  to  ail  this  the  most  attrac- 
tive impulsiveness  and  self- unconsciousness,  you  will  not 
wonder  that  Harry  Endicott  at  first  found  himself  admir- 
ing her,  and  fancied  driving  out  with  her  in  the  Park;  and 
that  when  admiring  eyes  followed  tliem  both,  as  a  hand- 
Home  pair,  Harry  was  well  pleased. 

Rose,  too,  liked  Harry  Endicott.  A  young  girl  of 
twenty  is  not  a  severe  judge  of  a  handsome,  lively  young 
man,  who  knows  far  more  of  the  world  than  she  does;  and 
though  Harry's  conversation  was  a  perfect  Catherine  wheel 
of  all  aorta  of  wild  talk,  — sneering,  bitter,  and  skeptical, 
and  giving  expression  to  the  most  heterodox  sentiments, 
with  the  evident  intention  of  shocking  respectable  authori- 
ties, —  Rose  rather  liked  him  than  otherwise;  though  she 
now  and  then  took  the  liberty  to  stand  upon  her  dignity, 
and  opened  her  great  blue  eyes  on  him  with  a  grave,  in- 
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quiring  look  of  surprise,  —  a  look  that  seemed  to  clial!en( 
him  to  staud  and  defend  himself.  From  time  to  tiiQ< 
too,  she  let  fall  little  hita  of  independent  opinion, 
i  and  %yell  turned,  that  hit  exactly  where  she 
they  should;  and  Harry  began  to  etand  a  little  in  a 

Harry  had  never  known  a  woman  like  Eose;  a  ■womi 
so  poised  and  self-centred,  go  cultivated,  so  capable  of 
and  just  reflections,  and  so  religious.     Hia  experience 
L  had  not  been  fortunate,  na  has  been  seen  in 
narrative;  and  insensibly  to  himself,    Rose  was  begini 
to  exercise  an  influence  over  him.      The  sphere  around 
was  cool  and  bright  and  wholesome,  as  different  from  tl 
hot  atmosphere  of  passion  and  sentiment  and  flirtation, 
which  be  bad  been  accustomed,  as  a  New  England  sumnu 
morning  from  a  sultry  night  in  the  tropica.      Her  pow< 

J  in  the  appeal  to  a  wholly  diiferent  part 
his  nature,  —  intellect,  conscience,  and  religious  sensibilitj 

r  twice  he  foimd  himself  speaking  to  her  quietlju 
seriously,  and  rationally,  not  from  the  purpose  of  ph 
her,  but  because  she  had  aroused  such  a  strain  of  thougl 
in  his  own  mind.      There  was  a  certain  class  of  brill 

;s  of  his,  of  a  cleverly  irreligious  anil  skeptical  natui 
at  which  Rose  never  laughed:  when  this  sort  of  iii 
was  let  off  in  her  presence  she  opened  her  eyes  upon  hi 
wide  and  blue,  with  a  calm  surprise  intermixed  with 
but  said  nothing;  and  after  trying  the  experiment  si 
times,  he  gradually  felt  this  silent  kind  of  look  a  res 
upon  bim. 

At  the  same  time,  it  must  not  be  conjectured  th 
present,  Harry  Endicott  was  thinking  of  falling  in 
with  Eose.     In  fact,  he  scoffed  at  the  idea  of  love, 
1  to  disbelieve  in  its  existence.      And   beside 
this,  he  was  gratifying  an  idle  vanity  and  the  wicked  loTSj 
of  revenge  in  visiting   Lillie;   sometimes   profeasing   ft 
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daya  an  exclusive  devotion  to  her,  in  which  tliero  ivaa  s 
little  too  much  reality  on  Ijoth  sides  to  bo  at  all  safe  or 
innocent;  and  then,  when  he  had  wound  her  up  to  the 
point  where  even  her  involuntary  looks  and  words  and 
actions  towards  him  must  have  compromised  her  in  the 
eyes  of  others,  he  would  suddenly  recede  for  days,  and 
devote  himself  exclusively  to  Kose;  driving  ostentatiously 
with  her  in  the  Park,  where  he  would  meet  Lillie  face  to 
face,  and  bow  triumphantly  to  her  in  passing.  All  these 
proceedings,  talked  over  with  Mrs.  FoUingsbee,  seemed  to 
give  promise  of  the  most  impassioned  French  romance  pos- 

HoBG  walked  thiough  all  her  part  in  this  little  drama 
wrapped  in  a  veil  of  sacred  ignorance.  Had  she  known 
the  whole,  the  probability  ia  that  she  would  have  refused 
Harry's  acquaintance;  but  like  many  anotlier  nice  girl, 
she  tripped  gayly  near  to  pitfalls  and  chasms  of  which  she 
had  not  the  remotest  conception. 

Lillie's  want  of  self-control,  and  imprudent  conduct,  had 
laid  her  open  to  reports  in  certain  circles  where  such 
reports  find  easy  credence;  but  those  were  circles  with 
which  the  Van  Astrachans  never  mingled.  The  only  acci- 
dental point  of  contact  was  the  intimacy  of  Kose  with  the 
Seymour  family ;  and  Rose  was  the  last  person  to  under- 
stand an  allusion  if  she  heard  it.  The  reading  of  Kose 
had  been  carefully  selected  by  her  father,  and  had  not 
embraced  any  novels  of  the  French  romantic  school;  neither 
had  she,  like  some  modern  young  ladies,  made  her  mind 
a  highway  for  the  tramping  of  every  kind  of  possible  ficti- 
tious character  which  a  novelist  might  choose  to  draw,  nor 
taken  an  interest  in  the  dissections  of  morbid  anatomy. 
In  fact,  she  was  old  fashioned  enough  to  like  Scott's 
novels;  and  though  she  was  just  the  kind  of  girl  Thackeray 
would  have  loved,  she  never  could  bring  her  fresh  young 
heart  to  enjoy  his  pictures  of  world-worn  and  decaying 
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nntures.      The   idea    of   seutimeiital    flivtationa    and  lov&- 1 
making  on  the  part  of  a  married  woman  was  one  so  heyond  I 
her  conception  of    posaibilitiea    that  it  would  have    been 
very  diUidult  to  mate  her  underettuid  or  believe  it. 

On  the  occasion  of  the  Follingsbee  patty,  therefore. 
Rose  accepted  Harry  as  an  escort  in  simple  good  faith. 
She  was  by  no  means  so  wise  aa  not  to  have  a  deal  of  curi- 
osity about  it,  and  not  a  little  of  dazed  and  daizled  sense 
of  enjoyment  in  prospect  of  the  perfect  labyrinth  of  fairy- 
land which  the  Poilingsbee  mansion  opened  before  her. 

On  the  eventful  evening,  Mrs.  Follingsbee  and  Lillie 
stood  together  to  receive  thoit  guests,  —  the  former  in  gold 
color,  with  magnificent  point  lace  and  diamond  tiara;  while 
Lillie  in  heavenly  blue,  with  wreatba  of  misty  tulle  and 
pearl  ornaments,  seemed  like  a  filmy  cloud  by  the  setting 
sun.  Rose,  entering  on  HaiTy  Endicott's  arm,  in  the  full 
bravery  of  a  weD-chosen  toilet,  caused  a  buzz  of  admiration 
which  followed  them  through  the  rooms;  but  Rose  was 
nothing  to  the  illuminated  eyes  of  Mrs.  Pollings  lie  e  com- 
pared with  the  portly  form  of  Mrs.  Van  Astrachan  entering 
beside  her,  and  spreading  over  her  the  wings  of  motherly 
protection.  That  much-desired  matron,  serene  in  her  point 
lace  and  diamonds,  beamed  around  her  with  an  innocent 
kindliness,  shedding  respectability  wherever  she  moved,  as 
a  certain  ^Russian  prince  was  said  to  shed  diamonds, 

"  Why,  that  ia  Mra.  Van  Astraeban !  " 

"You  don't  tell  me  so!     Is  it  possible (" 

" Which j"  "Where  ia  she!"  "How  in  the  world 
did  she  get  here!"  were  the  whispered  remarks  that  fol- 
lowed her  wherever  she  moved;  and  Mrs,  ICollingsbee, 
looking  after  her,  could  hardly  suppress  an  exulting  Te 
Deum.      It  was  done,  and  couldn't  be  undone. 

Mrs.  Van  Aetrachan  might  not  appear  again  at  a  salon 
of  hers  for  a  year;  but  that  could  not  do  away  the  patent 
fact,  witnessed  by  so  many  eyea,  that  she  had  been  thera 
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once.  Juet  as  a  moilem  newi^paper  or  magazine  wants  only 
one  article  of  a  celebrated  author  to  announce  him  as  among 
its  stated  contributors  for  all  time,  and  to  flavor  every 
subsequent  issue  of  the  journal  with  expectancy,  so  Mrs. 
Follingsbee  exulted  in  the  idea  that  this  one  evening  would 
flavor  all  her  receptions  for  the  winter,  whether  the  good 
lady's  diamonds  ever  appeared  there  ^ain  or  not.  In  her 
secret  heart,  she  always  had  the  perception,  when  striving 
to  climb  up  on  this  kind  of  ladder,  that  the  time  might 
como  when  she  should  be  found  out;  and  she  well  knew 
the  absolute  and  uncomprehending  horror  with  which  that 
good  lady  would  regard  the  French  principles  and  French 
practice  of  which  Charlie  Ferrola  and  Co.  were  the  ex- 
positors and  exemplars. 

Tliis  was  what  Charlie  Ferrola  meant  when  he  said  that 
the  Van  Astraohaiis  were  obtuse.  They  never  couid  be 
brought  to  the  vini'tii''*  ^f  nrrnl  pprippcti""  ""'""h  ghnw  njip 
^  aurwilly- 11*111  111  In  find  llin  Tiiinighing  pojnt  for_every  duty. 

Be  that  as  it  may,  there,  at  any  rate,  she  was,  safe  and 
sound;  surrounded  by  people  whom  she  had  never  met 
before,  and  receiving  introductions  to  the  right  and  left 
with  the  utmost  graciousness.  The  arrangements  for  the 
evening  had  been  made  at  the  tea-table  of  the  Van  Astra- 
chans  with  an  innocent  and  trustful  simplicity. 

"You  know,  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Van  Astrachan  to  Rose, 
"that  I  never  like  to  stay  long  away  from  papa"  (so  the 
worthy  lady  called  her  husband) ;  "and  so,  if  it  'a  just  the 
same  to  you,  you  shall  let  me  have  the  carriage  come  for 
me  early  and  then  you  and  Harry  shall  be  left  tree  to  see 
it  out.  I  know  young  folks  must  be  young,"  she  said, 
with  a  comfortable  laugh.  "There  was  a  time,  dear,  when 
my  waist  was  not  bigger  than  yours,  that  I  used  to  dance 
all  night  with  the  beat  of  them;  but  I've  got  bravely  over 
that  now." 

"Yes,   Eoae,"  said  Mr.   Van  Astrachan,    "you  mayn't 
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believe  it,  but  ma  tliere  was  the  spryest  dancer  of  any  i^l 
the  girls.      You  are  pretty  nice  to  look  at,  hut  you  dc 
quite  come  up  to  what  she  was  in  those  days.       I  tell  you, 
I  wish  you  could  have  seen  her, "  said  the  good  man,  warm- 
ing to  his  subject.     "  Why,  I  've  seen  the  time  when  CTerj 
fellow  oa  the  iloor  was  after  her." 

"Papa,"  says  Mrs,  Van  Aetrachan  reprovingly,  "I 
wouldn't  say  such  things  if  I  were  you." 

"Yea,  I  would,"  said  Rose.  "Do  tell  us,  Mr.  Van 
Afltrachan. " 

"Well,  I'll  tell  you,"  said  Mr.  Van  Astrachan;  "you 
ought  to  have  seen  her  in  a  red  dress  she  used  to  wear." 

"Oh,  come,  papa!  what  nonsense!  Hose,  I  never  wore 
a  red  dress  in  laj  life;  it  was  a  pink  silk;  but  you  know 
men  never  do  know  the  names  for  colors," 

"Well,  at  any  rate,"  said  Mr.  Van  Astrachan  hardily, 
"pink  or  red,  no  matter;  but  I'll  tell  you,  she  took  all 
before  her  that  evening.  There  were  Stuyvesants  and  Van 
Benaselaera  and  Livingstons,  and  all  sorts  of  grand  fellows 
in  her  train;  but,  somehow,  I  cut  'em  out.  There  is  no 
such  dancing  nowadays  as  there  was  when  wife  and  I  were 
young.  I  've  been  caught  once  or  twice  in  one  of  their 
parties;  and  I  don't  call  it  dancing.  I  call  it  draggle-tail- 
ing.  They  don't  take  any  steps,  and  there  is  no  spirit  in 
it." 

"Well,"  said  Rose,  "I  know  we  moderns  are  very  much 
to  be  pitied.  Papa  always  tells  me  the  same  story  about 
mamma  and  the  days  when  he  was  young.  But,  dear  Mrs. 
Van  Astrachan,  I  hope  you  won't  stay  a  moment,  on  my 
account,  after  you  get  tired.  I  suppose  if  you  are  just  seen 
with  me  there  in  the  beginning  of  the  evening  it  will  ma- 
tronize  me  enough;  and  then  I  have  engaged  to  dance  the 
german  with  Mr.  Endicott,  and  I  believe  they  keep  that  up 
till  nobody  knows  when.  But  I  am  determined  to  see  the 
whole  through." 
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"Yes,  yesl  see  it  all  through,"  said  Mr.  Van  Astrachim. 
"  Young  people  must  he  young.  It 's  alt  right  enough, 
and  you  won't  misa  my  Polly  after  you  get  fairly  into  it 
near  ao  much  as  I  shall.  I  '11  ait  up  for  her  till  twelve 
o'clock,  and  read  my  paper." 

Boae  was  at  first,  to  Eay  the  tnith,  bewildered  and  sur- 
prised by  the  perfect  labyrinth  of  fairy-land  which  Charlie 
Ferrola's  artistic  imagination  bad  created  in.  the  Follinga- 
bee  mansion.  Initiated  people,  who  bad  traveled  in  Eu- 
rope, aaid  it  put  them  in  mind  of  the  Jardin  Mabille;  and 
those  who  had  not  were  reminded  of  some  of  the  wonders 
of  "The  Black  Crook,"  There  were  apartments  turned 
into  bowers  and  grottoes,  where  the  gaslight  shimmered 
behind  veils  of  falling  water,  and  through  pendent  leaves  of 
all  sorts  of  strange  water-plants  of  tropical  regions.  There 
were  all  those  wonderful  leaf-plants  of  every  weird  device 
of  color,  which  have  been  conjured  up  by  tricka  of  modem 
gardening,  as  Kappaccini  ia  said  to  have  created  his  strange 
garden  in  Fadua.  There  were  beds  of  hyacinths  and  cro- 
cuses and  tulips,  made  to  appear  like  living  gema  by  the  jets 
of  gaslight  which  came  up  among  them  in  glass  flowers  of 
the  same  form.  Far  away  in  recesses  were  sofas  of  soft 
green  velvet  turf,  overahadowed  by  trailing  vines,  and  illu- 
minated with  moonlight  softness  by  bidden  alabaster  lamps. 
The  air  was  heavy  with  the  perfume  of  flowers,  and  the 
sound  of  music  and  dancing  from  the  ballroom  came  to 
these  recesses  softened  by  distance. 

The  FoUingsbee  mansion  occupied  a  whole  square  of  the 
city;  and  these  enchanted  bowers  were  created  hy  tempo- 
raiy  enlargements  of  the  conservatory  covering  the  ground 
of  the  garden.  With  money,  and  the  Croton  Water- 
works, and  all  the  !New  York  greenbouaes  at  disposal, 
nothing  was  impossible. 

There  was  in  this  reception  no  vulgar  rush  or  crush  or 
jam.     The  apartments  opened  were  ao  extenaive,  and  the 
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attractions  in  so  many  (liferent  directioiiB,  that  there  did 
not  appear  to  be  a  crowd  anywhere.  Tliere  waa  no  general 
table  Bet,  with  the  usual  liabilities  of  rush  and  cruBh;  but 
four  or  five  well-kept  rooms,  fragrant  with  flowers  and 
sparkling  with  silver  and  crystal,  were  ready  at  any  hoiir 
to  minister  to  the  guest  whatever  delicacy  or  dainty  he  or 
she  might  demand;  and  light-footed  waiters  circulated  with 
noiseless  obsequiousness  through  all  the  rooms,  ptoffering 
dainties  on  silver  trays, 

Mrs.  Van  Astrachan  and  Bose  at  first  found  themselves 
walking  everywhere,  ivith  a  fresh  and  lively  interest.  It 
was  something  quite  out  of  the  line  of  the  good  lady's 
previous  experience,  and  so  different  from  anything  she 
had  ever  seen  before  as  to  keep  her  in  a  state  of  placid 
astoniiihment.  Bose,  on  the  other  hand,  was  delighted 
and  excited ;  the  more  so  that  she  could  not  help  perceiv- 
ing that  she  herself  amid  ail  these  objects  of  beauty  was 
followed  by  the  admiring  glances  of  many  eyes. 

It  is  not  to  be  supposed  that  a  girl  so  handsome  as  Boae 
comes  to  her  twentieth  year  without  having  the  pretty 
secret  made  known  to  her  in  more  ways  than  one,  or  that 
thus  made  known  it  is  anything  but  agreeable;  but,  on  the 
present  occasion,  there  was  a  buzz  of  inquiry  and  a  crowd 
of  applicants  about  her;  and  her  dancing-list  seemed  in  a 
fair  way  to  he  soon  filled  up  for  the  evenuig,  Harry  telling 
her  laughingly  that  he  would  let  her  off  fi'om  everything 
hut  the  germon;  but  that  she  might  consider  her  engage 
ment  with  him  as  a  standing  one  whenever  troubled  with  an 
application  which  for  any  reason  she  did  not  wish  to  accept. 

Harry  assumed  towards  Eoso  that  air  of  brotherly  guard- 
ianship which  a  young  man  who  piques  himself  on  having 
seen  a  good  deal  of  the  world  likes  to  take  with  a  pretty 
girl  who  knows  less  of  it.  Besides,  he  rather  valued  him- 
self on  having  brought  to  the  reception  the  most  brilliant 
girl  of  the  evening. 
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Our  friend  Lillie,  liowever,  was  in  her  own  way  as  en- 
trancingly  beautiful  this  evening  ua  the  moat  perfect  mortal 
flesh  and  blood  could  be  made ;  and  Harry  went  back  to 
her  when  Rose  went  off  with  her  partuera  as  a  raoth  flies 
to  a  candle,  not  with  any  esjiresa  intention  of  burning  hia 
wings,  but  simply  because  lie  likes  to  be  dazzled,  and  likes 
the  bitter  excitement.  He  felt  now  that  he  had  power 
over  her,  —  a  bad,  a  dangerous  power  he  knew,  with  what 
of  conscienoe  waa  left  in  hira;  but  he  thought,  "Let  her 
take  her  own  risk."  And  so,  many  busy  gossips  saw  the 
handsome  young  man,  his  great  dark  eyes  kindled  with  an 
evil  light,  whirling  in  dizzy  mazes  with  this  clond  of  flossy 
mist;  out  of  which  looked  up  to  him  an  impassioned 
woman's  face,  and  eyes  that  said  what  tJiose  eyes  had  no 
right  to  say. 

There  are  times,  in  such  scenes  of  bewilderment,  when 
women  are  as  truly  out  of  their  own  control  by  nervous 
excitement  aa  if  thej  were  intoxicated;  and  Lillie's  looks 
and  words  and  actions  towards  Harry  were  as  open  a  decla- 
ration of  her  feelings  as  if  she  had  spoken  them  aloud  to 
every  one  present.  The  scandals  about  them  were  confirmed 
in  the  eyes  of  every  one  that  looked  on;  for  there  were 
plenty  of  people  present  in  whose  view  of  things  the  worst 
possible  interpretation  was  the  most  probable  one. 

Kosa  was  in  the  way,  during  the  course  of  the  evening, 
of  hearing  remarks  of  the  most  disagreeable  and  startling 
nature  with  regard  to  the  relations  of  Harry  and  Lillie  to 
each  other.  They  flUed  her  with  a  sort  of  horror,  as  if 
she  had  come  to  an  unwholesome  place ;  while  she  indig- 
nantly repelled  them  from  her  thoughts,  as  every  uncon- 
taminated  woman  will  the  first  suspicion  of  the  purity  of 
a  sister  woman.  In  Kose's  view  it  was  monstrous  and 
impossible.  Yet  when  she  stood  at  one  time  in  a  group 
to  see  them  waltzing,  she  started,  and  felt  a  cold  shudder, 
as  a  certain  instinctive  conviction  of  something  not  right 
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forced  itself  on  her.  She  closed  her  eyes,  and  wished 
herself  away;  wished  that  she  had  not  let  Mrs.  Van  Astra- 
chan  go  home  without  her;  wished  that  aomehody  would 
speak  to  LUlie  and  caution  her;  felt  an  indignant  rising 
of  her  heart  against  Harry,  and  wns  provoked  at  herself 
that  she  was  engaged  to  him  for  the  german. 

She  turned  away,  and  taking  the  arm  of  the  g 
with  her,  complained  of  the  heat  as  oppressive,  and  they 
sauntered  off  together  into  the  bowery  region  beyond. 

"Ob,  nowl  where  can  I  have  left  my  far 
suddenly  stopping. 

"Let  me  go  back  and  get  it  for  you,"  said  he  of  tlie 
whiskers  who  attended  her.  It  was  one  of  the  dancing 
young  men  of  New  York,  and  it  is  no  particular  matter 
what  his  name  was. 

"Thank  you,"  aaid  Rose;  "I  believe  I  left  it  on  the 
sofa  in  the  yeUow  drawing-room."  He  was  gone  in  a 
moment. 

Rose  wandered  on  a  little  way,  through  the  labyrinth 
of  flowers  and  shadowy  trees  and  fountains,  and  sat  down 
on  an  artificial  rock,  where  she  fell  into  a  deep  reverie. 
Rising  to  go  back,  she  missed  her  way,  and  became  quite 
lost,  and  went  on  uneasily,  conscious  that  she  had  commit- 
ted a  rudeness  in  not  waiting  for  her  attendant. 

At  this  moment  she  looked  through  a  distant  alcove  of 
shrubbery,  and  saw  Harry  and  Lillie  standing  together,  — 
she  with  both  hands  laid  upon  his  arm,  looking  up  to  him 
and  speaking  rapidly  with  an  imploring  accent.  She  saw 
him,  with  an  angry  frown,  push  Lillie  from  him  so  rudely 
that  she  almost  fell  backward,  and  sat  down  with  her 
Imndkercbief  to  her  eyes;  he  came  forward  hurriedly,  and 
met  the  eyes  of  Rose  fixed  upon  him. 

"Mr.  Endicott,"  she  said,  "I  have  to  ask  a  favor  of 
you.  "Will  you  be  bo  good  as  to  excuse  me  from  the 
german  to-night,  and  order  my  carriage  1 " 


i 


MI18.   FOLLDTGSBEE'S   PAKTT 


473 


"Why,  Miaa  Ferguson,  what  ia  the  matter!"  ho  said: 
"what  has  come  over  you)  I  hope  I  have  not  had  the 
misfortune  to  do  anything  to  displease  you  ? " 

Without  replying  to  this,  Eose  answered,  "I  feel  very 
unwell.  My  head  ia  aching  violently,  and  I  cannot  go 
through  the  rest  of  the  evening.  I  must  go  home  at 
once."  She  spoke  it  in  a  decided  tone  that  admitted  of 
no  question. 

Without  answer  Harry  Endicott  gave  her  hia  arm, 
accompanied  her  through  the  tinal  leave-takings,  went  with 
her  to  the  carriage,  put  her  in,  and  sprang  in  after  her. 
I  Hose  sank  back  on  her  seat,  and  remained  perfectly  silent; 
I  and  Harry,  after  a  few  remarks  of  hia  had  failed  to  elicit 
a  reply,  rode  hy  her  side  equally  silent  through  the  streeta 
homeward.  He  had  Mr.  Van  Astrachan's  latoh-key;  and 
when  the  carriage  stopped,  he  helped  Boae  to  alight,  and 
went  up  the  steps  of  the  house. 

"Mias  Ferguson,"  he  aaid  ahruptly,  "I  have  something 
I  want  to  say  to  you." 

"N"ot  now,  not  to-night,"  said  Rose  hurriedly.  "I  am 
too  tired,  and  it  is  too  ]at«." 

"To-morrow  then,"  he  said;  "I  shall  call  when  you 
will  have  had  time  to  be  rested,      Gixid-nightl" 


CHAPTER  XXn 
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Haeet  did  not  go  iMck  to  lead  the  gennan,  a 
been  engaged  to  do.  In  fact,  in  his  last  apologies  to  B 
FollingBbee,  he  had  excused  himself  on  account  of  his  p 
ner's  sudden  indisposition,  —  a  thing  which  made  t 
buzz  and  comniotiou,  though  the  missing  gap,  like  slJ  gapt 
great  and  little  in  human  society,  soon  found  somebody  t 
Ktep  into  it,  and  the  dance  went  on  just  as  gayly  as  j 
they  had  been  there. 

Meanwhile,  there  were  in  this  good  city  of  New  Toij 
a  couple  of  ttleepless  iudividuals,  revolving  many  thin 
uneasily  during  the  night  watches,  or  at  least  that  potticd 
of    the  night  watches    that    remained    after    they  reached 
home, — to  wit,  Mr.   Harry  Endicott  and  Miss  Rosa  I'er- 

What  had  taken  place  in  that  little  scene  between  Lillie 
nnd  Harry,  the  termination  of  which  was  seen  by  Eoaet 
We  are  not  going  to  give  a  minute  description.  The  puh- 
iic  has  already  been  circumstantially  instructed  by  such 
edifying  books  aa  "Cometh  Up  as  a  Flower,"  and  others  of 
a  like  turn,  in  what  manner  and  in  what  terms  married 
women  can  abdicate  the  dignity  of  their  sex,  and  degrade 
themselves  so  far  as  to  ofi'er  their  whole  life,  and  their 
whole  selves,  to  some  reluctant  man  with  too  much  re- 
maining conscience  or  prudence  to  accept  the  sacrifice. 

It  was  from  some  such  wild,  passionate  utterances  of 
Lillie  that  Harry  felt  a  recoil  of  mingled  conscience,  fear, 
and  that  disgust  which  man  feels  when  she,   whom  God 
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made  to  be  sought,  degrades  herself  to  seek.  There  is  no 
edification  and  no  propriety  in  liigbly  colored  mid  rainiite 
drawing  of  auuli  scenes  of  temptation  and  degradation, 
though  they  are  the  stock  and  staple  of  some  French 
novels,  and  more  disgusting  English  ones  made  on  their 
model.  Harry  felt  in  his  own  conscience  that  he  had  been 
acting  a  most  unworthy  part,  that  no  advances  on  the  part 
of  Lillie  could  excuse  bis  conduct ;  and  his  thoughts  went 
back  somewhat  regretfully  to  the  days  long  ago,  when  she 
was  a  fair,  pretty,  innocent  girl,  and  be  had  loved  her 
honestly  and  truly.  TJnperceived  by  himself,  the  character 
of  Rose  was  exerting  a  powerful  influence  over  him;  and 
when  he  met  that  look  of  pain  and  astonishment  which  he 
had  seen  in  her  large  blue  eyes  the  night  before,  it  seemed 
to  awaken  many  things  within  him.  It  is  astonishing  how 
blindly  people  sometimes  go  on  aa  to  the  character  of  their 
own  conduct,  till  suddenly,  like  a  torch  in  a  dark  place, 
the  light  of  another  person's  opinion  is  thrown  in  upon 
them,  and  they  begin  to  judge  themselves  under  the  quick- 
ening influence  of  another  person's  moral  magnetism. 
Then,  indeed,  it  often  happens  that  the  graves  give  up 
their  dead,  and  that  there  is  a  eort  of  interior  resurrection 
and  judgment. 

Harry  did  not  seem  to  be  consciously  thinking  of  Eose, 
and  yet  the  undertone  of  all  that  night's  uneasiness  was  a 
something  that  had  been  louaed  and  quickened  in  him  by 
hia  acquaintance  with  her.  How  he  loathed  himself  for 
the  last  few  weeks  of  hia  life!  How  he  loathed  that  hot, 
lurid,  murky  atmosphere  of  flirtation  and  passion  and 
French  sentimentality  in  which  he  had  been  living  I  — 
atmosphere  as  hard  to  draw  healthy  breuth  in  as  the  odor 
of  wilting  tuberoses  the  day  after  a  party. 

Harry  valued  Rose's  good  opinion  as  he  had  never 
valued  it  before;  and  as  he  thought  of  her  in  his  restless 
tossings,  she  seemed  to  him  something  as  pure,  as  whole- 
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some,  and  strong  aa  the  ait  of  his  native  New  England 
hills,  as  the  sweetbrier  and  sweet-fem  he  used  to  love  to 
gather  when  he  was  a  boy.  She  seemed  of  a  piece  with 
all  the  good  old  waye  of  New  Engknd, — its  household 
virtues,  ita  conscientious  sense  of  right,  its  exact  moral 
boundaries;  and  he  felt  somehow  aa  if  she  belonged  to  that 
healthy  portion  of  his  life  which  he  now  looked  baclc  upon 
with  something  of  regret. 

Then,  what  would  she  think  of  him!  They  had  beea 
friends,  he  said  to  himself;  they  had  passed  over  those 
boundaries  of  teasing  unreality  where  most  young  gentle- 
men and  young  ladies  nro  content  to  hold  converse  with 
each  other,  and  had  talked  together  reasonably  and  seri- 
ously, saying  in  some  hours  what  they  really  thought  and 
felt.  And  Rose  had  impressed  him  at  times  hy  her  silence 
and  reticence  in  certain  connections,  and  on  certain  sub- 
jects, with  a  sense  of  Bomething  hidden  and  veiled, — a 
rcEeiTsd  force  that  he  longed  still  further  to  penetrate. 
But  now,  he  said  to  himself,  he  must  have  fallen  in  her 
opinion.  Why  was  she  so  cold,  so  almost  haughty,  in  her 
treatment  of  him  the  night  before )  He  felt  in  the  atmos- 
phere around  her,  and  in  the  touch  of  her  hand,  that  she 
was  quivering  like  a  galvanic  Imttery  with  the  suppressed 
force  of  some  powerful  emotion ;  and  his  own  conscience 
dimly  interpreted  to  him  what  it  might  be. 

To  say  the  truth.  Rose  was  terribly  aroused.  And  there 
was  a  great  deal  in  her  to  be  aroused,  for  she  had  a  strong 
nature;  and  the  whole  force  of  womanhood  in  her  had 
never  received  such  a  shock. 

Whatever  may  bo  sooffingly  aaid  of  the  readineaa  of 
women  to  pull  one  another  down,  it  is  certain  that  the 
highest  class  of  them  have  the  feminine  esprit 
measely  strong,  The  humiliation  of  another  i 
to  them  their  own  humiliation ;  and  man's  lordly  contempt 
for  another  woman  seems  like  contempt  of  themselves. 
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Tha  deepest  feeling  roused  in  Rose  by  the  scenes  which 
ahe  saw  last  night  was  concern  for  the  honor  of  woman- 
hood; and  her  indignation  at  first  did  not  strike  where  we 
are  told  woman's  indignation  does,  on  the  woman,  but  on 
the  man.  Loving  John  Seymour  as  a  brother  from  her 
childhood,  feeling  in  the  intimacy  in  which  thoy  had 
grown  up  as  if  their  families  had  been  one,  the  thoughts 
that  had  been  forced  upon  her  of  his  wife  the  night  beforo 
had  struck  to  her  heart  with  tiie  weight  of  a  terrible  afflic- 
tion. She  judged  Lillie  as  a  pure  woman  generally  judges 
another,  out  of  herself,  —  and  could  not  and  would  not 
believe  that  the  gross  and  base  construction  which  had  been 
put  upon  her  conduct  was  the  true  one.  She  looked  upon 
her  as  led  astray  by  inordinate  vanity,  and  the  hopeless 
levity  of  an  undeveloped,  unreflecting  habit  of  mind.  She 
was  indignant  with  Harry  for  the  part  that  he  had  taken 
in  the  afi'air,  and  indignant  and  vexed  with  herself  for  the 
degree  of  freedom  and  intimacy  which  she  had  been  suffer- 
ing to  grow  up  between  him  and  herself.  Her  first  impulse 
was  to  break  it  off  altogether,  aud  have  nothing  more  to 
say  to  or  do  with  him.  She  felt  as  if  she  would  like  to 
take  the  short  course  which  young  girls  Bometimes  take 
out  of  the  first  serious  mortification  or  trouble  in  their  lives, 
and  run  away  from  it  altogether.  She  would  have  Hked 
to  havo  packed  her  trunk,  taken  her  seat  on  hoard  the 
cars,  and  gone  home  to  Springdale  the  next  day,  and  for- 
gotten all  about  the  whole  of  it;  but  then,  what  should 
she  say  to  Mrs.  Van  Aatrachan !  what  account  could  she 
give  for  the  sudden  breaking  up  of  her  visit  1 

Then,  there  was  Harry  going  to  call  on  her  the  next 
day  I  What  ought  she  to  say  to  hiral  On  the  whole,  it 
was  a  delicate  matter  for  a  young  girl  of  twenty  to  manage 
alone.  How  she  longed  to  have  the  counsel  of  her  sister 
or  her  mother!  She  thought  of  Mrs.  Van  Astrachan;  but 
then,  again,  she  did  not  wish  to  disturb  that  good  lady's 
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pleasant,   confidential  relations  with  Harry,  and  tell  1 
of  him  out  of  school ;  bo,  on  llie  whole,  she  had  a 
and  uncomfortable  night  of  it. 

Mrs,    Van  Astrachan  expressed  her  surprise  at  t 
Rose  take  her  place  at  the  breakfast-tahle  the  next  mom 
iiig.      "Dear  me!"  she  said,  "I  was  just  telling  Jane  t 
have  some  breakfast  kept  for  ;ou.     I  had  no  idea  of  s< 
you  down  at  this  time." 

"But,"  said  Rose,  "I  gave  out  entirely,  and  c 
only  an  hour  after  you  did.      The  fact  ia,  we  country  girlft 
can't  stand  this  sort  of  thing.      I  had  suuh  a  terrible  h 
ache,  and  felt  so  tired  and  exhausted,  that  I  got  Mr.  Endi- 
cott  to  bring  me  away  before  the  gcrman." 

"Blesa  me  I"  said  Mr.  Van  Astrachan;  "why,  you're 
not  at  ail  up  to  enufC!  Why,  Polly,  you  and  I  used  to 
stick  it  out  till  daylight !  did  n't  we ! " 

"Well,  you  see,  Mr.  Van  Astrachan,  I  hadn't  anybody 
like  you  to  stick  it  out  witi,"  said  Rose.  "Perhaps  that 
made  the  difference." 

"Oh,  well,  now,  I  am  sure  there's  our  Harry!  lam 
sure  a  girl  must  be  difficult  if  he  doesn't  suit  her  for  a 
beau,"  said  the  good  gentleman. 

"Oh,  Mr.  Endicott  is  al!  well  enough!"  said  Rose; 
"only,  you  observe,  not  precisely  to  me  what  you  were  to 
the  lady  you  call  Polly,  —  that '  s  all. " 

"Ha,  ha!"  laughed  Mr.  Van  Astrachan.  "Well,  to  be 
sure,  that  does  make  a  difference ;  but  Harry  's  a  nice  fel- 
low, nice  fellow,  Miss  Rose;  not  many  fellows  like  him, 
as  I  think." 

"Yes,  indeed,"  chimed  ia  Mrs.  Van  Astrachan.  "I 
have  n't  a  son  in  the  world  that  I  think  more  of  than  I  do 
of  Harry;  he  has  such  a  good  heart." 

Now,  the  fact  was,  this  eulogistic  strain  that  the  worthy 
couple  were  very  prone  to  fall  into  in  speaking  of  Harry 
to  Rose  was  this  morning  moat  especially  annoying  to  her; 
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and  she  tinned  the  subject  at  once,  by  chattering  so  fluently, 
and  with  such  minute   details   of  description,   about  the 

angementa  of  the  rooms  and  tbo  flowers  and  the  lamps 

and  the  fountains  and  the  cascades,  and  all  the  fairy-laud 

wonders  of  the  Follingsbee  party,  that  the  good  pair  found 

-  themselves  constrained  to  be  listeners  during  the  rest  of 

the  time  devoted  to  the  morning  meal. 

It  will  be  found  that  good  young  ladies,  while  of  course 
they  have  all  the  innocence  of  the  dove,  do  display  upon 
emergencies  a  considerable  share  of  the  wisdom  of  the  ser- 
pent. And  on  this  same  mother  wit  and  wisdom  Rose 
called  internally,  when  that  day,  about  eleven  o'clock,  she 
was  summoned  to  the  library,  to  give  Harry  his  audience. 

Truth  to  say,  she  was  in  a  state  of  excited  womanhood 
vastly  becoming  to  her  general  appearance,  and  entered  the 
library  with  flushed  cheeks  and  head  erect,  like  one  pre- 
pared to  stand  for  herself  and  for  her  sex.  Harry,  how- 
ever, wore  a  mortified,  semi- penitential  air,  that,  on  the 
fli-st  glance,  rather  mollified  her.  Still,  however,  she  was 
not  sufficiently  clement  to  give  him  the  least  assistance  in 
opening  the  conversation,  by  the  suggestions  of  any  of 
those  nice  little  oily  nothings  with  which  ladies,  when  in 
a  gracious  mood,  can  smooth  the  path  for  a  difficult  confes- 
sion. She  sat  very  quietly,  with  her  hands  before  her, 
while  Harry  walked  tumultuously  up  and  down  the  room. 

"Miaa  Ferguson,"  he  said  at  last  abruptly,  "I  know 
you  are  thinking  ill  of  me." 

Miss  Ferguson  did  not  reply. 

"I  had  hoped,"  he  said,  "that  there  had  been  a  little 
something  more  than  mere  acquaintance  between  us,  I 
had  hoped  you  looked  upon  me  as  a  friend." 

"I  did,  Mr.  Endicott,"  said  Eose. 

"  And  you  do  not  now  J " 

"  I  cannot  say  that, "  she  said,  after  a  pause ;  "  but,  Mr. 
Endicott,  if  we  are  friends,  you  must  give  me  the  liberty 
to  speak  plainly," 
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"That  'b  exactly  what  I  want  you  to  do!  "  be  said  im- 
petuously; "that  is  just  what  I  wish." 

"Allow  me  to  ask,  then,  if  you  are  an  early  friend  and 
family  connection  of  Mrs,  John  Seymour  1" 

"  I  was  an  early  friend,  and  am  somewhat  of  a  family 
connection. " 

"That  ia,  I  understand  there  has  been  a  ground  in  yoni 
past  history  for  you  to  be  on  a  footing  of  a  certain  family 
intimacy  with  Mrs.  Seymour;  in  that  case,  Mr.  En<licott, 
I  think  you  ought  to  have  considered  yourself  tlie  guai'dian 
of  her  honor  and  reputation,'  and  not  allowed  her  to  be 
compromised  on  your  account." 

The  blood  flushed  into  Harry'e  lace,  and  he  atood 
abashed  and  silent.  Ease  went  on,  "I  was  shocked,  I 
was  astonished,  last  night,  because  I  could  not  help  over- 
bearing  the  most  disagreeable,  the  most  painful  remarks  on 
you  and  her,  — remarks  most  unjust,  I  am  quite  sure,  but 
for  which  I  fear  you  have  given  too  much  reason  I  " 

"Miss  Ferguson,"  said  Harry,  stopping  as  he  walked  up 
and  down,  "I  confess  I  have  been  wrong  and  done  wrong; 
but  if  you  knew  all,  you  might  see  how  I  have  been  led 
into  it.  That  woman  has  been  the  evil  fate  of  my  life. 
Years  ago,  when  we  were  both  young,  I  loved  her  as  hon- 
estly as  man  could  love  a  woman;  and  ate  professed  to 
love  me  in  return.  But  I  was  poor,  and  she  would  not 
marry  me.  She  sent  me  o£F,  yet  she  would  not  let  me 
forget  her.  She  would  always  write  to  me  just  enough  to 
l;eep  up  hope  and  interest;  and  she  knew  for  years  that 
all  my  object  in  striving  for  fortune  was  to  win  her.  At 
last,  when  a  lucky  stroke  made  me  suddenly  rich,  and  I 
came  home  to  seek  her,  1  found  her  married,  — married, 
as  she  owns,  without  love,  — married  for  wealth  and  aiiihi- 
tion.  I  don't  justify  myself, —I  don't  pretend  to;  but 
when  she  met  me  vritii  her  old  smiles  and  her  old  charms, 
and  told  me  she  loved  me  still,  it  roused  the  very  devil 


THE   SPIDER-WEB   BEOKES 


481 


in  me.  I  wanted  revenge.  I  wanted  to  humble  her,  and 
make  her  suffer  all  she  had  made  me;  and  I  didn't  care 
what  came  of  it," 

Harry  spoke,  trembling  with  emotion;  and  Rose  felt 
almost  terrilied  with  the  storm  she  had  raised. 

"Oh,  Mr.  Endicott!"  she  said,  "was  this  worthy  of 
youl  was  there  nothing  better,  higher,  more  manly  than 
this  poor  revenge?  You  men  are  stronger  than  we ;  you 
have  the  world  in  your  hands;  you  have  a  thousand  re- 
sources where  we  have  only  one.  And  you  ought  to  be 
stronger  and  nobler  according  to  your  advantages;  you 
ought  to  rise  superior  to  the  temptations  tliat  beaet  a  poor, 
weak,  ill-educated  woman,  whom  everybody  has  been  flat- 
tering from  her  cradle,  and  whom  you,  I  dare  say,  have 
helped  to  flatter,  turning  her  head  with  compliments,  like 
all  the  rest  of  them,  Come,  now,  is  not  there  Bomething 
in  that  1 " 

"Well,  I  Buppoae,"  said  Harry,  "that  when  Lilite  and 
I  were  giri  and  boy  together,  I  did  flatter  her,  sincerely 
that  is.  Her  beauty  made  a  fool  of  me;  and  I  helped 
make  a  fool  of  her." 

"And  I  dare  say,"  said  Rose,  "you  told  her  that  all  she 
■was  made  for  was  to  be  charming,  and  encouraged  her  to 
live  the  life  of  a  butterfly  or  canary-bird.  Did  you  ever 
try  to  strengthen  her  principles,  to  educate  her  mind,  to 
make  her  strong?  On  the  contrary,  haven't  you  been 
bowing  down  and  adoring  her  for  being  weak?  It  seems 
to  me  that  Lillie  is  exactly  the  kind  of  woman  that  you. 
men  educate,  by  the  way  you  look  on  women,  and  the  way 
you  treat  them." 

Harry  sat  in  silence,  raminating. 

"Now,"  said  Hose,  "it  seems  to  me  it's  the  most  cow- 
ardly and  unmanly  thing  in  the  world  for  men,  with  every 
advantage  in  their  hands,  with  all  the  strength  that  their 
kind  of  education  gives  them,  with  all  their  opportunities. 
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—  a  thousand  to  our  one,  —  to  hunt  down  these  poor  little 
silly  women,  whom  society  keeps  stunted  and  dwarfed  for 
their  special  amusement." 

"Miss  Ferguson,  you  are  very  severe,"  said  Harry,  his 
face  flushing. 

"Well,"  said  Rose,  "you  have  this  advantage,  Mr.  Eu- 
dicott;  you  know,  if  I  am,  the  world  will  not  he.  Every- 
body will  take  your  part;  everybody  will  smile  on  you, 
and  condemn  her.  That  is  generous,  ia  it  not !  I  think, 
after  all,  !Noah  Claypole  is  n't  so  very  uncommon  a  picture 
of  the  way  that  your  lordly  sex  turn  round  and  cast  all 
the  blame  on  oiira.  You  will  never  make  me  believe  in 
a  protracted  ilirtation  between  a  gentleman  and  lady,  where 
at  least  half  the  blame  does  not  lie  on  bis  lordship's  aide. 
I  always  aaid  that  a  woman  had  no  need  to  have  offers 
made  her  by  a  man  she  could  not  love,  if  she  conducted 
herself  properly;  and  I  think  the  same  ia  true  in  regard 
to  men.  But  then,  as  I  said  before,  you  have  the  world 
on  your  side ;  nine  j^ersons  out  of  ten  see  no  possible  harm 
in  a  man's  taking  every  advantage  of  a  woman,  if  she  will 
let  him. " 

"But  I  care  more  for  the  opinion  of  the  tenth  person 
than  of  the  nine,"  said  Harry;  "I  care  more  for  what  yon 
thuik  than  any  of  them.  Your  words  are  severe,  hut  I 
think  they  are  just." 

"Oh,  Mr.  Endicottl"  said  Rose,  "live  for  something 
higher  than  for  what  I  think,  —  than  for  what  any  one 
thinks.  Think  how  many  glorious  chances  there  are  for 
a  noble  career  for  a  young  man  with  your  fortune,  with 
your  leisure,  with  your  influence !  is  it  for  you  to  waste 
life  in  this  unworthy  wayl  If  I  had  your  chances  I 
would  try  to  do  something  worth  doing." 

Kose's  face  kindled  with  enthusiasm,  and  Harry  looked 
at  her  with  admiration.  "Tell  me  what  I  ought  to  do!  " 
he  said. 
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"I  cannot  tell  you,"  said  Rose;  "but  where  tlicre  ia  a 
will  thi!ro  ia  a  way;  and  if  jou  have  the  will,  you  ivill 
find  the  way.  But,  first,  you  must  try  and  repair  the 
mischief  you  have  done  to  Lillie.  By  your  own  account 
of  the  matter,  you  have  been  encouragiog  and  keeping  up 
a  sort  of  silly,  romantic  excitement  in  her.  It  i 
than  silly ;  it  ia  siiiful.  It  is  trifiing  with  her  best  inter- 
ests in  this  lite  and  the  life  to  come.  And  I  think  you 
must  know  that,  if  you  had  treated  her  like  an  honest, 
plain-spoken  brother  or  cousin,  without  any  trumpery  of 
gallantry  or  sentiment,  things  would  have  never  got  to  be 
as  they  are.  You  could  have  prevented  all  this;  and  you 
can  put  an  end  to  it  now." 

"Honestly,  I  will  try,"  said  Harry,  "I  will  begin,  by 
confessing  my  faults  like  a  good  boy,  and  take  the  blame 
on  myself  where  it  belongs,  and  try  to  make  Lillie  see 
things  like  a  good  girl.  But  she  is  in  bad  surroundings, 
and  if  I  were  her  husband,  I  wouldn't  let  her  stay  there 
another  day.  There  are  no  morals  in  that  circle;  it  'a  all 
a  perfect  crush  of  decaying  garbage." 

"I  think,"  said  Rose,  "that  if  this  thing  goes  no  fur- 
ther, it  will  gradually  die  out  even  in  that  circle ;  and  in 
the  better  circlea  of  New  York,  I  trust  it  will  not  be  heard 
of.  Mrs.  Van  Aatrachan  and  I  will  appear  publicly  with 
Lillie;  and  if  ahe  is  seen  with  ua,  and  at  this  house,  it 
wilt  be  auflicient  to  eontradict  a  dozen  slanders.  She  has 
the  noblest,  kindest  husband,  —  one  of  the  beat  men  and 
truest  gentlemen  I  ever  knew." 

"X  pity  him  then,"  said  Harry. 

"He  ia  to  be  pitied,"  said  Rose;  "but  hia  work  is  be- 
fore bim.  This  woman,  auch  as  she  is,  with  all  her  faults, 
he  baa  taken  for  better  or  for  worse ;  and  all  true  friends 
and  good  people,  both  bis  and  hers,  should  help  both  aides 
to  make  the  best  of  it." 

"I  ehould  say,"  said  Harry,  "that  there  is  in  this  no 
beat  side." 
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"I  think  yoii  do  Lillie  injustice,"  said  Rose.  "There 
IB,  and  muBt  be,  good  in  every  one ;  and  gradually  the 
good  in  hira  will  overcome  the  evil  in  her." 

"Let  US  hope  so,"  said  Harry.  "And  now,  Miaa  Fer- 
guson, may  I  hope  that  you  won't  quite  cross  my  name 
out  of  your  good  bookt  You'll  be  frienda  with  me, 
won't  you?" 

"  Oh,  certainly  I  "  aaid  Boae,  with  a  frank  smile. 

"Well,  let's  shake  hands  on  that,"  said  Harry,  rising 
to  go. 

Hose  gave  him  her  hand,  and  the  tvo  parted  in  all 
amity. 
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Habby  went  straightway  from  the  interview  to  call 
upon  Lillie,  and  had  a  conTeisation  with  her;  in  which 
he  conducted  himself  like  a  saber,   discreet,    and  rational 

a.  It  was  one  of  those  daylight,  matter-of-fact  kinds 
of  talks,  with  no  iion!?eiiEe  about  them,  in  which  things 
are  called  by  their  right  names.      He  confessed  lua  own 

3,  and  took  upon  his  own  shoulders  the  hlame  that 
properly  belonged  there,  and  having  thus  cleared  his  con- 

mce,  took  occasion  to  give  Lillie  a  deal  of  grandfatherly 
advice,  of  a  very  sedative  tendency. 

They  had  both  been  very  silly,  he  said;  and  the  next 
atep  to  being  silly  very  often  was  to  he  wicked.  For  his 
part,  he  thought  she  ought  to  he  thankful  for  ao  good  a 
hushand;  and  for  bis  own  part,  he  should  lose  no  time  in 
trying  to  find  a  good  wife,  who  would  help  him  to  be  a 

■d  man,  and  do  something  worth  doing  in  the  world. 
He  had  given  people  occasion  to  say  ill-natured  things 
about  her,  and  he  was  sorry  for  it.  But  if  they  stopped 
being  imprudent,  the  world  would  in  time  stop  talking. 
He  hoped,  some  of  these  days,  to  bring  his  wife  down  to 

!  her,  and  to  make  the  acquaintance  of  her  husband, 
whom  he  knew  to  be  a  capital  fellow,  and  one  that  she 
ought  to  be  proud  of. 

Thus,  by  the  intervention  of  good  angels,  the  little 
paper-nautilus  bark  of  Lillie's  fortunes  was  prevented  from 
{joing  down  in  the  great  ugly  maelstrom,  on  the  verge  of 
which  it  had  been  so  heeiUessly  sailing. 
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Harry  was  not  alow  in  piiBhing  the  advRntage  of  1 
treaty  of  friendahip  with  Eose  to  its  utmost  limits,  and  I 
being  a  young  gentleman  of  parts  and  proficiency,  he  made 
rapid  progress.  The  interview  of  course  immediately  bred 
the  necessity  for  at  least  a  dozen  more ;  for  he  had  to  ex- 
plain this  thing,  and  quality  that,  and,  on  reflection,  would 
find  by  the  nest  day  that  the  explanation  and  qualification 
required  a  atill  further  elucidation.  Kose  also,  after  the 
first  conversation  was  over,  was  troubled  at  her  own  bold- 
ness, and  at  the  things  that  she  in  her  state  of  excitement 
had  said,  and  so  was  only  too  glad  to  accord  interviews' 
and  explanations  as  often  as  sought,  and,  on  the  whole, 
was  in  the  inost  favorable  state  towards  her  penitent. 
Hence  came  many  calls,  and  many  conferences  with  Kose 
in  the  library,  to  Mrs.  Van  Astracban's  great  satisfaction, 
and  concerning  which  Mi.  Van  Aatraeban  had  many  sujv 
presaed  chuckles  and  knowing  winks  at  Polly. 

"How,  pa,  don't  you  say  a  word,"  said  Mrs.  Van  Aetra- 

"Oh  no,  Polly  I  catch  me!  I  see  a  great  deal,  but  I 
say  nothing,"  said  the  good  gentleman,  with  a  jocular 
quiver  of  his  portly  person.  "I  don't  say  anything, — 
oh  no!  by  no  manner  of  means." 

Neither  at  present  did  Harry;  neither  do  we. 


CHAPTER   XXIV 


SENTIMENT    VEKSU9  SENSIBrLITY 

The  poet  has  feelingly  sung  the  coEdition  of  the 

"  banquet-ball  deserted, 
WbDse  liglils  arc  tied, 
Whose  girlaiida  dcul,"  etc., 

and  so  we  Beed  not  cast  the  daylight  of  minute  description 
on  the  FoUingabee  manBion. 

Charlie  Ferrola,  however,  waa  Humraoned  away  at  early 
daylight,  juat  as  the  last  of  the  revelers  were  dispersing, 
by  0,  hurried  messenger  from  bis  wife;  and  a  few  momenta 
after  ho  entered  his  house,  he  was  standing  beside  his 
dying  baby,  —  the  little  fellow  whom  we  have  seen  brought 
down  on  Mrs.   Ferrola's  arm,    to  greet  the  call  of  Mrs. 
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It  is  an  awful  thing  for  people  of  the  flimsy,  vain,  pain- 
shunning,  pleasure-seeking  character  of  Charlie  Ferrola  to 
be  taken  at  times,  as  such  people  will  he,  in  the  grip  of 
an  inexorable  power,  and  held  face  to  face  with  the  stern- 
est, the  most  awful,  the  most  frightful  realities  of  life. 
Charlie  Ferrola  was  one  of  those  whose  softness  and  piti- 
fulness,  like  that  of  sentimentalists  generally,  was  only  one 
form  of  intense  selfishness.  The  sight  of  sufTering  pained 
him;  and  his  first  impulse  was  to  get  out  of  the  way  of  it. 
Suffering  that  he  did  not  see  was  nothing  to  him;  and 
if  his  wife  or  children  were  in  any  trouble,  he  would  have 
liked  very  well  to  have  known  nothing  about  it. 

But  here  he  was,  by  the  bedside  of  this  little  creature, 
dying  in  the  agonies   of   slow  suffocation,    roiling  up  its 
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dark,  imploring  eyes,  and  lifting  its  poor  little  helpless 
hands ;  and  Charlie  Fecrola  broke  out  into  the  most  vio- 
lent and  extravagant  demonstration s  of  grief.  The  pale, 
firm  little  woman,  who  had  watched  all  night,  and  in  whose 
tranquil  face  a  light  as  if  from  heaven  was  beaming,  had  to 
assume  the  care  of  him,  in  addition  to  that  of  her  dying 
child.      He  was  another  helpless  burden  on  her  hands. 

There  came  a  day  when  the  house  was  filled  with  white 
flowers,  and  people  came  and  went,  and  holy  words  were 
spoken;  and  the  fairest  flower  of  all  was  carried  out,  to 
return  to  the  house  no  more. 

"  That  woman  is  a  most  unnatural  and  peculiar  woman ! " 
said  Mrs.  FoUingsbee,  who  had  been  most  active  and  pa- 
tronizing in  sending  flowers,  and  attending  to  the  scenic 
arrangements  of  the  funeral.  "It  is  just  what  I  always 
said:  she  is  a  perfect  statue;  she's  no  kind  of  feeling. 
Tliere  was  Charlie,  poor  fellow  I  so  sick  that  he  had  to  go 
to  bed,  perfectly  overcome,  and  have  somebody  to  sit  up 
with  him;  and  there  was  that  woman  never  shed  a  tear, 
—  went  round  attending  to  everything,  just  like  a  piece 
of  clockwork.  Well,  I  suppose  people  are  happier  for 
being  made  so;  people  that  have  no  sensibility  are  better 
fitted  to  get  through  the  world.  But,  gracious  rae!  I  can't 
understand  such  people.  There  she  stood  at  the  grave, 
looking  so  calm,  when  Charlie  was  sobbing  so  that  he  could 
hardly  hold  himself  up.  Well,  it  really  wasn't  respect- 
able. I  think,  at  least,  I  would  keep  my  veil  down,  and 
keep  my  handkerchief  up.  Poor  Charlie !  he  came  to  me 
at  last;  and  I  gave  way.  I  was  completely  broken  down, 
I  must  confess.  Poor  fellow !  he  told  me  there  was  no 
conceiving  his  misery.  That  baby  was  the  very  idol  of 
his  soul;  all  his  hopes  of  life  were  centred  in  it.  He 
really  felt  tempted  to  rebel  at  Providence.  He  said  that 
he  really  could  not  talk  with  his  wife  on  the  subject.  Ha 
could  not  enter  into  her  Bubmission  at  all;  it  aeemed  to 
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him  like  a  wont  of  feeling.  He  said  of  course  it  was  n't 
her  fault  that  ahe  was  made  one  way  and  he  another." 

In  fact,  Mr.  Charlie  Ferrola  took  to  the  pink  satin  bou- 
doir with  a  more  languishing  persiatency  than  ever,  requir- 
ing to  be  stayed  with  flagons,  and  comforted  with  apples, 
and  receiving  sentimental  calls  of  condolence  from  fair 
admirers,  made  aware  of  the  intense  poignancy  of  his  grief. 
A  lovely  poem,  called  "My  Withered  BloBsom,"  which 
appeared  in  a  fashionable  magazine  shortly  after,  was  the 
outcome  of  this  experience,  and  increased  the  fashionable 
sympathy  to  the  highest  degree. 

Honest  Mrs,  Van  Astrachau,  however,  though  not  ac- 
quainted with  Mrs.  Ferrola,  went  to  the  funeral  with  Rose, 
and  the  next  day  her  carriage  was  seen  at  Mrs,  Ferrola'a 
door. 

"  You  poor  little  darling  I "  shD  said,  as  she  came  up 
and  took  Mrs,  Ferrola  in  her  arms.  "You  must  let  me 
oome,  and  not  mind  me;  for  I  know  all  about  it,  I  lost 
the  dearest  little  baby  once ;  and  I  have  never  forgotten  it. 
There!  there,  darling!"  she  said,  as  the  little  woman 
broke  into  sobs  in  her  arms.  "Yes,  yes;  do  cry!  it  will 
do  your  little  heart  good." 

There  are  people  who,  wherever  they  move,  freeze  the 
hearts  of  those  they  touch,  and  chOl  all  demonstration  of 
feeling;  and  there  are  warm  natures,  that  unlock  every 
fountain,   and  bid  every  feeling  gush  forth.     The  reader 

s  seen  these  two  types  in  this  story. 

"Wife,"  said  Mr.  Van  Astrachan,  coming  to  Mrs.  V. 
confidentially  a  day  or  two  after,  "I  wonder  if  you  remem- 
ber any  of  your  French.      What  is  a  liaison  ?  " 

"Keally,  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Van  Astrachan,  whose  reading 
of  late  years  had  been  mostly  confined  to  such  memoirs  as 
that  of  Mrs.  Isabella  Graham,  Doddridge's  "Else  and  Pro- 
gress," and  Baxter's  "Saint's  Rest,"  "it's  a  great  while 


PIHK  ASS  VUTTB  1 

since  I  read  any  French.      What  do  you  want  to  1 
fori" 

"Well,  there's  Ben  Stnyvesant  was  aaying  this  morn- 
ing, in  Wall  Street,  that  there  's  a  great  deal  of  talk  ahout 
that  Mrs,  Follingghee  and  that  young  fellow  whose  bahy's 
funeral  you  went  to.  Ben  Bays  there  'a  a  liaison  between 
her  and  him.  I  didn't  ask  him  what  'twas;  but  it's 
something  or  other  with  a  French  name  that  makes  talk, 
and  I  don't  think  it's  respectable!  I'm  sorry  that  you 
and  Kose  went  to  her  party;  hut  then  that  can't  he  helped 
now.  I  'm  afraid  this  Mrs.  Follingsbee  is  no  sort  of 
a  woman,  after  all." 

"Hut,  pa,  I  've  been  to  call  on  Mrs.  Ferrola,  poor  little 
afflicted  thing  I"  said  Mrs.  Van  Astrachan.  "I  couldn't 
help  it  I     You  know  how  we  felt  when  little  Willie  died." 

"Oh,  certainly,  Polly [  call  on  the  poor  woman  hy  all 
means,  and  do  all  you  can  to  comfort  her;  hut  from  all  I 
can  find  out,  that  handsome  jackanapes  of  a  husband  of 
hers  is  just  the  poorest  trash  going.  They  say  this  Fol- 
lingsbee woman  half  supports  him.  The  time  was  in  New 
York  when  such  doings  wouldn't  be  allowed;  and  I  don't 
think  callmg  things  by  French  names  makes  them  a  hit 
better.  So  yon  just  be  careful,  and  steer  as  clear  of  her 
ae  you  can." 

"I  will,  pa,  just  as  clear  as  I  can;  but  you  know  Eose 
is  a  friend  of  Mrs,  John  Seymour;  and  J&s.  Seymour  is 
visiting  at  Mrs.  Follingsbee 's." 

"Her  husband  oughtn't  to  let  her  stay  there  another 
day,"  said  Mr.  Van  Astrachan.  "It's  aa  much  as  any 
woman's  reputation  is  worth  to  be  staying  with  her.  To 
think  of  that  fellow  being  dancing  and  capering  at  that 
Jezebel's  house  the  night  his  bahy  was  dying! " 

"Oh,  but,  pa,  he  didn't  know  it." 

"Know  it  J  he  ought  to  have  known  itl  What  business 
has  a  man  to  get  a  woman  with  a  lot  of  babies  ronnd  her. 
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^^■■nd  then  go  capering  oif  ?  'T  was  n't  the  way  I  did,  Polly, 
^^^rjou  kaow,  when  our  babies  were  young.  I  was  always  on 
^^H'the  spot  there,  ready  to  take  the  bahy,  and  walk  up  and 
^^V  down  with  it  nighte,  so  that  you  might  get  your  sleep; 
^^H:and  I  always  had  it  my  side  of  the  bed  half  the  night. 
^^H  I  'd  like  to  have  seen  myself  out  at  a  boll,  and  you  sitting 
^^K  up  with  a  sick  baby !  I  tell  you,  that  if  I  caught  any  of 
^^M  tny  boys  up  to  such  tricks,  I  'd  cut  them  out  of  my  will, 
^^M  fmd  settle  the  money  on  their  wives,  —  that 's  what  I 
^^m  -would  1 " 

^^H  "  Well,  pa,  I  shall  try  and  do  all  in  my  power  for  poor 
^^KMrs.  Ferrola,"  said  Mrs.  Van  Astrachan;  "and  you  may 
^^K  be  quite  sure  I  won't  take  another  step  towards  Mrs,  Fol- 
^^K  lingsbee's  acquaintance." 

^^B  "It  'a  a  pity,"  said  Mr.  Van  Astrachan,  "that  aomebody 
^^^■dDOuldn't  put  it  into  Mr.  John  Seymour's  head  to  send  for 
^^VHs  wife. 

"I  don't  see,  for  my  part,  what  respectable  women  want 
to  be  gallivanting  and  high-fiyiiig  on  theii  own  separate 
account  for,  away  from  their  husbands  1  Goods  that  are 
sold  shouldn't  go  back  to  the  shop- windows,"  said  the 
good  gentleman,  all  whose  views  of  life  were  of  the  moat 
old-fashioned,  domestic  kind, 

I  "Well,  dear,  we  don't  want  to  talk  to  Eoae  about  any 
of  this  scandal,"  said  his  wife. 
"No,  no;  it  would  be  a  pity  to  put  anything  bad  into 
a  nice  girl's  head,"  said  Mr.  Van  Astrachan.  "You  might 
caution  her  in  a  general  way,  you  know;  tell  her,  for 
instance,  that  I  've  heard  of  thiuga  that  make  me  feel  you 
ought  to  draw  off.  Why  can't  some  bird  of  the  air  tell 
that  littie  Seymour  woman's  busljand  to  get  her  home?  " 
The  little  Seymour  woman's  husband,  though  not  warned 
by  any  particular  bird  of  the  air,  was  not  backward  in 
taking  steps  for  the  recall  of  his  wife,  as  shall  hereafter 
appear. 
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Some  weeks  bad  passed  in  Springdale  while  these  affs 
had  been  going  on  in  New  York.  The  time  for  the 
riage  of  Grace  had  been  set,  and  she  bad  gone  to  BoE 
to  attend  to  that  preparatory  shopping  which  even 
moat  senaihle  of  the  sex  discover  to  be  indispensable 

Grace  inclined,  in  the  centre  of  her  eonl,  (;n  ^nstoi 
— THtfe«E_HiliaJJeB'-3fM'k"preTerenees.  She  had  the  innocent 
impreaaion  that  a  classical  severity  and  a  rigid  reticence 
of  taste  pervaded  even  the  rebellious  department  of  feminine 
millinery  in  the  city  of  the  Pilgrims,  —  an  idea  which  we 
ratlier  think  young  Boston  would  laugh  down  as  an  ex- 
ploded superstition,  young  Boston's  leading  idea  at  the 
present  hour  being  apparently  to  outdo  Hew  York  in  New 
York's  imitation  of  Paris. 

In  fact,  Grace  found  it  very  difRcult  to  find  a  milliner 
who,  if  left  to  her  own  devices,  would  not  befeather  and 
beflower  her  past  all  self -recognition,  giving  to  her  that 
generally  betonslad  and  flyaway  air  which  comes  straight 
from  the  demivionde  of  Paris.  We  apprehend  that  the 
recent  storms  of  tribulation  which  hove  beat  upon  those 
fairy  islands  of  fashion  may  scatter  this  frail  and  fanciful 
population,  and  send  them  by  shiploads  on  missions  of 
civilization  to  our  shores;  in  which  case  the  bustle  and 
animation  and  the  brilliant  display  on  the  old  tumpiki 
spoken  of  familiarly  as  the  "broad  road,"  will  be  somi 
what 
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Grace,  however,  managed,  by  the  eseiciBe  of  a  good 
individual  taste,  to  come  out  of  these  shopping  conflicts  in 
good  order,  —  a  handsome,  well-dressed,  charming  woman, 
with  everybody's  beat  wishes  for  and  sympathy  in  lier 
happiness. 

Lillie  was  sumiaoned  home  by  urgent  messages  from 
her  husband,  calling  her  hack  to  take  her  share  in  wedding 
festivities.  She  left  willingly;  for  the  fact  is  that  her 
last  conversation  with  her  Cousin  Harry  had  made  the  situ- 
ation as  uncomfortable  to  her  as  if  he  had  nnceremoniously 
deluged  her  with  a  pailful  of  cold  water. 

There  is  a  chilly,  disagreeable  kind  of  article,  called 
common  sense,  which  is  of  all  things  most  repulsive  and 
antipathetical  to  all  petted  creatures  whose  life  haa  con- 
sisted in  flattery.  It  is  the  kind  of  talk  which  sisters  are 
very  apt  to  hear  from  brothers,  and  daughters  from  fathers 
and  mothers,  when  fathers  and  mothers  do  their  duty  by 
them;  which  seta  the  world  before  them  as  it  is,  and  not 
as  it  is  painted  by  flatterers.  Those  women  who  prefer 
the  society  of  gentlemen,  and  who  have  the  faculty  of 
bewitching  their  senses,  never  are  in  the  way  of  hearing 
from  this  cold  matter-of-fact  region;  for  them  it  really 
does  not  exist.  Every  phrase  that  meets  their  ear  is  pol- 
ished and  softened,  guarded  and  delicately  turned,  till 
there  is  not  a  particle  of  homely  truth  left  in  it.  They 
para  their  time  in  a  world  of  illusions;  they  demand  these 
illusions  of  all  who  approach  them,  as  the  sole  condition  of 
peace  and  favor.  All  gentlemen,  by  a  sort  of  instinct, 
recognize  the  woman  who  lives  by  flattery,  and  give  her 
her  portion  of  meat  in  due  season;  and  thus  some  poor 
women  are  hopelessly  buried,  as  suicides  used  to  be  in 
Scotland,  under  a  mountain  of  rubbish,  to  which  each 
passer-by  adds  one  stone.  It  is  only  by  some  extraordi- 
nary power  of  circumstances  that  a  man  can  be  found  to 
invade  the  sovereignty  of  a  pretty  woman  with  any  dis- 


%u 


PINK  AND   WHITE  TYEANNY 


agreeable    tidings;  or,   aa  Jimius  anys,    "to    instruct   tlie 
throne  in  tlie  language  of  truth." 

Harry  was  brought  up  to  this  poiait  only  by  suuh  a  con- 
currence of  circumstances.  He  was  in  love  with  another 
woman, — a  ready  cause  for  disenchantment.  He  was  in 
some  sort  a  family  connection;  ami  he  saw  Lillie's  con- 
duct at  last,  therefore,  through  the  plain,  unvarnished 
medium  of  common  sense.  Moreover,  he  felt  a  little 
pinched  in  his  own  conscience  by  the  view  which  Rose 
seemed  to  take  of  his  part  in  the  matter,  and,  manlike, 
waa  strengthened  in  doing  his  duty  by  being  a  little  galled 
and  annoyed  at  the  woman  whose  charms  had  tempted  him 
into  this  dilemma.  Ha  he  talked  to  Lillie  like  a  brotherj 
or,  in  other  words,  made  himself  disagreeably  explicit,  — 
showed  her  her  sins,  and  told  her  her  duties  ub  a  married 
woman.  The  charming  fair  ones  who  sentimentally  desire 
gentlemen  to  regard  them  as  sisters  do  not  bargain  for  any 
of  this  sort  of  brotherly  plainness ;  and  yet  they  might  do 
it  with  great  advantage.  A  brother,  who  is  not  a  brother, 
stationed  near  the  ear  of  a  fair  friend,  is  commonly  very 
careful  not  to  compromise  his  position  by  telling  unpleasant 
truths;  but  on  the  present  occasion  Harry  made  a  literal 
use  of  the  brevet  of  brotherhood  which  Lillie  had  bestowed 
on  him,  and  talked  to  her  as  the  generality  of  real  brothers 
talk  to  their  sisters,  using  great  plainness  of  speech.  He 
withered  all  her  poor  little  trimipery  array  of  hothouse 
flowers  of  sentiment,  by  treating  them  be  go  much  garbage, 
as  aU  men  know  they  are.  Ho  set  before  her  the  gravity 
and  dignity  of  marriage,  and  her  duties  to  her  husband. 
Last,  and  most  unkind  of  all,  he  professed  his  admiration 
of  Eose  Ferguson,  his  unworthinesa  of  her,  and  his  deter- 
mination to  win  her  by  a  nobler  and  better  life;  and  then 
showed  himself  to  be  a  stupid  blunderer  by  exhorting 
Lillie  to  make  Rose  her  model,  and  seek  to  imitate  her 
virtues. 
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Poor  Lillie !  the  world  looked  digmat  and  dreary  enough 
to  her.  She  Blirunk  within  hecself.  Everything  was 
withered  and  disenchanted.  All  her  poor  little  stock  of 
romance  seemed  to  her  as  disgusting  as  the  withered  flowers 
and  crumpled  £nery  and  half-melted  ice-cream  the  morning 
after  a  hall.  In  this  atate,  wheu  she  got  a  warm,  true 
letter  from  John,  who  always  grew  tender  and  affectionate 
when  she  was  long  away,  couched  in  those  terms  of  admi- 
ration and  affection  that  were  sootliing  to  her  ear,  she 
really  longed  to  go  back  to  him.  She  shrunk  from  the 
dreary  plainness  of  truth,  and  longed  for  flattery  and  pet- 
ting and  caresses  once  more;  and  she  wrote  to  John  an 
overflowingly  tender  letter,  full  of  longings,  which  hrought 
him  at  once  to  her  side,  the  most  delighted  of  men.  When 
Lillie  cried  in  his  arms,  and  told  him  that  she  found  Kew 
York  perfectly  hateful;  when  she  declaimed  on  the  heart- 
lessness  of  fashionable  life,  and  longed  to  go  with  him  to 
their  quiet  home,  she  waa  tolerably  in  earnest,  and  John 
was  perfectly  enchanted. 

Poor  John !  Was  he  a  muff,  a  spoon )  We  think  not. 
We  naderstand  well  that  there  is  not  a  woman  among  our 
readers  who  has  the  slightest  patience  with  Lillie,  and  that 
the  moat  of  them  ate  half  out  of  patience  with  John  for 
his  enduring  tenderness  towards  her.  But  men  were  horn 
and  organized  by  nature  to  he  the  protectors  of  women; 
and,  generally  speaking,  the  stronger  and  more  thoronglily 
manly  a  man  is,  the  more  he  has  of  what  phrenologists 
call  the  "pet  organ,"  the  disposition  which  makes  him  the 
charmed  servant  of  what  is  weak  and  dependent.  John 
had  a  great  share  of  this  quality.  He  was  made  to  he  a 
protector.  He  loved  to  protect;  he  loved  everything  that 
was  helpless  and  weak,  — young  animals,  young  children, 
and  delicate  women. 

He  was  a  romantic  adorer  of  womanhood,  as  a  sort  of 
divine  mystery,  —  a    never-ending   poem;   and  when   hie 
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wife  was  long  enough  away  from  him  to  give  scope  i 
imagination  to  work,  when  she  no  longer  annoyed  1 
with  the  friction  of  the  sharp  little  edges  of  her  cold  and 
selfish  nature,  he  was  ahle  to  see  her  once  more  in  the  ideal 
light  of  first  love.  After  all,  she  was  his  wife;  and  in 
that  one  word,  to  a  good  man,  is  everything  holy  and 
sacred.  He  longed  to  believe  in  her  and  trust  her  wholly; 
and  now  that  Grace  was  going  from  him,  to  belong  to  an- 
other, Lillie  was  more  than  ever  his  dependence. 

On  the  whole,  if  we  must  admit  that  John  was  w 
he  was  weak  where  strong  and  noble  natures  may  i 
gracefully  be  so,  —  weak  through  disiuterestedness,  faith, 
and  the  disposition  to  make  the  best  of  the  wife  he  had 

And  so  Lillie  came  home ;  and  there  was  festivity  a 
rejoicing.  Grace  found  herself  floated  into  matrimony  o 
a  tide  bringing  gifts  and  tokens  of  remembrance  frorf 
everybody  that  had  over  known  her;  for  all  were  delighted 
with  this  opportunity  of  testifying  a  sense  of  her  worth, 
and  every  hand  was  ready  to  help  ring  her  wedding  bells. 
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It  is  supposed  hj  some  that  to  become  a  mother  is  of 
itself  a  healing  and  saving  dispenaation ;  that  of  course  the 
reign  of  selfishness  ends,  and  the  leign  of  better  things 
begins,  with  the  commencement  of  maternity.  But  old 
things  do  not  pass  away  and  all  things  become  new  by  any 
such  rapid  process  of  conversion.  A  whole  life  spent  in 
self-seeking  and  selJ-pleasing  is  no  preparation  for  the  moat 
august  and  austere  of  woman's  sufTeriugs  oud  duties ;  and 
it  is  not  to  bo  wondered  at  if  the  imtrained,  imtaught,  and 
self- indulgent  shrink  from  this  ordeal,  as  Liliie  did. 

The  next  spring,  wliile  the  gables  of  the  new  cottage  on 
Elm  Street  were  looking  picturesquely  through  the  blos- 
soming cherry-trees,  and  the  smoke  was  curling  up  from 
the  chimneys  where  Grace  and  her  husband  were  cosily 
settled  down  together,  there  came  to  John's  house  another 
little  Liliie.  The  little  creature  came  in  terror  and  trem- 
bling; for  the  mother  had  trifled  fearfully  with  the  great 
laws  of  her  being  before  its  birth,  and  the  very  shadow  of 
death  hung  over  her  at  the  time  the  little  new  life  began. 

Lillie's  mother,  now  a  widow,  was  sent  for,  and  by  this 
event  installed  as  a  fixture  in  her  daughter's  dwelling;  and 
for  weeks  the  sympathies  of  all  the  neighborhood  were 
concentrated  upon  the  sufl'erer.  Flowers  and  fruits  were 
left  daily  at  the  door.  Every  one  was  forward  in  offering 
those  kindly  attentions  which  spring  up  so  gracefully  in 
rural  neighborhoods.  Everybody  was  interested  for  her. 
She  was  little  and  pretty  and  suffering;  and  people  even 
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forgot  to  blame  her  for  the  levities  that  had  made  1 
present  trial  mora  severe.  As  to  John,  he  watched  over 
her  day  and  night  with  anxious  assiduity,  forgetting  everjj 
fault  and  foible.  She  was  now  more  than  the  wife  of  hift 
youth ;  she  was  -the  mother  of  hia  child,  enthroned  t 
glorified  in  his  eyes  by  the  wonderful  and  mysteriouB  expe' 
riences  which  had  given  this  new  little  treasure  to  theifi 
dwelling. 

To  say  the  truth,  Lillia  was  too  sick  and  suffering  iotM 
sentiment.     It  requires  a  certain  amount  of  bodily  stiengtiif 
and  soundness    to  feel  emotions  of   love;  and  for  a  long's 
time  the  little  Lillie  had  to  be  banished  from  the  uiother'^fl 
apartment,  as  she  lay  weary  in  her  darkened  room,  witb,fl 
only  a  conaciousnesa  of  a  varied  succession  of  disagreeably 
and   discomforts.      Her  general    impression    about   hersalC 
was  that  she  was  a    much  abused    and  most  unfortunate 
woman;  and  that  all  that  could  ever  be  done  by  the  utmort 
devotion  of   everybody  in  the  house  waa  insufficient  tff| 
make  up  for  sucli  trials  as  had  come  upon  her, 

A  nursing  mother  waa  found  for  the  little  Lillje  in  tj 
person,  of  a  goodly  Irishwoman,  fair,  fat,  and  loving;  and 
the  real  mother  had  none  of  those  awakening  infiuencea, 
from  the  resting  of  the  little  head  in  her  bosom,  and  the 
pressure  of  the  little  helpless  lingers,  which  magnetize  into  i 
existence  the  blessed  power  of  love.      She  had  wasted  i 
years  of  fashionable  folly,  and  in  a  life  led  only  for  excite*] 
ment  and  self- gratification,  all  the  womanly  power,  all  thu 
capability  of  motherly  giving  and  motherly  loving,  that  a 
the  glory  of  womanhood.     Kathleen,  the  white-armed,  thfl 
gentle- bosomed,  had  all  the  simple  pleasures,   the  tender 
nesses,  the  poetry  of  motherhood;  while  poor,  faded,  fret*« 
ful  Lillie  had  all  the  prose  — the  sad,  hard,  weary  proa 
—  of  sickness  and  pain,  nnglorified  by  love. 

John  did  not  well  know  what  to  do  with  himself  i 
Lillie'a  darkened  room;  where  it  seemed  b>  him  he  WM 


MOTHERHOOD 


always  in  thg  way,  always  doing  Eomething  wiong;  wliere 
his  feet  always  seemed  too  large  aud  lieavy,  and  his  voice 
too  loud ;  and  where  he  was  ante,  in  hia  anxious  desire  to 
be  stiil  and  gentle,  to  upset  something,  or  bring  about  some 
general  catastrophe,  and  to  go  out  feeling  more  like  a  crim- 
inal that)  over.  The  mother  and  the  nurse,  stationed  there 
like  a  pair  of  chief  mourners,  spoke  in  tones  which  expe- 
rienced feminine  experts  seem  to  keep  for  occasions  like 
these,  and  which,  as  Hawthorne  has  said,  give  an  effect  as 
if  the  voice  had  been  dyeiJ  black.  It  was  a  comfort  and 
relief  to  pass  from  the  funeral  gloom  to  the  little  pink- 
ruffled  chamber  among  the  eberry-trees,  where  the  birds 
were  singing  and  the  snmmer  breezes  blowing,  and  the 
pretty  Kathleen  was  crooning  her  Iiiah  songs,  and  invoking 
the  holy  Virgin  and  all  the  saints  to  bless  the  "darlin'  " 

"An'  it's  a  blessin'  they  brings  wid  'em  to  a  house, 
eir;  the  angels  comes  down  wid  'em.  We  can't  see  'era, 
sirj  but,  bless  the  darlin',  she  can.  And  sho  smiles  in 
her  sleep  when  she  sees  'em." 

Kose  and  Grace  camo  often  to  this  bower  with  kisses 
and  gifts  and  oiFerings,  liko  a  pair  of  nice  fairy  god- 
mothers. They  hung  over  the  pretty  little  waxen  miracle 
as  she  ojiened  her  great  blue  eyes  with  a  silent,  mysterious 
wonder;  but,  alas,  all  these  delicious  momenta,  this  artless 
love  of  the  new  baby  life,  were  not  for  the  mother.  She 
was  not  strong  enough  to  enjoy  it.  Its  cries  made  her 
nervous ;  and  so  she  kept  the  uncheered  solitude  of  her 
room  without  the  blessing  of  the  little  angel. 

People  may  mourn  in  lugubrious  phrase  about  the  Irish 
blood  in  our  country.  For  our  own  part,  we  think  the 
rich,  tender,  motherly  nature  of  the  Irish  girl  an  element 
a  thousand  times  more  hopeful  in  our  population  than  the 
faded,  washed-out  indifferent! sm  of  fashionable  women, 
who  have  danced  aud  flirted  away  all  their  womanly  attri- 
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butes,  till  there  is  neither  warmth  nor  richnesa  nor  mater-  ■ 
nal  fullneea  left  in  them,  —mere  paper-dolle,  without  miik.I 
in  their  bosoms  or  blood  in  their  veins.  Give  us  rich,  f 
tender,  warm-hearted  Bridgets  and  Kathleens,  whose  in- 1 
stinctB  teach  them  the  real  poetry  of  motherhood ;  who  I 
can  loTe  unto  death,  and  bear  trials  and  pains  cheerfully  1 
for  the  joy  that  is  set  before  tbem.  "VVe  are  not  afraid  for  | 
the  republican  citizens  that  such  mothers  will  bear  to  u 
They  are  the  ones  that  will  come  to  high  places  in  o 
land,  and  that  will  possess  the  earth  by  right  of  the  I 
strongest. 

Motherhood,  to  the  woman  who  has  lived  only  to  be  I 
petted,  and  to  be  herself  the  centre  of  all  things,  i 
tual  dethronement.  Something  weaker,  fairer,  m< 
cate  than  herself  comes,  —  something  for  her  to  bi 
to  care  for  more  than  herself.  It  would  sometimes  seem 
as  if  motherhood  were  a  lovely  artifice  of  the  great  Father, 
to  wean  the  heart  from  aellishness  by  a  peaceful  and  grad- 
ual process.  The  babe  ia  seH  in  another  form.  It  is  bo-  ■ 
interwoven  and  identified  with  the  mother's  life,  that  she  ' 
passes  hy  almost  insensihle  gradations  from  herself  to  it; 
and  day  by  day  the  distinctive  love  of  self  wanes  as  the 
child-love  waxes,  filling  the  heart  with  a  thousand  new 
springs  of  tenderness. 

But  that  this  henignant  transformation  of  nature  may  i 
be  perfected,  it  must  be  wrought  out  in  nature's  own  way. 
Any  artificial  arrangement  that  takes  the  child  away  from 
the  mother  interrupts  that  wonderful  system  of  contrivances 
whereby  the  mother's  nature  and  being  shade  off  into  that 
of  the  child,  and  her  heart  enlarges  to  a  new  and  heavenly 
power  of  loving. 

When  Lillie  was  sufficiently  recovered  to  ho  fond  of  any- 
thing, she  found  in  her  lovely  baby  only  a  new  toy,  - 
source  of  pride  and  pleasure,  and  a  charming  occasion  for  H 
the  display  of  now  devices  of  millinery.     But  she  found  •, 
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Newport  indiBpensaWe  that  Bummer  to  the  reestablistment 
of  her  strength.  "And  really,"  she  said,  "the  baby  would 
be  BO  much  better  off  quietly  at  home  with  mamma  and 
Kathleen.  The  fact  is,"  she  said,  "ahe  quite  disregards 
me.  She  cries  after  Kathleen  if  I  take  hei;  so  that  it 's 
quite  provoking," 

And  so  Lillie,  free  and  unencumbered,  had  her  gay  sea- 
son at  Newport  with  the  Follingabees,  and  the  Simpkinaes, 
and  the  Tompkinses,  and  all  the  rest  of  the  nice  people, 
who  have  nothing  to  do  hut  enjoy  themselves;  and  every- 
body flattered  her  by  being  incredulous  that  one  so  young 
and  charming  could  possibly  be  a  mother. 
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If  ever  our  readers  have  observed  two  chess-players,  ■* 
both  ardent,  skillful,  determined,  who  have  been  carrying 
on  noiselessly  the  moves  of  a  game,  they  will  understand 
the  full  signiUcance  of  this  decisive  term.  Up  to  this 
point,  there  is  hope,  there  is  energy,  there  is  enthusiasm; 
the  pieces  are  marshaled  and  managed  with  good  courage. 
At  last,  perhaps  in  an  unexpected  moment,  one,  two,  three 
adverse  moves  follow  each  other,  and  the  decisive  word, 
"checkmate,"  is  uttered. 

This  is  a  symbol  of  what  often  goes  on  in  the  game  of 
life.  Here  is  a  man  going  on,  indefinitely,  conscious  in 
his  own  heart  that  he  is  not  happy  in  his  domestic  rela- 
tions. There  is  a  want  of  union  between  him  and  hie 
wife.  She  is  not  the  woman  that  meets  his  wants  or  his 
desires;  and  in  the  intercourse  of  lite  they  constantly  cross 
and  annoy  each  other.  But  still  he  does  not  allow  himself 
to  look  the  matter  fully  in  the  face.  He  goes  on  and  on, 
hoping  that  to-morrow  will  bring  something  better  than 
to-day,  —  hoping  that  this  thing  or  that  thing  or  the  other 
thing  will  bring  a  change,  and  that  in  some  indefinite 
future  all  will  round  and  fashion  itself  to  his  desires.  It 
is  very  slowly  that  a  man  awakens  from  the  illusions  of  his 
first  love.  It  is  very  imwillingly  that  he  ever  comes  to 
the  final  conclusion  that  he  has  made  there  the  mistake  of 
a  whole  lifetime,  and  that  the  woman  to  whom  he  gave 
his  whole  heart  not  only  is  not  the  woman  that  he  sup- 
posed her  to  be,  but  never  in  any  future  time,  nor  by  any 
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change  of  circutnatances,  will  become  thut  \voman,  —  thnt 
the  difficulty  is  radical  aud  final  aiid  hopeless. 

In  the  "Pilgrim's  Progrees  "  we  read  that  Uie  poor 
man.  Christian,  tried  to  persuade  hia  wife  to  go  with  him 
on  the  pilgrimage  to  the  celestial  city ;  but  that  finally  he 
had  to  make  up  his  mind  to  go  alone  without  her.  Such 
ie  the  lot  of  the  man  who  ia  brought  to  the  conclusion, 
poaitively  and  definitely,  that  his  wife  is  always  to  be  a 
hindrance,  and  never  a  help  to  him,  in  any  upward  aspira- 
tion ;  that  whatever  he  does  that  is  needful  and  right  and 
true  must  be  done,  not  by  her  infiuence,  but  in  spite  of  it; 
that  if  he  lius  to  awim  against  the  bard,  upward  current 
of  the  river  of  life,  he  must  do  ao  with  ber  hanging  on  his 
arm,  and  holding  him  back,  and  that  be  cannot  influence 
and  cannot  control  her. 

Such  hours  of  disclosure  to  a  man  are  among  the  terrible 
hidden  tragedies  of  life,  — tragedies  such  as  are  never  acted 
on  the  stage.  Such  a  time  of  disclosure  carae  to  John  the 
year  after  Grace's  marriage;  and  it  came  in  this  way:  The 
Spindlewood  property  had  long  been  critically  situated. ' 
Sundry  financial  changes  which  were  going  on  in  the  coun- 
try had  depreciated  its  profits  and  afiected  it  unfavorably. 
All  now  depended  upon  the  permanency  of  one  commercial 
bouse.  John  had  been  passing  through  an  internal  of 
great  anxiety.  lie  could  not  tell  Lillie  his  trouble.  Ho 
had  been  for  mouths  past  nervously  watching  all  the  in- 
comings and  outgoings  of  his  family,  arranged  on  a  scale 
of  reckless  expenditure,  which  he  felt  entirely  powerless 
to  control.  Lillie's  wishes  were  importunate.  She  was 
nervous  and  hysterical,  wholly  incapable  of  listening  to 
reason;  and  the  least  attempt  to  bring  her  to  change  any 
of  her  arrangements,  or  to  restrict  any  of  her  pleasures, 
brought  tears  and  faintings  and  distresses  and  scenes  of 
domestic  confusion  which  he  shrank  from.  He  often 
tried  to  set  before  her  the  possibility  that  they  might  be 
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If  ever  our  readers  have  observed  two  chesa-playar 
both  ardent,  skillful,  determined,  who  have  been  carrying 
on  noiselessly  the  moves  of  a  game,  they  will  nndetstand 
the  full  significance  of  this  decisive  term.  Up  to  this 
point,  there  is  hope,  there  is  energy,  there  is  entLuaiaam; 
the  pieces  are  marshaled  and  managed  with  good  courage. 
At  last,  perhaps  in  an  unexpected  moment,  one,  two,  three 
adverse  moves  follow  each  other,  and  the  decisive  word, 
"checkmate,"  is  uttered. 

This  is  a  symbol  of  what  often  goes  on  in  the  game  of 
life.  Here  is  a  man  going  on,  indefinitely,  conscious  in 
his  own  heart  that  he  is  not  happy  in  his  domestic  rela- 
tions. There  is  a  want  of  union  between  him  and  hia 
■wife.  She  is  not  the  woman  that  meets  his  wants  or  hia 
desires;  and  in  the  iutercourse  of  life  they  constantly  cross 
and  annoy  eacli  other.  But  still  he  does  not  allow  himself 
to  look  the  matter  fully  in  the  face.  He  goes  on  and  on, 
hoping  that  to-morrow  will  bring  something  better  than 
to-day,  —  hoping  that  this  thing  or  that  thing  or  the  other 
thing  will  bring  a  change,  and  that  in  some  indefinite 
future  all  will  round  and  fashion  itself  to  his  desires.  It 
is  very  slowly  that  a  man  awakens  from  the  illusions  of  his 
first  love.  It  is  very  unwillingly  that  ha  ever  comes  to 
the  final  conclusion  that  he  has  made  there  the  mistake  of 
a  whole  lifetime,  and  that  the  woman  to  whom  he  gave 
his  whole  heart  not  only  is  not  the  woman  that  he  sup- 
posed her  to  be,  but  never  in  any  future  time,  nor  by  any 
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change  of  circiimstanws,  will  become  that  woman,  —  tbat 
the  dillictilty  is  radical  nncl  fiunl  and  hopeless. 

In  the  "Pilgrim's  Progrees"  we  read  that  the  poor 
man,  Christian,  tried  to  jjereuade  his  wife  to  go  with  him 
on  the  pilgrimaye  to  the  celestial  city ;  but  that  finally  he 
had  to  make  up  hia  mind  to  go  alone  without  her.  Such 
13  the  lot  of  the  man  who  ia  brought  to  the  conclusion, 
poaitivety  and  definitely,  that  liis  wife  is  always  to  he  a 
hindrance,  and  never  a  help  to  him,  in  any  upward  aspira- 
tion \  thnt  whatever  he  does  that  is  needful  and  right  and 
true  must  be  done,  not  by  her  influence,  but  in  spite  of  it; 
that  if  he  has  to  ewim  ogoinst  the  hard,  upward  current 
of  the  river  of  life,  ho  miist  do  eo  with  her  hanging  on  hia 
arm,  and  holding  him  back,  and  that  he  cannot  influence 
and  cannot  control  her. 

Such  hours  of  dtsdusure  to  a  man  are  among  the  terrible 
hidden  tragedies  of  life,  —  tragedies  auch  as  are  never  8ct«d 
on  the  stage.  Such  a  time  of  disclosure  cbibb  to  John  the 
year  after  Grace's  marriage;  and  it  came  in  this  way:  The 
Spindlewood  property  had  long  been  critically  situated.* 
Sundry  financial  changes  which  were  going  on  in  the  coun- 
try had  depreciated  its  profits  and  affected  it  unfavorably. 
All  now  depended  upon  the  permanency  of  one  commercial 
house.  John  had  been  passing  through  an  interval  of 
great  anxiety.  He  could  not  tell  Lillie  his  trouble.  He 
had  been  for  months  past  nervously  watching  all  the  in- 
comings and  outgoings  of  hia  family,  arranged  on  a  scale 
of  reckless  expenditure,  which  he  felt  entirely  powerless 
to  control.  Lillie'a  wishes  were  importunate.  She  was 
nervous  and  hysterical,  wholly  incapable  of  listening  to 
reason;  and  the  least  attempt  to  bring  her  to  change  any 
of  her  arrangements,  or  to  restrict  any  of  her  pleasures, 
hrought  tears  and  faintings  and  distresses  and  aaenes  of 
domestic  confnaion  which  he  shrank  from.  He  often 
tried  to  set  before  her  the  poasihility  that  they  might  be 
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obliged,  for  a  time  at  least,  to  live  in  a  different  mann^ 
but  she  always  resisted  every  such  opposition  aa  so  frightil 
ful,  BO  dreadJul,  that  ho  was  utterly  discouraged,  and  j 
off  and  off,  Loping  that  the  evil  day  never  might  arrive. 

But  it  did  come  at  last.  One  morning,  when  he  receive^ 
by  mail  the  tidings  of  the  failure  of  the  great  house  ( 
Clapham  &  Co.,  he  knew  that  the  time  had  come  w 
the  thing  could  no  longer  he  staved  off.  He  was  an 
dorser  to  a  large  amount  on  the  paper  of  this  house, 
the  crisis  was  inevitable.  It  was  inevitable  also  that  I 
must  acquaint  Lillic  with  the  state  of  his  circumstanceBS 
for  she  was  going  on  with  large  arrangements  and  calci 
tions  for  a  Newport  campaign,  and  sending  the  usual  ordra 
to  New  York,  to  her  milliner  and  dressmaker,  for  hos 
summer  outfit.  It  was  a  cruel  thing  for  him  to  be  obliged 
to  interrupt  all  this;  for  she  seemed  perfectly  cheerful  and 
happy  in  it,  as  she  always  was  when  preparing  to  go  on 
a  pleasure- seeking  expedition.  But  it  could  not  be.  All 
this  luxury  and  indulgence  must  be  cut  off  at  a  stroke. 
He  must  t«ll  her  that  she  could  not  go  to  Newport;  that 
there  was  no  money  for  new  dresses  or  new  finery ;  that 
they  should  probably  be  obliged  to  move  out  of  their  ele- 
gant house,  and  take  a  smaller  one,  and  practice  for  some 
time  a  rigid  economy. 

John  came  into  Lillie's  elegant  apartments,  which  glit- 
tered like  a  tulip-bed  with  many  colored  sashes  and  rib- 
bons, with  sheeny  silks  and  misty  laces,  laid  out  in  order 
to  be  surveyed  before  packing. 

"Gracious  me,  John!  what  on  earth  is  the  matter  with 
you  to-day!  How  perfectly  awful  and  solemn  you  do 
look ! " 

"I  have  had  bad  news,  this  morning,  Lillic,  which  i 
must  tell  you." 

"Oh,  dear  me,  John!  what  is  the  matter?  Nobody  M 
dead,  I  hope ! " 
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"  No,  LiUie ;  but  I  nra  afiaid  you  will  have  to  give  up 
your  Newport  joureej." 

"Gracious,  goo<lness,  John!  what  for?" 

"To  say  the  truth,  Lillie,  I  cuimot  all'ord  it." 

"Can't  afford  it  I  Why  not  I  Why,  John,  what  is  the 
matter  t " 

"  Well,  Lillie,  just  read  this  letter!  " 

Lillie  took  it,  and  read  it  with  hei  honda  trembling. 
"Well,  dear  me,  John!  I  don't  see  anything  in  this 
letter.  If  they  hare  failed,  I  don't  see  what  that  is  to 
you ! " 

"But,  Lillie,  I  am  indorser  for  them." 

"How  very  silly  of  you,  John!  What  made  you  in- 
dorse for  them?  Now  that  is  too  bad;  it  just  rankes  me 
perfectly  miserable  to  think  of  such  things.  I  know  / 
should  not  have  done  so;  but  I  don't  see  why  you  need 
pay  it.      It  is  their  busineBS,  anyhow." 

"But,  Lillie,  I  shall  have  to  pay  it.  It  is  a  matter  of 
honor  and  honesty  to  do  it;  because  I  engaged  to  do  it." 

"Well,  I  don't  see  why  that  should  he!  It  isn't  your 
debt;  it  is  their  debt:  and  why  need  you  do  itt  I  am 
sure  Dick  Follingabee  said  that  there  were  ways  in  which 
people  could  put  their  property  out  of  their  hands  when 
they  got  caught  in  such  scrapes  aa  this.  Dick  knows  just 
how  to  manage.  He  told  me  of  plenty  of  people  that  had 
done  that,  who  were  living  splendiUly,  and  who  were  re- 
ceived everywhere;  and  people  thought  juat  as  much  of 

"Oh,  Lillie,  Lillie!  my  child,"  said  John;  "you  don't 
know  anything  of  what  you  are  talking  about!  Thiit 
would  be  dishonorable  and  wholly  out  of  the  question. 
No,  Lillie  dear,  the  fact  is,"  he  said,  with  a  great  gulp 
and  a  deep  sigh,  — "the  fact  ia,  I  have  failed;  but  I  am 
going  to  fail  honestly.  If  I  have  nothing  else  left,  I  will 
have  my  honor  and  my  conscience.      But  we  shall  have  to 
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give  up  this  house,  anil  move  into  a  amallei'  one.  Every- 
thiug  will  have  to  he  given  up  to  the  creditors  to  settle  the 
huainesB.  And  then,  when  all  is  arranged,  we  must  try  to 
live  economically  some  way ;  and  perhaps  we  can  make  it 
up  again.  But  you  see,  dear,  there  can  be  no  more  of 
this  kind  of  expenses  at  present,"  he  said,  pointing  to  the 
dresses  and  jewelry  on  the  hed, 

"  Weil,  John,  I  am  sure  I  bad  rather  die !  "  said  Lillie, 
gathering  herself  into  a  little  white  heap,  and  tumbling 
into  the  middle  of  the  bed.  "I  am  sure  if  we  have  got  to 
rub  and  scrub  and  starve  so,  I  had  rather  die  and  done 
with  it;  and  I  hope  I  shalL" 

John  crossed  his  arms,  and  looked  gloomily  out  of  the 
window.  "Perhaps  you  had  better,"  he  eaid.  "I  am 
sure  I  should  be  glad  to." 

"Yes,  I  dare  say!"  said  Lillie;  "that  is  all  you  eara 
for  me,  Now  there  ie  Dick  Follingsbee,  he  would  be  tak- 
ing care  of  hia  wife.  Why,  he  has  failed  three  or  four 
times,  and  always  come  out  richer  than  he  was  before! " 

"He  is  a  swindler  and  a  rascal!"  said  John;  "that  is 
what  he  is." 

"I  don't  care  if  he  ia,"  said  Lillie,  sobbing.  "His  wife 
has  good  times,  and  goes  into  the  very  first  eociety  in  New 
York.  People  don't  care,  so  long  as  you  are  rich,  what 
you  do.  Well,  I  am  sure  I  can't  do  anything  about  it.  I 
don't  know  how  to  live  without  money, — that's  a  fact! 
and  I  can't  learn.  I  suppose  you  would  he  glad  to  see  me 
rubbing  around  in  old  calico  dresses,  wouldn't  you!  and 
keeping  only  one  girl,  and  going  into  the  kitchen,  like 
Miss  Dotty  Peahody)  I  think  I  see  myself!  And  all 
just  for  one  of  your  Quixotic  notions,  when  you  might  just 
aa  well  keep  all  your  money  as  not.  That  ia  what  it  is  to 
marry  a  reformer!  I  never  have  had  any  peace  of  my  life 
on  account  of  your  conaeienee,  always  something  or  other 
turning  up  that  you  can't  act  like  anybody  else.      I  should 
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think,    nt  least,   you  might  have  contrived  to  settle  this 
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ind  poor  little  Lillie,  that  we  might  have 
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houae  to  put  our  heada  iu." 

"Lillie,  Lillie,"  said  John,  "this  is  too  much!  Don't 
you  think  that  /  suffer  at  alii  " 

"I  don't  see  that  you  do,"  said  Lillie,  sobhing,  "I 
dare  say  you  are  glad  of  it;  it  is  just  like  you.  Oh,  dear, 
I  wish  I  had  never  heen  married!  " 

"I  certain!  1/  do,"  said  John  fervently. 

"I  suppose  so.  You  see,  it  is  nothing  to  yon  men; 
yon  don't  care  anything  about  these  things.  If  jou  can 
get  a  musty  old  comer  and  yonr  books,  yon  are  perfectly 
aatiafled;  and  you  don't  know  when  things  are  pretty  and 
when  they  are  not;  and  so  you  can  talk  grand  about  your 
honor  and  your  conscience  and  all  that.  I  suppose  the 
carriages  and  horses  have  got  to  be  sold  too  1 " 

'Certainly,  Lillie,"  said  John,  hardening  his  heart  and 
hiB  tone. 

'Well,  well,"  she  said,  "I  wish  you  would  go  now  and 
send  ma  to  me.  I  don't  want  to  talk  about  it  any  more. 
My  head  aches  as  if  it  would  split.  Poor  ma!  She  little 
thought  when  I  married  you  that  it  was  going  to  oome  to 
this. " 

John  walked  out  of  the  room  gloomily  enough.  He  had 
received  this  morning  his  checkmate.  All  illusion  was 
The  woman  that  he  had  loved  and  idolized 
and  caressed  and  petted  and  indulged,  in  whom  he  had 
been  daily  and  hourly  disappointed  since  he  was  married, 
hut  of  whom  he  still  hoped  and  hoped,  he  now  felt  was  of 

nature  not  only  unlike,  but  opposed  to  his  own.  He 
felt  that  he  could  neither  love  nor  respect  her  further. 
And  yet  she  was  his  wife,  and  the  mother  of  his  daughter, 
and  the  only  queen  of  his  household;  and  he  had  solemnly 
promised  at  God's  altar  that  "forsaking  all  others,  he 
would  keep  only  unto  her,   so  long  as  they  both  should 
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live,  for  better,  for  worse,"  John  muttered  to  himself, - 
"for  better,  for  worse.  This  is  the  worse;  and  oh,  it  J 
dreadful ! " 

In  all  John's  hours  of  sorrow  and  trouble,  the  inatu 
tive  feeling  of  his  heart  was  to  go  back  to  the  memory  J 
hia  mother;  and  the  nearest  to  his  mother  was  1 
Grace.       In    this    hour    of   his    blind    sorrow   he    walk^ 
directly  over  to  the  little   cottage  on  Wm  Street, 
Grace  and  her  husband  had  made  a  perfectly  ideal  home, 

"Wlien  he  come  into  the  parlor,  Grace  aiid  Bose  were 
sitting  together  with  an  open  letter  lying  betiveen  them. 
It  was  evident  that  some  crisis  of  tender  confidence  had 
passed  between  them;  for  the  tears  were  hardly  dry  on 
Rose's  cheeks.  Yet  it  was  not  painful,  whatever  it  was; 
for  her  face  was  radiant  with  smiles,  and  John  thought  he 
had  never  seen  her  look  so  lovely.  At  thia  moment  the 
truth  of  her  beautiful  and  lovely  womanhood,  her  sweet- 
ness and  nohleness  of  nature,  came  over  him,  in  hitter 
contrast  with  the  scene  he  had  just  passed  through,  and 
the  woman  he  had  left. 

"What  do  you  think,  John!"  said  Grace;  "we  have 
some  congratulations  here  to  give !  Ease  is  engaged  to 
Harry  Endicott." 

"Indeed!  "  said  John,  "I  wish  her  joy." 

"But  what  ia  the  matter,  John?"  said  hoth  women, 
looking  up,  and  seeing  something  unusual  in  his  face. 

"  Oh,  trouble  I  "  said  John,  —  "  trouble  upon  us  all. 
Gracie  and  Rose,  the  Spindlewood  Mills  have  failed." 

"Is  it  possible  1 "  was  the  exclamation  of  both. 

"Yes,  indeed!"  said  John;  "you  see,  the  thing  has 
been  running  very  close  for  the  last  six  months;  and  the 
manufacturing  business  has  been  looking  darker  and  darker. 
But  still  we  could  have  stood  it  if  the  house  of  Clapham  &_ 
Co.  had  stood;  but  they  have  gone  to  smash,  Gracie. 
had  a  letter  thia  morning,  telling  me  of  it." 
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said  Boae:    "this  will    come   hard    on 


Both  women  stood  a  moment  ns  if  aghast;  for  the  Fer- 
guaon  property  was  equally  involved. 
"  Poor   papa ! ' 

"I  know  it,"  said  John  bitterly.  "It  is  more  for 
others  that  I  feel  than  for  myself,  — for  all  that  are  in- 
volved must  sufl'er  with  me." 

"But,  after  all,  John  dear,"  said  Bose,  "don't  feel  so 
about  ua  at  any  rate.  We  shall  do  very  well.  People 
that  fail  honorably  always  come  right  side  up  at  last;  and, 
John,  how  good  it  is  to  think,  whatever  you  lose,  you 
cannot  lose  your  best  treasure, — your  true  noble  heart 
and  your  true  friends.  I  feel  this  minute  that  we  shall  all 
know  each  other  better,  and  be  more  precious  to  each  other 
for  tliis  very  trouble." 

Jolin  looked  at  her  through  his  tears. 

"Dear  Rose,"  he  said,  "you  are  an  angel;  and  from  my 
BOul  I  congratulate  the  man  that  has  got  yoii.  He  that 
has  you  would  be  rich  if  he  lost  the  whole  world." 

"You  are  too  good  to  me,  all  of  you,"  said  Eoee. 
"But  now,  John,  about  that  Lad  news  —  let  me  break  it 
to  papa  and  mamma;  I  think  I  can  do  it  best.  I  know 
when  they  feel  brightest  in  the  day;  and  I  don't  want  it 
to  come  on  them  suddenly;  but  I  ean  put  it  in  the  very 
best  way.  How  fortunate  that  I  am  just  engaged  to 
Harry !  Harry  is  a  perfect  prince  in  generosity.  You  don't 
kcow  what  a  good  heart  he  has;  and  it  happens  so  fortu- 
nately that  we  have  him  to  lean  on  just  now.  Oh,  I  'm 
sure  we  shall  find  a  way  out  of  these  troubles,  never  fear." 
And  Eose  took  the  letter,  and  left  John  and  Grace  together, 

"Oh,  Gracic,  Gracie! "  said  John,  throwing  himself 
down  on  the  old  chintz  sofa,  and  burying  hie  face  in  hia 
Lands,  "what  a  woman  there  is!  Oh,  Gracie t  I  wish  I 
was  dead!  Life  is  played  out  with  me.  I  haven't  the 
least  desire  to  live.     I  can't  get  a  step  farther." 
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live,  for  better,  for  woree,"  John  nratteted  to  hiraaelf, 
"for  better,  for  worse.  This  ia  the  worse;  and  ob,  it 
dreadful ! " 

In  all  John's  houre  of  sorrow  and  trouble,  the  inatii 
tive  feeling  of  his  heart  was  to  go  back  to  the  memory 
his  mother;  and  the  neareEt  to  liis  mother  was  his  sister 
Grace.       In    this   hour    of    his    blind    sorrow    he    walked 
directly  over  to  the  little  cottage  on  T^lm   Street,   which 
Grace  and  her  husband  had  made  a  iierfectly  ideal  home. 

"When  be  came  into  the  parlor,  Grace  and  Ki 
Bitting  together  with  an  opeo  letter  lying  between  them. 
It  was  evident  that  some  crisis  of  tender  confidence  had 
passed  between  them;  for  the  tears  were  hardly  dry  on 
i  cheeks.  Yet  it  was  not  painful,  whatever  it  was; 
for  her  face  was  radiant  w-ith  Brailea,  and  John  thought  he 
■  look  BO  lovely.  At  this  moment  the 
truth  of  her  beautiful  and  lovely  womanhood,  her  aweet- 
I  and  nobleness  of  nature,  came  over  him,  jn  bitter 
contrast  with  the  scene  he  had  just  passed  through,  and 
II  he  had  left. 

"What  do  you  think,    John?"  said  Grace;    "we  have 
<  congratulations  here   to   give!     Rose  is   engaged  to 
Harry  Endicott." 

"Indeedl"  said  John,  "I  wish  her  joy." 

"But  what  ia  tho  matter,   John)"   said  both  women, 
looking  up,  and  seeing  something  unusual  in  his  face. 

"  Oh,    trouble !  "    said   John,  —  "  trouble    upon   us   all. 
Gracie  and  Kose,  the  Spindlewood  Mills  have  failed," 

"la  it  possible!"  was  the  exclamation  of  both. 

"Yes,  indeed!"  said  John;  "yon  see,  the  thing  has 
been  running  very  close  for  the  last  six  months;  and  the 
manufacturing  business  has  been  looking  darker  and  darker. 
But  still  we  could  have  stood  it  if  the  house  of  Claphai 
Co.  had  stood;  but  they  have  gone  to  smash,  Gracie. 
had  a  letter  this  morning,  telling  me  of  it." 
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Both  women  stood  a  moment  as  if  aghast;  for  the  Fer- 
guson property  was  equally  involved. 

"Poor  papa!"  said  Rose;  "this  will  come  hard  on 
Urn." 

"I  know  it,"  said  John  bitterly.  "It  is  more  for 
others  that  I  feel  than  for  myself, — for  all  that  are  in- 
volved must  suffer  with  me." 

"But,  after  all,  John  dear,"  said  Eose,  "don't  feel  so 
about  us  at  any  rate.  We  shall  do  very  well.  People 
that  foil  honorably  always  come  right  side  up  at  last;  and, 
John,  how  good  it  is  to  think,  whatever  you  lose,  you 
cannot  lose  your  best  treasure, — your  true  noble  heart 
and  your  true  friends.  I  feel  tliis  minute  that  we  shall  all 
know  each  otiier  better,  and  be  more  precious  to  each  other 
for  this  very  trouble." 

JoliD  looked  at  her  through  his  tears. 

"Dear  Rose,"  he  said,  "you  are  an  angel;  and  from  my 
soul  I  congratulate  the  man  that  has  got  you.  He  that 
has  you  would  he  rich  if  he  lost  the  whole  world." 

"You  are  too  good  to  me,  all  of  you,"  said  Rose. 
"But  now,  John,  about  that  bad  news  —  let  me  break  it 
to  papa  and  mamma ;  I  think  I  can  do  it  best.  I  know 
when  they  feel  brightest  in  the  day ;  and  I  don't  want  it 
to  come  on  them  suddenly:  but  I  can  put  it  ia  the  very 
best  way.  How  fortunate  that  I  am  just  engaged  to 
Harry !  Harry  ia  a  perfect  prince  iu  generosity.  You  don't 
know  what  a  good  heart  he  has;  and  it  happens  so  fortu- 
nately that  we  have  him  to  lean  on  juat  now.  Oh,  I  'm 
BUre  we  shall  find  a  way  out  of  these  troubles,  never  fear." 
And  Rose  took  the  letter,  and  left  John  and  Grace  together. 

"Oh,  Gracie,  Gtacie! "  said  John,  throwing  himself 
down  on  the  old  chintz  sofa,  and  burying  his  face  in  his 
hands,  "what  a  woman  there  is!  Ob,  Gracie!  I  wish  I 
was  dead!  Life  is  played  out  with  me.  I  haven't  the 
least  desire  to  live.     I  can't  get  a  step  farther." 
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se,"  John  muttered  to  himself, 
This  is  the  woreo;   and  oh, 


iBelf,  4^^| 


live,  for  better,  for 
"for  better,  for  wo 
dreadful ! " 

In  all  John's  hours  of  sorrow  and  trouble,  the  instinc- 
tive feeling  of  hia  heart  was  to  go  back  to  the  memory  of 
his  mother;  and  the  nearest  to  his  mother  was  his  sister 
Grace.  In  this  hour  of  his  blind  sorrow  he  walked 
directly  over  to  the  little  cottage  on  Elm  Street,  which 
Grace  and  her  husband  had  made  a  ])*rfectly  ideal  home. 

When  he  came  into  the  parlor,  Grace  and  Kose  were 
sitting  together  with  an  open  letter  lying  between  them. 
It  was  evident  that  some  crisis  of  tender  conlidenee  had 
passed  between  them ;  for  the  tears  were  hardly  dry  on 
Kose's  cheeks.  Yet  it  was  not  painful,  whatever  it  was; 
for  her  face  was  radiant  with  smiles,  and  John  thought  he 
had  never  seen  her  look  so  lovely.  At  this  moment  the 
truth  of  her  beautiful  and  lovely  womanhood,  her  sweet- 
ness and  nobleness  of  nature,  came  over  him,  in  bitter 
contrast  with  the  scene  he  had  just  passed  through,  and 
the  woman  he  l\ad  left. 

"What  do  you  think,  John)"  said  Grace;  "we  have 
some  congratulations  here  to  give!  liose  is  engaged  to 
Harry  Eudicott." 

"Indeedl"  said  John,  "I  wish  her  joy." 

"But  what  is  the  matter,  John?"  said  both  women, 
looking  up,  and  seeing  something  unusual  in  bis  face. 

"  Oh,  trouble !  "  said  John,  — "  trouble  upon  us  alL 
Gracie  and  Eoae,  the  Spindlewood  Mills  have  failed." 

"Is  it  possible!  "  was  the  exclamation  of  both. 

"Yes,  indeed!"  said  John;  "you  see,  the  thing  has 
been  running  very  close  for  the  last  six  months ;  and  the 
manufacturing  business  has  been  looking  darker  and  darker. 
But  still  we  could  have  stood  it  if  the  house  of  CJaphara  & 
Co.  had  stood;  but  they  have  gone  to  smash,  Gracie.  I 
had  a  letter  this  morning,  telling  me  of  it." 
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sod  a  moment  as  it  aghast;  for  the  Fer- 
s  equally  involved, 
said  Bose;   "this  will   come   hatd  on 


Both  women  i 
gUBon  property  v 

"Poor   papa!" 
him." 

"I  know  it,"  said  John  bitterly.  "It  is  more  for 
others  that  I  feel  than  for  myself, — for  all  that  are  in- 
volved must  suffer  with  me." 

"But,  after  all,  John  dear,"  said  Rose,  "don't  feel  so 
about  ua  at  any  rate.  We  shall  do  very  well.  People 
that  fail  honorably  always  come  right  aide  up  at  last;  and, 
John,  how  good  it  ia  to  think,  whatever  you  lose,  you 
cannot  lose  your  best  treasure, — your  true  noble  heart 
and  your  true  friends.  I  feel  this  minute  that  we  shall  all 
know  each  other  better,  and  be  more  precious  to  each  other 
for  this  very  trouble." 

John  looked  at  her  through  hia  tears. 

"Dear  Rose,"  he  said,  "you  are  an  angel;  and  from  my 
aoul  I  congratulate  the  man  that  has  got  you.  He  that 
haa  you  would  be  rich  if  be  lost  the  whole  world." 

"You  are  too  good  to  me,  all  of  you,"  aaid  Koae. 
"But  now,  John,  about  that  bad  news  —  let  me  break  it 
to  papa  and  mamma;  I  think  I  can  do  it  hest.  I  know 
when  they  feel  brightest  in  the  day;  and  I  don't  want  it 
to  come  on  them  suddenly:  but  I  can  put  it  in  the  very 
best  way.  How  fortunate  that  I  am  juat  engaged  to 
Harry !  Harry  is  a  perfect  prince  in  generosity.  You  don't 
know  what  a  good  heart  ho  has;  and  it  happens  so  fortu- 
nately that  we  have  him  to  lean  on  just  now.  Ob,  I  'm 
sure  we  shall  find  a  way  out  of  these  troubles,  never  fear." 
And  Rose  took  the  letter,  and  left  John  and  Grace  together. 

"  Oh,  Gracie,  Gracie !  "  said  John,  throwing  himself 
down  on  the  old  chintz  sofa,  and  burying  hia  face  in  his 
hands,  "what  a  woman  there  is!  Oh,  Gracie!  I  wish  I 
was  dead  I  Life  is  played  out  with  me.  I  haven't  the 
least  desire  to  Kre,      I  can't  get  a  step  farther." 
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"Oh,  John,  John!  don't  talk  so!"  aaiii  Grace,  stoopiiq 
oTer  him.      "Why,  you  will  recover  from  this!     Vou  a 
young  and  strong.      It  will  be  settled;  and  you  can  w 
your  way  up  again." 

"It  is  not  the  money,  Grace;  I  could  let  that  go, 
is  that  I  have  uothing  to  live  for,  — nobody  and  nothing, 
My  wife,  Gracie!  she  is  worse  than  nothing,  — worse,  oh! 
infinitely  worse  than  nothing!  She  is  a  chain  and  a 
shackle.  Shu  is  my  obstacle.  She  tortures  me  and  hin- 
ders me  every  way  and  everywhere.  There  will  never  be 
a  home  for  me  where  she  is;  and  because  slie  is  there, 
no  other  woman  can  make  a  home  for  me.  Oh,  I  wish 
she  would  go  away,  and  stay  away!  I  would  not  care  if 
I  never  saw  her  face  again." 

There  was  something  shocking  and  terrible  to  Grace 
about  this  outpouring.  It  wae  dreadful  to  her  to  be  the 
recipient  of  such  a  confidence,  to  hear  these  words  spoken, 
and  to  more  than  suspect  their  truth.  She  was  quite  silent 
for  a  few  moments,  as  John  stilt  lay  with  his  face  down, 
buried  in  the  sofa-piUow, 

Then  she  went  to  her  writing-desk,  took  out  a  little 
ivory  miniature  of  their  mother,  come  and  sat  down  by 
him,  and  laid  her  hand  on  his  head. 

"John,"  she  said,  "look  at  this." 

He  raised  his  head,  took  it  from  her  hand,  and  looked 
at  it.      Soon  she  saw  the  tears  dropping  over  it. 

"John,"  she  said,  "let  me  say  to  you  now  what  I  think 
our  mother  would  have  said.  The  great  object  of  life  is 
not  happiness;  and  when  we  have  lost  our  own  personal 
happiness,  ive  have  not  lost  aU  that  life  is  worth  living 
for.  !No,  John,  the  very  best  of  life  often  lies  beyond  that. 
When  we  have  learned  to  let  ourselves  go,  then  we  may  find 
that  there  is  a  better,  a  nobler,  and  a  truer  life  for  u 

"I  haee  given  up,"  said  John  in  a  husky  v 
have  lost  all," 
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"  Yea, "  replied  Grace  Btendily,  "I  know  perfectly  well 
that  there  is  very  little  hope  of  personal  and  individual 
happiucBS  for  you  in  your  marriage  for  years  to  come.  In- 
stead of  a  Gompamon,  a  friend,  and  a  helper,  you  have  a 
mora!  invalid  to  take  care  of.  But,  John,  if  Lillie  had 
been  stricken  with  blindness  or  insanity  or  paralysis,  you 
wonld  not  liave  shrunk  from  your  duty  to  her;  and  Iw- 
cause  the  blindness  and  paralysis  ore  moral,  you  will  not 
shrink  from  it,  will  you)  You  sacrifice  all  your  property 
to  pay  an  indorsement  for  a  debt  that  is  not  yours;  and 
why  do  you  do  itl  Because  society  rests  on  every  man's 
faithfulness  to  his  engagements,  John,  if  you  stand  by 
a  business  engagement  with  this  faithfulness,  how  much 
more  should  you  stand  by  that  great  engagement  which 
concerns  all  other  families  and  the  stability  of  all  society. 
Lillie  is  your  wife.  You  were  free  to  choose;  and  you 
chose  her.  She  is  the  mother  of  your  child;  and,  John, 
what  that  daughter  is  to  be  depends  very  much  on  the 
steadiness  with  which  you  fulfill  your  duties  to  the 
mother.  I  know  that  Lillie  is  a  most  undeveloped  and 
uncongenial  person;  I  know  how  little  you  have  in  com- 
mon; but  your  duties  are  the  same  as  if  she  were  the  best 
and  the  moat  congenial  of  wives.  It  is  every  man's  duty 
to  make  the  best  of  his  marriage." 

"But,  Gracie,"  said  John,  "is  there  anything  to  be 
made  of  her^" 

"  You  will  never  make  me  believe,  John,  that  there  are 
any  human  beings  absolutely  without  the  capability  of 
good.  They  may  be  very  dark,  and  very  slow  to  learn, 
and  very  far  from  it;  but  steady  patience  and  love  and 
well-doing  will  at  last  tell  upon  any  one." 

"But,  Gracie,  if  you  could  have  heard  how  utterly  with- 
out principle  she  is:  urging  me  to  put  my  property  out  of 
my  hands  dishonestly,  to  keep  her  in  luxury !  " 

"  Well,  John,  you  must  have  patience  with  her.     Con- 
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aider  that  she  has  been  unfortimate  in  her  asBociates. 
Consider  that  she  has  been  a  petted  child  all  her  life,  and 
that  you  hare  helped  to  pet  her.  Consider  liow  much 
your  sex  always  do  to  weaken  the  moral  sense  of  ivcnien, 
by  liking  and  admiring  them  fir  being  weak  and  foolish 
and  iuconsequent,  so  long  as  it  is  pretty  and  does  not  come 
in  your  way.  I  do  not  mean  you  in  particular,  Jolin;  but 
I  mean  that  the  general  course  of  society  releases  pretty 
women  from  any  sense  of  obligation  to  be  constant  in  duty, 
or  brave  in  meeting  emergencies.  You  yourself  have 
couraged  Lillie  to  live  very  much  like  a  little  humming- 
bird." 

"Well,  I  thought,"  said  John,  "that  she  would 
develop  into  somethiflg  better." 

"Well,  there  lies  your  mistake;  you  expected  too  mucli. 
The  work  of  years  is  not  to  be  undone  in  a  moment;  and 
you  must  take  into  account  that  this  is  Lillie's  first  adver- 
sity, You  may  aa  well  make  up  your  mind  not  to  expect 
her  to  be  reasonable.  It  seems  to  me  that  we  can  make 
up  our  minds  to  bear  anything  that  we  know  must  come; 
and  you  may  aa  well  make  up  yours,  that,  for  a  long  time, 
you  will  have  to  carry  Lillie  as  a  burden.  But  then,  you 
must  think  that  she  is  your  daughter's  mother,  and  that  it 
ia  very  important  for  the  child  that  she  should  respect  and 
honor  her  mother.  You  must  treat  her  with  respect  and 
honor,  even  in  her  weaknesses.  We  all  must.  We  all 
must  help  Lillie  as  we  can  to  bear  this  trial,  and  sympa- 
thize with  her  in  it,  unreasonable  us  she  may  seem;  b^i 
cause,  after  all,  John,  it  ia  a  real  trial  to  her."  J 

"  I  cannot  see,  for  my  part,"  said  John,  "that  she  lovea  , 
anything." 

"The    power  of   loving    may  be  undeveloped    in    her, 
John;   but  it  will  come,    perhaps,    later  in  life.     At  all 
events,    take  thia  comfort  to  yourself,  —  that  when 
are  doing  your  duty  by  your  wife,  when  you  are  holding 
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hei  in  her  place  in  the  family,  and  teaching  her  child  to 
resjiect  aud  honor  her,  you  are  putting  her  iu  God's  school 
of  love.  If  we  contend  witli  and  Hy  from  our  dutiea, 
simply  hecauae  they  gall  us  aud  burden  us,  wc  go  against 
everything;  but  if  we  tuke  them  up  bmvely,  then  every- 
thing goes  with  us.  God  and  good  angels  and  good  men 
aud  all  good  influences  are  working  with  us  when  we  are 
working  for  tiie  right.  And  in  this  way,  John,  you  may 
come  to  happiness;  or  if  you  do  not  come  to  personal  hap- 
piness, you  may  come  to  something  higher  and  better. 
You  know  that  you  think  it  nobler  to  be  an  honest  man 
than  a  rich  man;  end  I  um  sure  that  you  will  think  it 
better  to  be  a  good  man  than  to  he  a  happy  one.  Now, 
dear  John,  it  is  not  I  that  say  these  things,  I  think;  but 
it  seems  to  me  it  ia  what  our  mother  would  say,  if  she 
should  speak  to  you  from  where  she  is.  And  then,  dear 
brother,  it  will  all  be  aver  soon,  this  life-battle;  and  the 
only  thing  ia,  to  come  out  victoriouB." 

"Gracie,  you  are  right,"  said  John,  rising  up:  "I  see 
it  myseif.  I  will  brace  up  to  my  duty.  Couldn't  you 
try  and  pacify  Lillie  a  little,  poor  girl  ?  I  suppose  I  have 
been  rough  with  her." 

"  Oh  yes,  John,  I  will  go  up  and  talk  with  Lillie,  and 
condole  with  her;  and  perhaps  we  shall  bring  her  round. 
And  then  when  my  husband  comes  home  next  week,  we  'U 
have  a  family  palaver,  and  he  will  find  some  ways  and 
ns  of  setting  this  business  straight,  that  it  won't  be  so 
bad  as  it  looks  now.  There  may  be  arrangements  made 
when  the  creditors  come  together.  My  impression  is  that, 
whenever  people  find  a  man  really  determined  to  arrange 
a  matter  of  this  kind  honorably,  tliey  are  all  disposed  to 
help  him;  so  don't  bo  cast  down  about  the  business.  As 
for  Lillie's  discontent,  treat  it  as  you  would  the  crying  of 
your  little  daughter  for  its  sugar-piums,  and  do  not  expect 
anything  more  of  her  juat  now  than  there  is." 
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We  have  brought  oiir  etory  up  to  this  point, 
formed  our  readers  in   the   beginning  that  it  wa 
novel,  but  a  story  with  a  moral;  and  as  people  pick  ( 
sorts  of  strange  morals  out  of  stories,  we  intend  to  put  o 
spiouously  into  our  atory  exactly  what  the  moral  of  it  ii 

Well,  then,  it  has  been  very  surprising  to  ua  to  se 
these  our  times  that  some  people,  who  really  at  heart  1 
the  interest  of  women  upon  theit  minds,  have  beer 
short-sighted  and  reckless  as  to  clamor  for  an  easy  dissolu- 
tion of  the  marriage  contract,  as  n  means  of  righting  their 
wrongs.  Is  it  possible  that  they  do  not  see  that  this  is  a 
liberty  which,  once  granted,  would  always  tell  ugainat  the 
weaker  sex?  If  the  woman  who  finds  that  she  has  made 
a  mistake,  and  married  a  man  unkind  or  uncongeniaJ,  niay, 
on  the  discovery  of  it,  leave  him  and  seek  her  fortune  v 
another,  so  also  may  a  man.  And  what  will  became  t 
women  like  Lillie,  when  the  first  gilding  begins  to  w 
off,  if  the  man  who  has  taken  one  of  them  shall  be  at  1 
erty  to  cast  her  off  and  seek  another  J  Have  we  not  enougM 
now  of  miserable,  broken- winged  butterflies,  that  i 
down,  down,  down  into  the  mud  of  the  street}  But  a 
women  reformers  going  to  clamor  for  having  every  worn 
turned  out  helpless,  when  the  man  who  has  married  hi 
and  made  her  a  mother,  discovers  that  she  has  not  f 
power  to  interest  him,  and  to  help  hia  higher  spiritual 
development?  It  was  because  woman  is  helpless  and 
weak,  and  because  Christ  was  her  great  Protector,  that  ha 
made  the  law  of  marriage  irrevocable.  "Whosoever  [ 
teth  away  hia  wife  cauaeth  her  to  commit  adultery." 
the  aacredness  of  the  marriage  contract  did  not  hold,  if  tl 
Church  and  all  good  men  and  all  good  women  did  not  i 
bold  it  with  their  might  and  main,  it  is  eaay  to  see  whi 
the  career  of  many  women  like  Lillie  would  end.  Me* 
have  the  power  to  reflect  before  the  choice  is  made;  a 
that    is    the  only  proper  time  for  reflectioiL     But  i 
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once  marriage  is  made  and  consummated,  it  showlii  be  aa 
fixed  ii  faiit  ;is  the  kwa  of  nature.  And  they  who  suli'er 
under  its  stringency  should  suffer  as  those  who  endure  for 
the  public  good.  "He  that  sweareth  to  his  own  hurt,  and 
changoth  aot,  he  shall  enter  into  the  tahecnacle  of  the 
Lord." 


CHAPTEE   XXVin 


AFTER    THE    9T0KM 


The  painful  and  nnfortunate  crises  of  life  often  ai 
and  darken  like  a  tiiunderstorin,  and  seem  for  the  momi 
perfectly  terrific  and  overwhelming;  but  wait  a  little,  s 
the  cloud  Gweeps  by,  and  the  earth,  which  seemed  abong 
to  be  torn  to  pieces  and  destroyed,  comes  out  as  good  a 
new.     Not  a  bird  is  dead;  not  a  flower  killed; 
snn  shines  just  as  it  ditl  before.      So  it  was  with  John'fl 
financial  trouble.      When  it  came  to  ba  investig 
looked  intn,   it  proved  much  less  terrible  than  had  beew 
feared.      It  was  not  ntter  ruin.      The  high  character 
John  bore  for  honor  and  probity,  the  general  respect  wliici 
was  felt  for  him  by  all  to  whom  be  stood  indebted,  led  U 
an  arrangement  by  which  the  whole  business  was  put  intffB 
his  hands,  and  time  given  him  to  work  it  through.      Hia 
brother-in-law  came  to  his  aid,  advancing  money,  and  en- 
tering into   the    business   with    him.      Our   friend  Harry 
Endicott  was  only  too  happy  to  prove  his  devotion  to  I 
by  offers  of  financial  aasistance.      In  short,  there  seemed 
every  reason  to  hope  that,  after  a  period  of  somewhat  close 
sailing,    the  property  might  be  brought   into   clear  wateej 
again,  and  go  on  even  better  than  before. 

To  say  the  truth,  too,  John  was  really  relieved  by  thitt 
terrible  burst  of  confidence  in  his  sister.  It  is  a  eurioiui 
fact,  that  giving  full  expression  to  bitterness  of  feeling  o 
indignation  against  one  we  love  seems  to  be  such  a  relief 
that  it  always  brings  a  revulsion  of  kindliness.  John  n 
loved  his  sister  so  much  as  when  he  heard  her  plead  hiffS 
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wife's  cause  with  him;  for  though  in  some  hitter,  impa- 
tioDt  hour  a  man  may  feel,  which  Johc  did,  aa  if  he  would 
be  glud  to  aiiiider  all  ties,  and  tear  hiiuself  away  from  an 
imcoiigeuial  wife,  yet  a  (;ood  man  never  can  forget  the 
womau  that  once  he  loved,  and  who  is  the  mother  of  his 
children.  Thoee  sweet,  sacred  visions  and  illusions  of  first 
love  will  return  again  and  again,  even  after  disencliaat- 
ment;  and  the  better  and  the  purer  the  man  is,  the  more 
sacred  is  the  appeal  to  liim  of  woman's  weakness.  Because 
he  is  strong,  and  she  is  weak,  he  feels  that  it  would  be 
unmanly  to  desert  her;  and  if  there  ever  was  anything 
for  which  John  thanked  his  sister,  it  was  when  she  went 
over  and  spent  hours  with  his  wife,  patiently  listening  to 
her  complainings,  and  soothing  her  as  if  she  had  been  a 
petted  child.  All  the  circle  of  friends,  in  a  like  manner, 
bore  with  her  for  his  sake. 

Thanks  to  the  intervention  of  Grace's  husband  and  of 
Harry,  Joha  was  not  put  to  the  trial  and  humiliation  of 
being  obliged  to  sell  the  family  place,  although  constrained 
to  live  in  it  under  a  system  of  more  rigid  economy.  Lil- 
lie's  mother,  although  quite  a  commonplace  woman  as  a 
companion,  had  been  on  economist  in  her  day;  she  had 
known  how  to  make  the  most  of  straitened  circumstances, 
and,  being  put  to  it,  could  do  it  again. 

To  he  sure,  there  was  an  end  of  Newport  gayeties;  for 
Lillie  vowed  and  declared  that  she  would  not  go  to  New- 
port and  take  cheap  board,  and  live  without  a  carriage. 
She  didn't  want  the  Follingsbees  and  the  Tompkinses  and 
the  Simpkinses  talking  about  her,  and  saying  that  they  had 
failed.  Her  mother  worked  like  a  servant  for  her  in 
smartening  her  up,  and  tidying  her  old  dresses,  of  which 
one  would  think  that  she  had  a  stock  to  last  for  many 
years.  And  thus,  with  everybody  sympathizing  with  her, 
and  everybody  helping  her,  Lillie  subsided  into  enacting 
the  part  of  a  patient,  persecuted  saint.      She  was  touch- 
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iBgly  resigned,  ami  wore  an  air  of  pleasing  melancboly. 
John  had  asked  hur  pardon  for  all  the  hasty  words  Le  aaid 
to  her  in  the  terrible  interview;  and  she  had  forgiven  bim 
with  edifying  meekness.  "Of  course,"  she  remarked  to 
her  mother,  "she  knew  he  would  be  aorry  for  the  way  he 
had  spoken  to  her ;  and  she  waa  very  glad  that  he  had  the 
grace  to  confess  it. " 

So  life  went  on  and  on  with  John.  He  never  forgot 
hifl  sister's  words,  but  received  them  into  his  heart  as  a 
message  from  his  mother  in  heaven.  From  that  time,  no 
one  could  have  jutted  by  any  word,  look,  or  action  of  his 
that  his  wife  was  not  what  she  had  always  been  to  him. 

MeanwhUe  Rose  was  happily  married,  and  settled  down 
in  the  Ferjjusou  place ;  where  her  husband  and  she  formed 
one  family  with  her  parents.  It  was  a  pleasant,  eoay, 
social,  friendly  neighborhood.  After  all,  John  found  that 
hia  cross  was  not  so  very  heavy  to  carry,  when  once  he 
had  made  up  his  mind  that  it  must  be  borne.  Uy  never 
expecting  much,  he  was  never  disappointed.  Having  made 
up  his  mind  that  he  waa  to  serve  and  to  give  without 
receiving,  he  did  it,  and  began  to  find  pleasure  in  it.  By 
and  by,  the  little  Lillie,  growing  up  by  her  mother's  side, 
began  to  be  a  compensation  for  all  be  bad  suffered.  The 
little  creature  inherited  her  mother's  beauty,  the  dazzling 
delicacy  of  her  complexion,  the  abundance  of  her  golden 
hair;  but  there  had  been  given  to  her  also  her  father's 
magnanimous  and  generous  nature.  Lillie  was  a  selfish, 
exacting  mother;  and  such  women  often  succeed  in  teaeli- 
ing  to  their  children  patience  and  seK-deniai.  As  soon 
as  the  little  creature  could  walk,  she  was  her  father's 
constant  playfellow  and  companion.  He  took  her  with 
him  everywhere.  He  was  never  weary  of  talking  with  her 
and  playing  with  her;  and  gradually  he  relieved  the  mo- 
ther of  all  care  of  her  early  training.  When,  in  time, 
two  others  were  added    to   the    nursery  troop,  Lillie  be- 
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came  a  perfect  model  of  a  gracious,  motherly,  little  older 
sister. 

Did  all  this  patience  and  devotion  of  the  husband  at  last 
awaken  anything  like  love  in  the  wife?  Lillie  was  not 
naturally  rich  in  emotion.  Under  the  best  education  and 
development,  she  would  have  been  rather  wanting  in  the 
loving  power;  and  the  whole  course  of  her  education  had 
been  directed  to  suppress  what  little  she  had,  and  to  con- 
centrate all  her  feelings  upon  herself. 

The  factitious  and  unnatural  life  she  had  lived  so  many 
years  had  seriously  undermined  the  stamina  of  her  consti- 
tution; and  after  the  birth  of  her  third  child  her  health 
failed  altogether.  Lillie  thus  became  in  time  a  chronic 
invalid,  exacting,  querulous,  full  of  troubles  and  wants 
which  tasked  the  patience  of  all  around  her.  During  all 
these  trying  years  her  husband's  faithfulness  never  fal- 
tered. As  he  gradually  retrieved  his  circumstances,  she 
was  first  in  every  calculation.  Because  he  knew  that  here 
lay  his  greatest  temptation,  here  he  most  rigidly  performed 
his  duty.  Nothing  that  money  could  give  to  soften  the 
weariness  of  sickness  was  withheld ;  and  John  was  for  hours 
and  hours,  whenever  he  could  spare  the  time,  himself  a 
personal,  assiduous,  unwearied  attendant  in  the  sick-room. 


CHAPTER  XXIX 


We  have  but  one  scene  more  before  onr 
It  is  niglit  now  in  LilJie's  sick-room,  and  her  mother  is 
anxiously  arranging  the  drapery,  to  keep  the  fireiight  from 
her  eyes,  stepping  noiselessly  about  the  room.  She  lies 
there  behind  the  curtains,  on.  her  pillow,  —  the  wreck  and 
remnant  only  of  what  was  once  so  beautiful.  During  all 
these  years,  when  the  interests  and  pleasures  of  life  have 
been  sLowIy  dropping,  leaf  by  leaf,  and  passing  away  like 
fading  flowers,  Lillie  has  learned  to  do  much  thinking.  It 
sometimes  seems  to  take  a  stab,  a  thrust,  a  wound,  to  open 
in  some  hearts  the  capacity  of  deep  feeling  and  deep 
thought.  There  are  things  taught  by  suffering  that  can 
be  taught  in  no  otlier  way.  By  sulTering  sometimes  is 
wrought  out  in  a  person  the  power  of  loving  and  of  appre- 
ciating love.  During  the  first  year  Lillie  had  often 
seemed  to  herself  in  a  sort  of  wild,  chaotic  state.  The 
coming  in  of  a  strange  new  spiritual  life  was  something  so 
inexplicable  to  her  that  it  agitated  and  distressed  her;  and 
sometimes,  when  she  appeared  more  petulant  and  fretful 
than  usual,  it  was  only  the  stir  and  vibration  on  her  weak 
nerves  of  new  feelings,  which  she  wanted  the  power  to  ex- 
press. These  emotions  at  first  were  painful  to  her.  She 
felt  weak,  miserable,  and  good  for  nothing.  It  seemed 
to  her  that  her  whole  life  had  been  a  wretched  cheat,  and 
that  she  had  ill  repaid  the  devotion  ol  her  husband, 
first  these  thoughts  only  made  her  hitter  and  angry, 
she  contended  against  them.      But  as  she  sank  from  day 
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dny,  and  grew  weaker  anil  weaker,  she  grew  more  gentle; 
anJ  a  better  spirit  seemed  to  enter  into  her. 

On  tiiia  evening  that  we  speuk  of,  slie  had  made  up  her 
mind  that  she  would  try  and  tell  her  husband  some  of  the 
thinga  tliat  were  passing  in  her  mind. 

"Tell  John  I  want  to  see  him,"  she  said  to  her  mother. 
"I  wish  he  would  come  and  sit  with  me." 

This  was  a,  summonB  for  which  John  invariably  left 
everything.  He  laid  down  his  book  as  the  word  was 
brought  to  him,  and  soon  was  treading  noiselessly  at  her 
bedside. 

"Well,  Lillie  dear,"  he  said,  "how  are  youT" 

She  put  out  her  little  wasted  band.  "John  dear,"  she 
eaid,  "sit  down;  I  have  something  that  I  want  to  say  to 
you.  I  have  been  thinking,  John,  that  this  can't  last 
much  longer. " 

"What  can't  last,  Lillie!"  aaid  John,  trying  to  speak 
cheerfully. 

"I  mean,  John,  that  I  am  going  to  leave  you  soon,  for 
good  and  all;  and  I  should  not  think  you  would  be  sony 
either." 

"Oh,  oorao,  come,  my  girl,  it  won't  do  to  talk  so!" 
said  John,  patting  her  hand.     "You  must  not  be  blue." 

"And  so,  John,"  said  Lillie,  going  on  without  noticing 
this  interruption,  "I  wanted  just  to  tell  you,  before  I  got 
any  weaker,  that  I  know  and  feel  just  how  patient  and 
noble  and  good  you  have  always  been  to  me." 

"Oh,  Lillie  darling!  "  said  John,  "why  shouldn't  I  he! 
Poor  little  girl,  how  much  you.  have  suffered!  " 

"  Well,  now,  John,  I  know  perfectly  well  that  I  have 
never  been  the  wife  that  I  ought  to  bo  to  you.  You  know 
it  too;  so  don't  try  to  say  anything  about  it.  I  was  never 
the  woman  to  have  made  you  happy;  and  it  was  not  fair 
in  me  to  marry  you.  I  have  lived  a  dreadfully  worldly, 
selfish  life.    And  now,  John,  I  am  come  to  the  end.     You 
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dear  good  man,  your  trials  with  me  are  almost  over;  but 
I  want  you  to  know  that  you  really  have  succeeded. 
John,  I  do  love  you  now  with  all  my  heart,  though  I  did 
not  love  you  when  I  married  you.  And,  John,  I  do  feel 
that  God  will  take  pity  on  me,  poor  and  good  for  nothing 
as  I  am,  just  because  I  see  how  patient  and  kind  you  have 
always  been  to  me  when  I  have  been  so  very  provoking. 
You  see  it  has  made  me  think  how  good  God  must  be,  — 
because,  dear,  we  know  that  he  is  better  than  the  best  of 
us." 

"  Oh,  Lillie,  Lillie ! "  said  John,  leaning  over  her  and 
taking  her  in  his  arms,  "do  live,  I  want  you  to  live. 
Don't  leave  me  now,  now  that  you  really  love  me! '' 

"  Oh  no,  John !  it  is  best  as  it  is,  —  I  think  I  should 
not  have  strength  to  be  very  good  if  I  were  to  get  well, 
and  you  would  still  have  your  little  cross  to  carry.  No, 
dear,  it  is  all  right.  And,  John,  you  will  have  the  best 
of  me  in  our  Lillie.  She  looks  like  me;  but,  John,  she 
has  your  good  heart;  and  she  will  be  more  to  you  than  I 
could  be.  She  is  just  as  sweet  and  unselfish  as  I  tvas 
selfish.  I  don't  think  I  am  quite  so  bad  now;  and  I 
think,  if  I  lived,  I  should  try  to  be  a  great  deal  better.'' 

"  Oh,  Lillie !  I  cannot  bear  to  part  with  you !  I  never 
have  ceased  to  love  you,  and  I  never  have  loved  any  other 
woman." 

"I  know  that,  John.  Oh!  how  much  truer  and  better 
you  are  than  I  have  been !  But  I  like  to  think  that  you 
love  me,  —  I  like  to  think  that  you  will  be  sorry  when  I 
am  gone,  bad  as  I  am,  or  was ;  for  I  insist  on  it  that  I 
am  a  little  better  than  I  was.  You  remember  that  story 
of  Undine  you  read  me  one  day  ?  It  seems  as  if  most  of 
my  life  I  have  been  like  Undine  before  her  soul  came  into 
her.  But  this  last  year  I  have  felt  the  coming  in  of  a 
Boul.  It  has  troubled  me;  it  has  come  with  a  strange  kind 
of  pain.     I  have  never  suffered  so  much.     But  it  has  done 
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me  good  —  it  has  made  me  feel  that  I  have  an  immortal 
soul,  and  that  you  and  I,  John,  shall  meet  in  some  better 
place  hereafter.  And  there  you  will  be  rewarded  for  all 
your  goodness  to  me." 

As  John  sat  there,  and  held  the  little  frail  hand,  his 
thoughts  went  back  to  the  time  when  the  wild  impulse  of 
his  heart  had  been  to  break  away  from  this  woman,  and 
never  see  her  face  again ;  and  he  gave  thanks  to  God,  who 
had  led  him  in  a  better  way. 

•  •.•••••• 

And  so,  at  last,  passed  away  the  little  story  of  Lillie's 
life.  But  in  the  home  which  she  has  left  now  grows  an- 
other Lillie,  fairer  and  sweeter  than  she,  —  the  tender 
confidante,  the  trusted  friend  of  her  father.  And  often, 
when  he  lays  his  hand  on  her  golden  head,  he  says,  "Dear 
child,  how  like  your  mother  you  look ! " 

Of  all  that  was  painful  in  that  experience  nothing  now 
remains.  John  thinks  of  her  only  as  he  thought  of  her 
in  the  fair  illusion  of  first  love,  —  the  dearest  and  most 
sacred  of  all  illusions.  The  Lillie  who  guides  his  house- 
hold, and  is  so  motherly  to  the  younger  children;  who 
shares  every  thought  of  his  heart;  who  enters  into  every 
feeling  and  sympathy,  —  she  is  the  pure  reward  of  his 
faithfulness  and  constancy.  She  is  a  sacred  and  saintly 
Lillie,  springing  out  of  the  sod  where  he  laid  her  mother, 
forgetting  all  her  faults  forever. 


